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PREFACE. 


THE  majority  of  those  friends  who  have 
perused  RUNNEMEDE  in  manuscript, 
agree  in  the  propriety  of  a  preface; 
and,  as  in  the  council-house,  most 
votes  carry  the  day,  so  a  preface  is  de- 
cided on,  and  so  a  preface  must  be 
written :  but  like  unto  ashes  'neath 
which  the  fire  is  unextinguished,  a  pre- 
face, to  a  work  like  Runnemede,  re- 
quires a  slight  and  an  almost  fairy 
touch;  for  prematurely  to  unriddle  a 
riddle,  is  but  digging  a  deep  pit,  and 
burying  alike  the  body  and  the  spirit  of 
interest.  I  will  not  say  then,  that  in 
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the  ruins  of  an  abbey,  or  in  an  old  and 
tumble-down  relic  of  feudal  times,  sur- 
rounded by  cloisters,  or  half  sheltered 
by  dilapidated  towers,  amid  the  roar  of 
thunder,  the  play  of  lightning,  the  pat- 
tering of  rain,  the  hooting  of  owls,  and 
the  thousand,  thousand  etcasteras,  com- 
prising the  olio — I  have  lighted  on 
worm-eaten  parchments,  and  wasted  the 
midnight  oil,  in  deciphering  broken  and 
disjointed  characters!  No;  I  will  sim- 
ply say,  that  my  researches,  leading  me 
to  an  old  book-shop  in  Holborn,  I  cull- 
ed, amid  the  lore  of  heterogeneous  mat- 
ter, Ware's  Annals  of  Ireland.  And 
those  who  have  perused  Ware's  Annals 
of  Ireland,  know; — and  those  who  have 
not  perused  Ware's  Annals  of  Ireland, 
by  simply  opening  the  page,  at  and 
from  the  Anno  Domini  1210,  may  soon 

know, 
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know,  that  the  romantic  vicissitudes  of 
the  noble  house  of  Meath,  furnish  the 
corner-stone  to  the  foregoing  legend. 
Fancy,  of  course,  boasts  many  ramifica- 
tions of  her  own :  for  although  in  many 
respects,  the  disastrous  reign  of  king 
John  teems  with  tragic  story;  and  al- 
though the  great  actions  of  great  men 
might  furnish  ample  specimens  of  prow- 
ess and  patriotism ;  and  few — and  I 
speak  it  with  the  kindling  glow  of  exul- 
tation— furnish  so  many  specimens  of 
prowess  and  patriotism>  as  the  annals  of 
our  own  seagirt  island !  still,  like  unto 
an  epicurean  feast,  where  many  innova- 
tions from  the  substantial  sirloin  must 
pamper  the  vitiated  palate,  many  novel- 
ties are  alike  requisite  to  pamper  the  in- 
satiate palate  of  romance-readers  ;  else 
B  2  would 
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would  the  page  be  cast  aside,  and  the 
poor  author  stigmatized  with  dulness 
and  insipidity.  Necessity  then  impels 
to  the  ad  libitum  of  authorship  :  and 
though  I  have  awakened  characters,  who 
have  strutted  their  little  hour,  and  re- 
turned— as  we  shall  return — to  original 
nothingness;  though,  with  the  prome- 
thean flame,  I  have  roused  them  from 
their  deep  sleep,  and  brought  them  back 
into  all  the  play  and  all  the  bustle  of 
busy  life;  needing  many  agents,  and 
many  fervid  touches  of  poetic  imagery, 
like  Shakespeare's  Prospero,  I  have  con- 
jured 

"  Spirits  from  the  vasty  deep/' 

to  dapple  with  bright  and  gay  flowers, 
the  mead  I  have  chosen  to  tread.     Per- 
haps 
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haps  there  is  no  epoch  in  English  his- 
tory— no  spot  on  English  ground  to 
which  Englishmen  can  look  back  with 
so  much  pride  and  with  so  much  grati- 
tude as  RUNNEMEDE  !  the  grave  of  des- 
potism and  arbitrary  power !  the  birth- 
place of  Magna  Charta!  that  precious 
bond  of  our  indemnity;  that  palla- 
dium of  our  laws,  and  our  glorious 
constitution  !  Be  Runnemede  then  my 
indemnity  for  favour ;  the  breast- work, 
behind  which  I  cower,  from  the  assail- 
ant's stroke !  Be  Runnemede,  or  rather, 
be  the  vital  benefice  derived  at  Runne- 
mede, the  mediating  medium  wherewith 
to  blunt  the  critic's  gall-steeped  arrow, 
and  change  his  frown  to  sunshine ! — for 
mine,  be  the  professed  labour  of  love, 
the  simple  unobtrusive  aim,  to  divert 
the  listnessness  of  a  dull  and  idle  hour; 
B  3  and 
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and  if  that  aim  be  accomplished,  my  la- 
bour is  not  vain. 

Upper  Edmonton, 
1st  December  1824. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


"  A  man  of  woe  and  mystery  : 
Close  wrapp'd  in  gloom,  and  sated  with  sad  fancies." 


I  sing  to  you,  my  dear  fa- 
ther ?"  asked  the  youthful  Matilda,  her 
arm  linked  in  his,  her  eyes  fixed  on  his  ; 
clinging  to  him,  as  the  tender  ivy  cling- 
eth  to  the  parent  stem.  "  Say,  dear, 
dearest  father,  what  shall  I  do  —  what 
can  I  do,  to  win  one  smile?" 

"  Not  to-night,  my  child  :  no  song, 
no  smile,  to-night.  I  would  fain  be 
alone,  my  Matilda;  even  your  voice  dis- 
turbs me." 

B  4  "  Then 
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"  Then  will  I  creep  like  the  blind 
mole  ;"  and  Matilda  moved  with  so  light 
a  step,  that  as  gossamer  she  seemed  to 
float  on  the  ether.  But  though  she 
spoke  not,  though  she  laboured  to  sup- 
press her  very  breathing,  often  did  she 
peep  through  the  glossy  clusters  of  her 
raven  hair ;  for  she  traced  in  the  care- 
fraught  features  of  her  father  more  than 
their  ordinary  gloom ;  she  saw  him  half 
bending  beneath  his  load  of  inward  woe, 
his  lips  compressed,  his  cheeks  of  a  paler 
hue,  his  brow,  lowering  and  fitful,  like 
the  moon  in  the  fair  vault  of  heaven, 
buffeting  the  vagrant  winds.  Alas  !  his 
was  the  tempest  of  remembrance;  and 
often  would  it  gather  in  such  fearful 
gusts,  that  the  tender  timid  Matilda 
would  tremble  for  his  sanity,  would 
wonder  at  the  trials,  which  had  divorced, 
one  so  good,  and  one  so  pious,  from  all 
commune  with  his  fellow-men  :  but  her 
terror  and  her  wonder  would  ever  cease 
in  prayer;  for  night  and  morning  would 

she 
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she  supplicate  grace  on  griefs  she  had 
yet  to  learn. 

Their  little  dwelling,  reared  on  the 
green  banks  of  the  Gartampe,  environed 
by  vines,  and  woods,  and  pastures,  and 
crouching  almost  within  the  conventual 
shadow  of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux, 
was  lonely  to  isolation :  yet  was  it  the 
spot  impressed  on  memory;  the  first, 
and  the  last,  and  the  sole  impression,  ex- 
panding intellect  could  trace ; — for  she 
had  passed  her  short  life  upon  its  bor- 
ders, like  some  fair  flower,  budding,  and 
blossoming,  and  shedding  all  its  tints, 
and  all  its  fragrance,  unprized  and  un- 
seen !  Her  father,  known  by  the  name 
of  Walter,  daily  toiled  in  the  garden  of 
the  convent  of  St.  Mary ;  and  sweet  had 
been  the  bread  gained  by  the  sweat  of 
his  brow,  had  it  been  seasoned  with  con- 
tent :  but  there  was  a  thorn,  a  gangrene, 
festering  beneath  the  surface.  Some- 
times he  would  preach  upon  endurance, 
upon  philosophy,  upon  the  pigmy  span 
B5  of 
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of  the  longest  life,  as  though  he  himself 
had  forgotten  how  to  feel ;  then  would  a 
single  word,  a  single  look,  dissolve  him 
into  weakness,  and  he  would  yield  to 
such  wild  bursts  of  sensibility,  that  made 
e'en  nature  totter.  Often,  after  sunset, 
for  whole  hours  would  he  absent  him- 
self from  his  home  and  his  comforts, 
wandering  in  the  woods  and  the  pas- 
tures, until  night  would  mingle  earth 
and  sky ;  then  would  he  steal  back,  in 
joyless  spiritless  despondence;  and  if  re- 
proved in  the  wakeful  watchfulness  of 
filial  interest,  he  would  snatch  Matilda 
to  his  bosom,  steep  her  fair  face  in  tears, 
hold  her  with  a  clasp  of  frenzy,  then 
push  her  from  him,  and  bid  her  curse,  in 
him,  the  downfall  of  her  prospects. 
Such  had  been  the  storms  and  the  trials 
chequering  the  bright  and  beamy  sum- 
mer of  her  youth  ;  planting  cares,  where 
nought  save  smiles  should  have  harbour- 
ed; exciting  thought,  where  thought 
should  have  scarce  found  birth. 

"My 
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"  My  child,"  said  Walter,  pausing  on 
the  bank  of  the  river,  and  pointing  to 
the  flower-bespangled  pathway,  winding 
to  the  convent-gate,  "  you  must  go  alone 
to  the  chapel.  Pray  for  me  at  vespers ; 
and  should  the  abbot  question  my  ab- 
sence, say  to  him "  He  ceased,  and 

raised  his  hand  to  his  forehead ;  then 
turning,  with  something  of  impatience— 
"  Say  to  him,  Matilda,  I  want  air — hea- 
ven's whole  expanse  of  air — for  not  all 
the  waters  of  the  Gartampe  can  cool  the 
scorching  fever  in  my  brain." 

"  Alas  !  what  means  my  father  ?" 
"  Do  not  fear  me,  girl :  duty  chains 
me  to  earth — religion  chains  me  to 
earth — you  chain  me  to  earth  !  Though 
scorched  and  burning  with  ten  thousand 
fires,  I  will  not  seek  ice  in  death.  Leave 
me  without  dread.  By  the  immortal 
shades  of  my  mighty  forefathers,  I  would 
not  take  the  coward  leap  of  self-murder, 
though  my  years  were  to  outnumber 
Methuselah's,  and  every  single  year  to 
B  6  teem 
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teem  with  the  curses  of  the  righteous 
Job.  Leave  me  in  confidence,  dearest : 
however  we  may  eat  the  hard  crust  of 
labour,  the  unknown  gardener  of  the 
white  monks  of  Cisteaux,  may  yet  wield 
thunder ;  may  yet  transform  the  spade 
into  the " 

"What — what,  my  father?"  and  Ma- 
tilda, snatching  at  his  arm,  gazed  on 
him  with  such  an  eye  of  flame,  with  such 
speaking  beaming  features  of  intelligence, 
that  it  called  him  back  to  caution  and  to 
policy. 

"  Dear  child,"  he  faltered,  "  you  think 
too  deeply ;"  and  then  he  turned  aside 
his  face,  to  brush  away  the  starting  tear. 

"  Not  so,  my  father,"  clinging  eagerly 
to  him.  "  I  am  young  in  years,  but 
not  young  in  feeling ;  not  young  in  ex- 
ertion ;  not  young  in  capability :  trust 
me — try  me,  dear  father.  There  is  that 
within" — and  she  placed  her  spread 
hand  upon  her  heart,  and  she  raised  her 
beautiful  eyes  to  heaven — "  which  war- 
rants 
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rants  more,  far  more,  than  I  can  utter. 
Ay,  prove  me,  dear  father,  to  the  risk 
of  peace,  to  the  peril  of  life,  and  see  if 
I  lack  fortitude." 

".What  would  you  suspect,  my  Ma- 
tilda?" regaining  in  an  instant  all  his 
firmness.  "  What  mine  of  strange 
conjecture  has  my  fevered  language 
sprung  ?" 

Matilda  cast  herself  on  the  green- 
sward before  him  ;  she  folded  her  polish- 
ed arms  around  his  knees;  she  gazed 
wistfully,  imploringly,  in  his  face. — 
"  This  is  no  time  for  misconception," 
she  exclaimed.  "  I  see  you  the  victim 
of  inward  grief,  my  father,  and  I  would 
share,  if  not  mitigate,  that  grief:  I  see 
you " 

"  How  guess  you,"  interrupted  Wal- 
ter, "  that  I  have  not  dragged  the 
mighty  ruin  of  peace  upon  my  own 
head  ? — that  I  am  not  now  paying  the 
just  tax  of  my  own  transgression? — that 
here" — and  he  fixed  his  eyes  intently 

on 
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on  her  varying  features — "  in  this  bright 
season  of  joy,  and  thankfulness,  and 
love,  when  every  bush  rings  with  me- 
lody, every  shrub  puts  forth  its  blossom, 
every  green  tree,  and  every  smiling 
field,  teems  rich  promise  to  ungrateful 
man— I  am  not  weakly,  wickedly  mur- 
muring at  the  humbleness  of  my  born 
lot?" 

"  Oh,  no,  no !"  and  her  look  was  in- 
credulity ;  "  it  is  not  the  griping  pres- 
sure of  penury  which  ^ could  draw  one 
sigh  from  your  heart:  not  born — say 
not  born,  dear  father — capriciously  as- 
signed, not  born." 

*'  You  are  wrong,  child ;  quite  wrong : 
it  is  my  penury,  and  your  known  pri- 
vation, which  lies  as  a  scorpion-brood  in 
my  breast." 

"  If  born  to  penury,  what  know  we 
of  privation  ?"  questioned  Matilda ;  and 
her  eye  was  so  searching,  that  Walter 
shrunk  from  the  glance.  "  Nay,  I 
would  learn  still  further,"  she  pursued : 

"  tell 
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"tell  me,  dear  father,  what  can  the 
mind  crave  beyond  what  it  has  ever  seen 
or  ever  known  ?" 

"  You  perplex,  you  torture  me,  Ma- 
tilda. Know  you  not,"  and  he  tried  to 
smile,  "  that  discontent  found  entrance 
even  in  Paradise? — that  man,  craving 
after  knowledge,  dared  the  tax  of  his 
own  fall?  Go,  my  child,  to  chapel; 
and  the  homilies  of  our  ghostly  fathers 
will  tell  you,  content  is  not  of  earth." 

But  Matilda  moved  not  from  his  side : 
again  she  passed  her  arm  through  his, 
and  again  she  looked  imploringly  in  his 
face. — "  I  would  venture  one  more  ques- 
tion," she  said.  "  If  we  were  to  quit 
our  cottage,  and  fly  this  solitude,  think 
you,  we  should  find  peace  beyond  ?" 

"  Belike  death,"  pronounced  Walter. 
"  No,  child,  no ;  we  must  school  our 
hearts  to  our  destinies,  else,  may  we 
mar,  not  mend  them  :  what  we  are  born 
to  endure,  we  must  buckle  within  our 
scant  scrip." 

"And 
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"  And  why  not  cheerfully,  why  not 
submissively,  bear  the  burden  we  can- 
not gainsay  ?"  eagerly  resumed  Matilda. 
"  My  dear  father,  if  I  could  see  smiles 
on  your  brow,  I  would  not  exchange  this 
solitude  for  all  my  dreams  have  ever 
pictured." 

Walter  shuddered,  and  his  counte- 
nance wore  an  aspect  of  touching  sor- 
row. "  Poor  child !  poor  lost  one !"  he 
murmured:  then  recovering  himself — 
"  'Tis  well ;  you  judge  wisely,  Matilda : 
this  spot,  this  solitude,  is  all  that  human 
existence  needeth :  here  we  breathe  the 
breath  of  heaven ;  and  pulse,  and  grapes, 
and  sleep,  furnish  fresh  strength  for 
labour  :  and  for  a  grave,  alas  !"  and  he 
folded  his  arms  in  deep  despondence, 
"  the  like  narrow  limit  sufficeth  the  mo- 
narch as  the  beggar.  'Tis  a  lesson,  a 
crying  lesson,  my  child,  to  humble 
pride,  to  hawl  the  soaring  mind  down 
to  its  native  level :  for  what  have  you — 
what  have  I,  to  do  with  pride — breath- 
ing 
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ing  atoms,  mere  worms,  grains  of  sand, 
in  this  vast  universe  ?  Pride,  forsooth  ! 
we  must  crush  it,  girl ;  we  must  smo- 
ther it  in  the  birth  :  man  has  nought  to 
do  with  pride :  the  richest  potentate 
came  naked  into  the  world  ;  and  naked- 
ness, and  mere  corruption,  is  all  that  he 
can  bear  from  it.  Ay,  this  is  a  blessed 
spot  to  purge  the  dross  from  the  sterling 
gold :  here  we  may  search  our  own 
hearts ;  here  we  may  con  the  lesson  of 
self-knowledge ;  here  we  may  task  our- 
selves, and  scourge  ourselves,  to  the  de- 
triment of  life.  Stilpo,  nor  Antisthenes, 
nor  Seneca,  with  all  their  love  of  cold 
philosophy,  could  have  wooed  a  spot 
more  fitting."  Matilda  trembled;  she 
had  often  seen  her  father  enigmati- 
cal and  wild,  but  she  had  never  seen 
him  so  strangely  wild  as  in  the  present 
hour :  his  dark  eyes  seemed  to  flash 
fire,  and  his  breast  to  heave  with  the 
struggle  of  his  inward  feelings.  "  I  am 
not  mad,  not  quite  mad,"  he  resumed, 

deciphering 
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deciphering  her  doubts  and  her  terrors. 
"  Here  me,  Matilda :  this  day  is  the  an- 
niversary of  a  fate-fraught  epoch :  from 
sunrise,  until  now,  have  I  waned  it  in 
the  garden  of  St.  Mary's :  in  manual 
toil,  in  persevering  drudgery,  have  I  striv- 
en to  blunt  the  barb  of  memory,  to  dis- 
sipate the  horrors  of  the  past,  to  rend 
away  the  keen,  keen  pang  of  recollec- 
tion :  but  I  cannot  crush  the  hydra — I 
cannot  reach  the  fabled  Lethe  of  forget- 
fulness.  Some  men,  from  the  cradle  to 
the  grave,  tread  in  velvet  pathways : 
mine,  God  wot !  has  been  rugged  and 
toilsome,  veering  amid  such  shoals,  and 
precipices,  and  headlong  steeps,  that 
hell  seems  to  yawn  at  the  basement." 

"  Alas  !  my  father  !"  and  the  pitying, 
weeping  Matilda,  crept  closer  to  his 
side. 

Walter,  for  many  moments,  gazed 
upon  her  in  silent  anguish,  till  passion- 
ately clasping  her  to  his  breast — "  An 
angel  weeps  for  me !"  he  articulated ; 

"an 
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"  an  angel  mourns  my  pangs,  and  shares 
my  vicissitudes  !  Matilda,"  and  he 
spoke  in  an  inward  shuddering  tone, 
"  I  am  a  lost  man :  branded  like  Cain, 
driven  like  Cain,  from  all  the  heart 
most  covets,  from  home,  from  inheri- 
tance : — and  you — you — child  of  an  en- 
skied  mother,  image  of  her  I  have  loved 

and  lost !  you "  He  ceased,  or 

rather,  sobs  and  suffocating  emotion 
checked  utterance. 

"  But  not  with  crime — not  branded 
with  crime,  my  father" — and  Matilda 
spoke  in  all  the  native  energy  of  confi- 
dence and  innocence. 

The  start,  the  agony  of  Walter,  was 
almost  death-fraught ;  his  cheeks,  his  lips, 
were  tintless,  and  he  shook,  as  though 
with  mortal  palsy. — "  With  blood,"  he 
whispered.  "  Matilda,"  and  he  stretch- 
ed forth  his  spread  palm,  "  see  you  not 
the  crimson  die,  now,  even  now,  upon 
my  hand?"  But  Matilda  could  not  see, 
Matilda  could  not  speak  :  the  words  of 

her 
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her  father,  like  the  astounding  bolt  of 
heaven's  thunder,  crushed  all  of  power, 
and  she  hung  upon  that  out-stretched 
arm,  motionless  and  wan.  Vain  and  in- 
effectual were  the  tears  and  self-upbraid- 
ings  of  the  wretched  Walter ;  for  not 
until  he  had  laid  her  on  the  sward,  and 
sprinkled  her  marbled  face  with  the  wa- 
ters of  the  Gartampe,  did  she  betray  one 
token  of  lingering  existence;  then,  it 
it  was  a  deep  and  broken  moan  which 
passed  her  lips ;  and  when  her  eyes  un- 
closed, they  spoke  the  spiritless  language 
of  despair.  "  My  child  !  my  innocent, 
my  blessed  child !"  he  faltered,  sinking 
on  his  knees,  and  bending  over  her  in 
remorse  and  anguish. 

"  My  father!"  she  softly  whispered, 
and  then  she  strove  to  rally  back  a  smile, 
but  the  effort  seemed  as  mockery  to  the 
sensitive  feelings  of  Walter. 

"  Not  a  smile — I  pray  you,  not  a 
smile,"  he  exclaimed.  "  I  am  humbled, 
Mien  :  do  ought,  save  curse  me ;  for  then 

would 
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would  the  desolation  of  my  fate  be  com- 
plete." 

Matilda  raised  herself  from  the  earth: 
hers  was  the  strength  of  duty  and  of  na- 
ture :  she  placed  her  hand  upon  the  arm 
of  her  father,  and  she  pointed  to  the 
cloudless  heavens.  —  "  May  God,"  she 
pronounced,  "  who  readeth  the  inmost 
thoughts,  pour  balm  and  consolation  on 
your  wounded  spirit !  My  father,  if 
you  have  indeed  wrought  this  grievous 
trespass,  'tis  the  hand  which  has  waged 
against  the  heart." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Walter,  mournfully, 
"  all  the  extenuation,  which  mortal  in- 
jury, and  mortal  irritation  can  urge,  was 
mine :  but  passion  is  a  plea,  serving  but 
to  aggravate  the  deformity  of  the  human 
mind.  I  would  that  my  arm  had  been 
the  weaker  of  the  two ;  then  had  his 
grave  been  my  grave,  my  remorse  his 
remorse !" 

"  You  met  in  combat,  in  open  ho- 
nourable combat?"  and  Matilda  ques- 
tioned 
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tioned  in  such  a  tone  of  gladness,  that  it 
rallied  even  the  conscience- stricken  spi- 
rit of  her  father.  He  gazed  at  her  in 
silence,  and  tears  bedewed  his  eyes. — 
"  Speak,  my  father,  in  mercy  speak," 
urged  the  agonized  girl :  "  not  an  assas- 
sin— say,  not  an  assassin,"  and  her  very- 
soul  seemed  to  hang  upon  the  answer. 

Was  it  pride,  or  was  it  the  bright 
scintillations  of  a  warrior's  spirit,  which 
spoke  in  the  start  of  the  mysterious 
Walter,  which  crimsoned  his  cheeks, 
and  flashed  like  light  o'er  his  features  ? 
Certain  it  was,  his  air,  his  form,  his  very 
look,  towering  into  majesty,  seemed  to 
gainsay  the  humble  gardener  of  the 
white  monks  of  Cisteaux;  for  gracious- 
ness  spoke  in  his  bend,  and  conscious 
honour  in  the  smile  which  relaxed  his 
brow. — "  We  met,  my  child,"  he  replied, 
"  where  no  mortal  eye  could  behold  our 
mortal  arbitrament :  in  a  dell,  deep,  and 
dark,  and  lonely  ;  hemmed  in  with  rocks 
and  woods,  and  suited  to  violence  and  to 

murder. 
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murder.  We  met — not  by  chance:  for 
sure  it  was  the  sport  of -some  fell  fiend, 
hostile  to  the  honour  of  our  house: — 
we  met,  and  hell  was  in  our  hearts ; — 
we  fought,  and  my  hand  streamed  in  the 
lifeblood  of  my  victim. — He  fell — he 
died,  Matilda !  Oh,  blessed  Jesu  !  that 
hour  of  horror  !  I  could  not  staunch 
the  welling  blood — I  could  not  stay  the 
flitting  spirit — I  saw  him  dead,  dead  at 
my  feet,  and  all  my  rancour  vanished — 
I  listened  for  a  sigh — I  felt  for  a  pulse  : 
but  no  sigh,  no  pulse  returned  :  my  for- 
tune, my  heritage,  would  I  have  bartered 
for  a  sigh,  for  a  pulse,  for  one  faint  token 
of  existence :  but  it  was  clay,  it  was 
breathless,  bloodless  clay,  which  lay  be- 
side me.  The  night  shades  gathered, 
and  terror  grew  in  the  gloom — I  fled — I 
left  my  reeking  sword  a  testament  against 
me  :  the  name  carved  upon  the  steel,  the 
known  feud,  all  conspired,  all  conjoined : 
the  ban  was  pronounced: — and  I  am 
here,  Matilda ;  here,  my  child,  to  weep, 

and 
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and  to  deprecate  our  fortune."  He  ceased ; 
he  watched  in  her  varying  features  the 
fluctuations  of  her  feelings  ;  he  read  sor- 
row, but  nought  of  reprehension;  iier 
eyes  and  her  heart  were  full,  but  her 
mind  was  relieved  of  its  weightiest  load. 
— "  Is  there  no  justice  among  men,  my 
father?"  she  asked ;  "  no  human  tribunal, 
to  adjudge  betwixt  premeditated  and 
accidental  trespass  ?  Surely,  where  life 
is  placed  at  mutual  hazard,  the  charge 
of  murder  fails." 

"Alas!"  sighed  Walter,  "how  little 
can  the  innocent  and  the  guileless  dive 
amid  the  intricate  folds  of  human  policy 
and  party  malice  !  List  to  me,  dear  one. 
The  tyrant  who  holds  the  scales  of  justice 
owes  me  mortal  enmity.  I  have  drawn 
sword  against  his  usurpation,  and  his 
hate  pursues  me  to  the  death.  Sad  is  it 
to  blear  the  young  and  artless  mind  with 
the  daily  practices  of  crime  and  subtilty  ; 
but  the  world,  my  Matilda,  teems  with 
dire  ensamples  of  hypocrisy  and  guilt, 

with 
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with  beings,  so  very  heinous,  that  nature 
shrinks  at  their  monstrous  deformity. 
You  have  heard  of  the  magnanimous 
Richard!  of  the  hero  of  England  !  of  he, 
who  in  defence  of  the  blessed  cross,  bore 
fire  and  sword  to  distant  Asia !  When 
king  Richard  paid  the  forfeit  destined 
to  all  flesh,  John,  earl  of  Mortaigne, 
in  defiance  of  law  and  justice,  seiz- 
ed on  the  regal  sceptre :  his  elder  bro- 
ther's son,  the  infant  duke  of  Bretagne, 
lived  ;  but  right  was  as  thistle-down  in 
the  scale.  Gold,  my  child,  is  oft  the 
touchstone  to  man's  integrity  :  in  hum- 
bler life,  the  claim  of  primogeniture 
makes  fertile  the  schemes  of  knavish  po- 
licy, sharpens  the  wit  of  sordid  interest, 
and  dissipates  the  seeming  of  nominal 
honesty :  we  read  it — we  see  it — we  feel 
it,  in  every-day  life  : — what  then,  when 
baited  with  the  jewelled  crown  of  ma- 
jesty !  This  John,  this  calculating,  cold 
blooded,  deep  usurper,  gained  posses- 
sion, and  the  spirit  of  party  quickened. 
VOL.  i.  c  Arthur, 
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Arthur,  the  infant  heir,  in  right  of  his 
father  Geoffry,  killed  in  a  tournament  at 
Paris,  was  yielded  by  his  mother,  Con- 
stance, to  the  care  and  guardianship  of 
Philip,  king  of  France;  and  the  pro- 
vinces of  Touraine,  Maine,  and  Anjou, 
acknowledging  him  their  liege  lord, 
openly  and  firmly  disclaimed  the  treasons 
of  his  subtle  uncle.  This  uncle — this 
anointed  king — this  vicegerent  of  God's 
justice  upon  earth  —  this  permitted 
scourge — this  open  violator  of  nature's 
bounden  duty — this  royal  murderer  ! — 
Your  ear,  my  child  ;  list  to  me,  lest  the 
winds  of  heaven  catch  the  words  I  utter. 
— This  tyrant  John — my  enemy,  and  the 
enemy  of  the  whole  human  race — this 
crowned  king  of  England;  this " 

"  Your  enemy,  and  of  England,  my 
father  ?"  asked  the  wondering  Matilda. 

"  Child,"  resumed  Walter,  after  a 
pause  of  deep  thought,  "  I  come  from 
a  land,  whose  fields  are  as  green,  whose 
sons  are  as  brave,  whose  daughters  are  as 

fair, 
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fair,  as  the  fields,  the  sons,  the  daughters 
of  France !  from  a  land,  gemmed  and 
girt  in  by  the  waves  of  ocean  :  but  not 
from  England,  although  England's  reign- 
ing king  drove  me  from  my  rightful  he- 
ritage." 

"  Say  we ;  surely,  we,  my  father ;" 
and  then  Matilda  trembled  at  what  she 
had  uttered,  for  she  saw  his  cheek  fade 
to  clay,  his  lip  quiver,  and  sadness  and 
grief  pervade  his  features. 

"  True,  my  child,  I  may  say  we;  for 
my  exile  was  shared  and  softened,  by  the 
fairest,  the  dearest,  and  the  best  of  man's 
comforters  !  It  was  woman,  who  smiled 
like  a  cherub  in  the  storm  ;  woman, 
matchless  woman,  who  stayed  me  from 
the  desolating  ravage  of  despair !  This 
solitude  was  no  solitude,  whilst  your 
mother  was  spared  to  me :  but  when  I 
lost  your  mother,  all  earth  was  solitude. 
Saints  of  heaven  !  I  loved  her,  dearer, 
purer,  than  when  I  claimed  her  at  the 
altar ;  loved  her,  for  her  heroism,  for  her 
c  2  faith, 
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faith,  and  for  her  virtues!  She  aban- 
doned rank  and  splendour,  and  all  the 
glories  of  this  world,  for  me :  and  when 
the  winds  howled  loudest,  and  the  tem- 
pest raged  fiercest,  she  crept  closer  to  my 
heart,  and  nestled  in  my  arms  for  shel- 
ter !  Ah !  and  she  would  call  herself 
blessed,  thrice  blessed,  if  she  could  chase 

one  tear,  and  lure  back  one  smile  ;  she 

tt 

"  Of  the  royal  child,  my  father  ?"  in- 
terrupted Matilda,  anxious  to  turn  the 
current  of  his  thoughts.  "  I  beseech 
you,  alone  of  prince  Arthur  ?" 

Walter  stifled  down  a  suffocating  sob. 
— "  True — true,  I  would  sketch  the  pic- 
ture of  our  arch  foe  ;  I  would  tell  his 
crimes:  but  why  not  first  of  your  bless- 
ed mother  ?" 

"  Perchance,"  said  Matilda,  "  it  may 
rive  anew  the  green  wounds  of  the 
heart :  dearest  father,  I  would  spare  the 
detail  of  past  sorrow." 

"  My  life  has  been  a  life  of  sorrow," 

mournfully 
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mournfully  rejoined  Walter ;  "  sorrow, 
not  the  less  pungent,  because  of  my  own 
creation.  Ah,  my  child  !  I  have  dashed 
gall  in  my  own  cup,  and  now  I  mur- 
mur at  its  bitterness.  But  you  judge 
fitting :  another  time,  another  season, 
for  private  ill :  now,  of  the  tyrant  John, 
and  the  murdered  Arthur." 

"  Murdered !"  echoed  Matilda,  and  her 
heart  grew  sick  within  her. 

"  Short  is  the  pass  betwixt  a  monarch's 
prison  and  his  grave,"  resumed  Walter. 
"  Arthur,  in  right  of  his  father,  was  the 
lawful  king  of  England  ;  in  right  of  his 
mother,  the  lawful  duke  of  Britany  :  his 
uncle,  the  usurper  of  his  birthright,  his 
conqueror,  and  his  captor,  at  the  siege  of 
Mirabel,  removed  him,  under  a  strong 
escort,  to  Falaise  ;  and  from  Falaise,  be- 
cause, spurning  at  policy,  the  noble  boy 
cast  into  the  teeth  of  the  merciless  John, 
his  thefts  and  his  treasons,  he  was  quick 
removed  to  Rouen,  and  in  the  custody 
of  Robert  de  Viepont,  was  close  immured 
c  8  within 
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within  the  new  tower  of  the  castle. 
Holy  Jesu!  that  fatal  castle!  that  fatal 
tower !  it  hung  over  the  deep  bed  of  the 
Seine !  Can  you  not  guess  the  dire  ca- 
tastrophe— the  woful  close  of  promise — 
the  mildew  scattered  by  policy  and  hate? 
Can  you  not  guess  ? " 

"  His  uncle  !  his  own  uncle  !"  ejacu- 
lated the  pitying  horror-struck  Matilda ; 
"his  own  blood!  his  own  father's  brother!" 

"  Alas  !  my  child,"  pursued  the  shud- 
dering Walter,  "  it  is  not  always  that 
the  tie  of  consanguinity  strengthens  the 
bond  of  amity :  we  read  in  our  inter- 
course with  men,  that  too  often  does  it 
act  as  oil  upon  the  fire  of  contention ; 
for  voracious  avarice,  gendering  the  seeds 
of  hate  and  envy,  the  throws,  and  the 
chicanery,  and  the  mad  struggles  of  in- 
justice, chokes  up  every  lingering  spring 
of  heart  and  of  nature.  The  robber  who 
filches  gold " 

"  Of  the  prince?  I  pray  you,  of  the 
hapless  prince,  my  father  ?  My  whole 

heart 
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heart  is  now  at  Rouen,    in  the  drear 
tower  overtopping  the  Seine." 

"  Much  mystery  deepens  the  gloom 
of  that  tower,"  returned  Walter :  "  the 
eye  of  man  kens  little ;  the  eye  of  God 
is  all-searching  :  the  body  of  prince  Ar- 
thur was  found  drowned  in  the  river 
Seine;  it  was  dragged  up  in  a  fisher- 
man's net ;  it  was  recognized  by  many, 
and  buried  privately  in  the  abbey-church 
of  St.  Mary  des  Prez.  The  partizans  of 
king  John  attributed  all  to  blind  chance, 
spoke  of  accident  in  attempted  escape ; 
but  the  sword-wounds  in  the  body  of 
the  ill-starred  victim  gave  lie  to  the  sub- 
tilty  :  his  breast,  his  side,  bore  record  to 
the  damning  deed  of  murder ;  and  John, 
hated  of  all  good  men,  and  laden  with 
the  curse  of  a  heart-rived  mother,  hasten- 
ed back  to  England.  The  nobles  of  Bri- 
tany  mourned  their  leader,  but  the  fall 
of  their  leader  heaped  fuel  on  the  flames 
of  party-hate:  the  duchess  Constance, 
the  mourning  mother  of  prince  Arthur, 
c  4  bore 
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bore  her  griefs  and  her  wrongs  to  the 
foot  of  Philip's  throne.  John,  as  duke 
of  Normandy,  and  homager  to  the  sove- 
reign of  France,  was  summoned  to  ap- 
pear before  king  Philip,  and  his  assem- 
bled council  of  peers  and  nobles,  to  an- 
swer to  the  double  charge  of  treason 
and  murder ;  but  the  heart,  quailing  in 
the  consciousness  of  guilt,  dared  not  the 
ordeal.  John  slunk  from  the  trial ;  and 
for  the  contempt  in  his  non-appearance, 
he  was  declared  a  traitor  to  his  liege  lord, 
an  enemy  to  the  crown  of  France,  and 
the  murderer  of  his  elder  brother's  son ; 
— and  he  was  doomed  to  forfeit  all  the 
seigniories  he  held  by  homage,  and 
which  seigniories  were  to  be  re-entered 
by  force  of  arms." 

"  And  this  man,  this  very  man,"  ex- 
claimed the  wondering  Matilda,  "  deals 
out  justice,  and  distributes  rewards  and 
punishments." 

"  This  very  man,"  rejoined  Walter, 
"  cloaked  in  the  ermine  of  majesty, 

wields 


RUNNEMEDE.  33 

wields  the  sceptre  of  a  whole  kingdom  ; 
this  very  man,  drove  me  from  the  green 
isle  of  my  birth,  from  home,  from 
Hark,  my  child  !  I  hear  the  sound  of 
horsehoofs,  and  I  see  a  moving  train  ad- 
vancing quick  upon  us  ;  perchance  some 
palmers,  borne  on  pious  mission  to  the 
abbey  of  St.  Mary's.  I  must  away :  in 
the  loneliness  of  the  woods,  I  must  erect 
my  altar  of  worship.  Go  you  to  the  cha- 
pel alone.  Should  you  encounter  these 
strangers,  be  secret,  be  wary :  let  not  eye 
or  tongue  betray  the  trust  imposed :  life 
— life,  my  child,  is  in  your  keeping." 
Then  wringing  her  hand  in  adieu — 
"  Know  me  as  the  gardener  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux,"  he  whispered ;  and 
swift  as  fabled  Fear,  darted  from  her 
side,  and  crossing  the  sedgy  path,  disap- 
peared in  a  thicket  of  alder  and  chesnut. 


c  5  CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  II. 


"  As  fair  and  sweet, 

Blooms  the  lone  lily  on  the  mountain  glade, 
As  blooms  the  garden's  pride  : 
Alike  each  petal  drinks  the  balmy  dew, 
And  Nature's  glory  shares." 

"  AY,  my  father,  silent  as  death,"  mus- 
ed Matilda,  turning  from  the  thicket, 
and  speeding  her  course  towards  the 
convent  chapel — "  not  the  rack  shall  ex- 
tort thy  secret;"  and  then  she  turned 
involuntarily,  for  she  heard  a  voice  stay- 
ing her  footsteps,  and  the  succeeding 
instant,  a  troop,  clad  in  dun-coloured 
vestments,  halted  at  her  side. — "  God's 
grace  betide  thee,  maiden !  we  come, 
craving  the  prayers  of  the  white  monks 
of  Cisteaux.  Hie  thee  to  the  same  al- 
tar?" 

Matilda 
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Matilda  looked  up,  and  the  blush  on 
her  cheek  deepened,  for  she  met  the 
piercing  eyes  of  one  of  the  stranger  pil- 
grims rivetted  upon  her;  and  though 
his  face  was  half  hid  by  the  slouch  of 
his  hat,  and  the  majesty  of  his  form, 
close  muffled  in  his  long  serge  cloak — 
still,  that  eye,  that  face,  and  that  half- 
bending  form,  conveyed  more  than  ca- 
sual interest.  He  spoke  not,  but  his 
gaze  was  intent ;  and  when  Matilda, 
timid  arid  bashful,  warned  of  the  vesper 
hour,  and  pointed  out  the  nearest  track 
to  the  convent-gate,  his  bow  was  the 
bow  of  courtesy. 

"  God's  truth !"  resumed  the  first 
speaker,  "  but  thou  art  an  angel-guide, 
sweet  maid,  and  fitly  fashioned  to  pilot 
into  Paradise !  I  would  rather  follow 
in  thy  train,  than  convoy  a  thousand 
worthies  !"  and  then  he  sprung  from  his 
horse,  and  moved  at  her  side. 

But  the  timid,  the  sensitive  Matilda, 

beautiful  in  her  blushes  and  her  diffi- 

c  6  dence, 
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dence,  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye  as- 
sumed all  the  repelling  dignity  of  awak- 
ened pride;  she  surveyed  him  with  a 
glance  of  stern  reproof,  as  coldly  she  re- 
plied— "  However  our  track  wend  to 
the  same  spot,  I  journey  it  alone  ;"  and 
then  she  drew  back,  impatient  of  delay. 

"  Marvellously  imperative !"  muttered 
the  stranger,  yet  he  vaulted  into  his 
saddle,  and  hastened  after  his  compa- 
nions. 

For  a  brief  moment,  Matilda  paused, 
doubtful,  whether  to  advance,  and  brave 
again  the  scrutiny  of  the  palmers, 
or  to  retreat  to  the  shelter  of  her  own 
humble  home :  but  reflection  urged  the 
duty  of  the  calling :  it  was  the  errand 
of  piety  ;  it  was  the  nightly  offering  of 
grateful  praise;  and  she  felt,  that  in 
adoration  of  the  Creator,  nought  should 
stay  the  homage  of  the  creature :  she 
hastened  onwards,  and  she  took  her  ac- 
customed station  in  the  nave  of  the 
chapel.  But  though  her  own  pious 

spirit 
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spirit  shut  from  perception  all  of  this 
world ;  though  tranced  in  the  devotion 
of  her  feelings,  she  knelt,  with  prayer 
in  her  heart,  and  prayer  on  her  tongue, 
the  symmetry  of  her  form,  the  beauty 
of  her  features — scarce  less  perfect  than 
the  image  of  the  Madona  glowing  at 
the  high  altar ! — shone  through  her  garb 
of  lowliness,  and  added  such  force  to 
her  zeal,  such  splendour  to  her  worship, 
that  it  stole  many  a  thought  from  hea- 
ven, and  rivetted  many  a  glance,  which 
had  otherwise  been  directed  upwards ! 
She  listened  to  the  homily  of  the  offici- 
ating priest,  and  she  arose  at  the  close 
of  his  nightly  benediction,  and  she  quit- 
ted the  chapel,  regardless  of  the  stran- 
gers, and  unconscious  of  the  interest 
she  elicited. 

Flaky  clouds  of  gold  and  purple  still 
canopied  the  west ;  the  air  was  soft  and 
balmy,  and  nature,  so  hushed  and  still, 
that  already  did  she  seem  as  though 
wrapped  in  the  fast-coming  trance  of  re- 
pose, 
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pose.  Fearless  and  eager,  Matilda  struck 
into  the  winding  pathway  :  it  was  her 
father,  drooping  and  sad,  which  beckoned 
onwards ;  her  father,  racked  by  the  fiends 
of  .remembrance,  and  clinging  to  her 
for  consolation,  through  all  the  sorrows 
of  his  rayless  fortune ;  her  father,  tossed 
by  the  tempest  of  persecution,  and  liv- 
ing the  banished  victim  of  injustice  and 
hate.  Mournful  were  her  musings,  for 
again  and  again  did  she  recall  that  dire 
night  of  conflict  and  death :  she  knew 
not  the  rank  or  the  name  of  the  fallen 
combatant ;  but  she  felt  assured  that 
her  father  was  the  aggrieved  one,  and 
as  such,  her  native  charity,  prayed  for 
the  unhouseled  spirit,  dismissed  in  all  its 
toil  of  sin  ;  she  prayed  too  for  returning 
peace  to  the  sick  soul  of  her  father  ;  she 
prayed,  to  see  him  submissive  to  his 
destiny,  and  patient  under  each  accu- 
mulating ill.  That  he  moved  in  a  cha- 
racter foreign  to  his  native  calling  was 
self-evident;  for  ah!  how  opposite,  his 
language,  his  manners,  to  the  language, 

the 
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the  manners,  of  those  born  to  labour ! 
his  mind,  so  stored  ;  his  sentiments,  so 
enlarged ;  his  principles,  so  noble :  steer- 
ing her  through  all  the  elaborate 
branches  of  study,  nor  neglecting  even 
the  flowery  paths  of  lighter  culture;  for 
to  him  was  she  indebted  for  every  ad- 
vantage she  possessed :  the  recreation  of 
his  leisure  hours  had  been  to  direct  the 
exuberant  shoots  of  her  youthful  fancy, 
pruning,  or  encouraging,  as  accorded  best 
with  his  own  ideas  of  human  excellence. 
— "  And  can  I  see  thee  droop,  my  father," 
she  softly  sighed — "  can  I  know  thee 
born  to  sorrow,  without  sharing  every 
pang  of  thy  feeling  heart  ?  Oh !  Vir- 
gin Mother !  lighten  those  pangs,  and 
staunch  every  bleeding  wound  of  his 
sick  fancy  !" 

She  paused  to  peer  through  a  sudden 
opening  in  the  high  brushwood,  eager 
to  hail  a  footfall,  to  catch  the  distant 
outline  of  his  well-known  form ;  but  si- 
lence crowned  the  solitude  :  she  had  lost 

sight 


40  RUNNEMEDE. 

sight  of  the  convent,  and  the  rapid  ad- 
vance of  evening  was  fast  involving 
earth  and  sky  in  one  unvarying  gloom. 
Long  had  the  last  gleam  of  glory  died 
in  the  west ;  the  moon,  shrouded  in 
clouds,  was  pursuing  her  silent  course  in 
the  heavens,  and  the  rippling  waters 
of  the  Gartampe,  bright  in  reflected 
radiance,  wavy  and  undulating,  like 
threads  of  liquid  silver,  contrasted  the 
rich  pastures. 

"  We  shall  meet  anon,  perchance  in 
our  own  home,"  thought  Matilda,  and 
then  she  hastened  onwards,  till  a  rust- 
ling among  the  trees  warned  of  an  ap- 
proach. Again  she  paused ;  she  listen- 
ed; she  held  in  her  breath.  Was  it 
fancy  ?  or  was  it  a  sigh,  which  gathered 
in  the  stillness?  Fears,  unfelt  before, 
quickened  the  pulses  at  her  heart,  and 
the  roses  of  her  cheek  faded. — "  Is  it 
you,  my  dear  father  ?"  she  timidly 
asked,  and  then  she  started  back,  for  her 
hand  was  forcibly  taken,  and  she  recog- 
nized 
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nized  in  the  intruder,  the  stranger,  who 
in  her  pass  to  the  chapel,  had  so  un- 
courteously  forced  himself  upon  her  no- 
tice. 

"  No,  not  your  father,  angelic  girl ! 
but  one,  impelled  by  stronger  than  a  fa- 
ther's feelings.  What  if  I  swear  to  you, 
that  the  vision  of  a  moment  will  abide 
with  me  to  my  death.  Alack !"  and  he 
threw  into  his  bold  eye  an  expression 
which  rallied  back  the  truant  crimson 
of  modesty,  "  the  beauties  of  a  court, 
are  as  stars  in  the  sunshine,  compared 
to  thy  all-perfect  loveliness  !" 

"  I  am  a  stranger  to  the  language  of 
a  court,"  said  Matilda,  firmly,  "  but 
not  to  the  usages  of  society.  I  pray 
you,  let  me  pass :  further  parley  is  in- 
trusive." 

"  No,  by  Heaven,  fair  one !  not  for  a 
sovereign's  ransom,  would  I  forego  this 
blessed  chance.  Thou  hast  shot  like  a 
beam  of  light  athwart  my  senses ;  thou 
hast  put  to  flight  all  my  devotion ;  thou 

hast 
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hast  lured  me  from  the  altar  of  my  wor- 
ship; and  now  fain  would  I  reap  some 
earnest  of  charity." 

"  Nought  can  you  reap  save  disdain," 
and  Matilda  strove  to  look  a  confidence 
she  could  not  feel. 

"  Peerless  even  in  anger !"  pursued 
her  persecutor,  emboldened  by  her  ter- 
rors. "  Strange  freak  of  fortune,  in 
this  drear  solitude,  to  plant  a  gem,  wor- 
thy a  regal  throne !"  and  then  again  he 
snatched  her  hand,  and  eagerly  perused 
her  features. 

She  struggled  for  freedom ;  she  tried 
to  pass,  but  the  stranger  barred  up  the 
pathway :  she  was  alone ;  she  was  at  his 
mercy :  night  ^as  speeding  on  rapid 
wing :  to  shriek  for  aid,  was,  perchance, 
to  call  ruin  on  the  head  of  her  father : 
— he  might  be  recognized — he  might 
be  dragged  from  his  sanctuary — yet  to 
tarry,  was  to  brave  indignity  and  in- 
sult.— "  God — God  direct  me  !"  she~as- 
pirated,  and  then,  with  a  sudden  bound, 

she 
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she  darted  midst  the  bushes,  and  with 
the  light  footing  of  a  sylph,  fled  back 
towards  the  convent. 

The  stranger  caught  at  her  cloak,  and 
her  cloak  remained  in  his  grasp;  her 
bonnet  too  was  rifled  by  the  briars :  and 
as  some  scared  hind,  eluding  the  hunter, 
she  threaded  the  mazy  pathway;  her 
face,  her  bosom,  white  as  moonshine ;  her 
raven  hair,  despoiled  of  every  trammel, 
and  floating,  like  darkening  mists  around 
a  snow-capped  mountain !  She  paused 
not  for  breath  or  thought :  it  was  the  dread 
of  pursuit ;  it  was  the  horror  of  detention, 
which  adding  wings  to  fear,  hurried  her 
even  to  the  verge  of  rashness.  The  put- 
line  of  a  human  form,  pacing  the  terrace- 
walk  which  skirted  the  gardens  of  the 
convent,  promised  security  from  insult: 
it  was  protection  she  sought ;  it  was  ter- 
ror of  the  being  from  whom  she  fled, 
which  precipitated  her,  so  wild  and  sud- 
den, upon  the  moody  trance  of  medi- 
tation— "  Save  me — save  me,  from  yon 
bold  man !"  she  implored;  and  the  out- 
stretched 
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stretched  arm,  the  iron  nerve  which  sus- 
tained her,  seemed  an  indemnity  from 
every  ill. 

An  accent,  gentle  and  soothing ;  a 
manner,  bland  and  conciliating,  tokened 
succour  and  support:  she  looked  up, 
and  she  met  the  mild  and  beamy  eye, 
so  fashioned  to  assure  and  to  interest : 
it  was  the  stranger,  whose  courteous  bow, 
and  silent  notice,  had  contrasted  the  in- 
trusive homage  of  his  companion.  The 
moonbeams  fell  upon  his  high  forehead  ; 
and  the  perfect  beauty  of  his  features, 
saddened  by  thought  and  gloom,  and 
tempered  in  the  silver  radiance,  looked 
more  like  the  Parian  bust  of  art,  than  aught 
she  had  seen  in  breathing  life. — "How 
fare  you,  lady  ?"  he  questioned ;  but  Ma- 
tilda  clung,  closer,  tighter  to  his  arm;  she 
fancied  an  advancing  footstep,  and  she 
conjured  the  image  of  her  pursuer. 

"  Oh,  save  me  !  save  me  !"  she  again 
implored,  and  then  she  pointed  to  the 
path  she  had  trodden,  and  trembled  with 
wild  terror. 

"Ay, 
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"  Ay,  with  my  life,"  exclaimed  the 
stranger.  "  Take  courage,  fairest  crea- 
ture, you  are  safe  as  with  the  fathers  of 
the  church !" 

"  I  believe  so — I  feel  so,"  faltered  Ma- 
tilda, yet  still  she  hung  panting  on  his 
arm. 

"  I  see  nought  to  intimidate,"  pur- 
sued the  stranger,  striving  to  reassure ; 
"  nought,  save  shadows,  chequering  the 
moonshine.  Surely,  lady,  so  fearful,  and 
so  gentle,  'tis  an  unseemly  hour  to  wan- 
der forth  from  home." 

Matilda  raised  her  full-orbed  eyes  to 
the  face  of  the  stranger ;  she  shook  back 
the  rich  clusters  of  her  beautiful  hair, 
and  her  perfect  features  beamed  intelli- 
gence and  security. — "  Nightly  have  I 
said  my  prayers  in  the  convent  chapel," 
she  artlessly  replied ;  "  and  till  now,  I 
felt  the  holy  errand  a  safeguard  from 
harm.  God  of  mercy  !  how  could  I 
picture  sin  in  a  palmer's  weeds  !" 

The  stranger  started,  and  a  lowering 

cloud 
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cloud  chased  the  placidity  of  his  brow ; 
it  was  anger,  it  was  indignation,  which 
flashed,  like  lightning,  o'er  his  counte- 
nance.— "  Is  it  man,"  he  pronounced, 
"  to  scare,  where  nature  prompts  protec- 
tion ?"  Then  rallying  back  a  smile — 
"  You  are  a  native  of  this  solitude,"  he 
pursued,  ".and  unacquainted  with  the 
loose  unhallowed  habits  of  the  world." 

"  I  live  in  this  solitude,"  rejoined  Ma- 
tilda ;  "  and  I  bless  Heaven,  such  is  my 
destiny,  if  the  worlcj  teems  with  many 
like  samples  " 

Had  she  touched  the  secret  chord  of 
feeling,  and  was  he  too  a  sample  of  the 
world's  deformity?  She  shrunk  back, 
for  she  read  rage  and  grief  in  his  eye. 
— "  In  the  world,"  he  murmured,  "  there 
is  little  sterling  honour,  little  sterling 
faith :  man  preys  upon  his  fellow,  and 
might  tramples  upon  right.  But  why 
scare  your  gentleness  with  the  unseemly 
picture?  Suffer  me,"  recovering  all  his 
native  softness,  "  to  tend  you  to  your 

dwelling. 
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dwelling.  Should  we  meet  this  recre- 
ant palmer,  he  will  not  harm  you  now" 
— and  then  he  led  forward,  and  they 
struck  into  the  woody  path  she  had 
quitted. 

As  they  advanced  upon  the  solitary 
home  of  the  exiled  Walter,  new  terrors 
crowded  on  the  mind  of  Matilda ;  she 
thought  of  her  father's  sorrows,  of  her  fa- 
ther's trials,  and  she  dreaded,  lest  a 
chance  encounter  should  expose  him  to 
danger :  all  of  self  vanished  in  the 
threatened  peril  ;  and  she  now  desired 
the  absence  of  her  unknown  protector, 
as  ardently  as  she  had  before  coveted  his 
succour ;  she  moved  silently  and  thought- 
fully at  his  side,  unmindful  of  the  curi- 
osity and  interest  her  beauty  and  her  na- 
tive grace  excited,  trembling  at  the  fall 
of  a  leaf,  and  dreading,  more  than  death, 
a  discovery  but  barely  possible.  Ere 
yet  they  emerged  from  the  close  enclus- 
tering  shrubs,  she  paused  abruptly. — 
"  I  fear  you  will  gift  me  with  little  grace 

for 
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for  service,"  she  said,  "  but  here,  kind 
sir,  would  I  offer  my  gratitude  and  my 
thanks." 

"  What,  and  venture  with  no  better 
staff  than  your  own  terrors?  Not  so, 
lady :  the  hawk  may  pounce  upon  the 
dove,  within  the  circlet  of  her  own 
bower." 

"  I  am  safe — quite,  quite  safe,  here," 
eagerly  resumed  Matilda  :  "  indeed,  and 
in  very  truth,  I  would  tax  your  cour- 
tesy no  further." 

"  Your  pardon,  lady ;  I  would  but 
consign  you  to  the  shelter  of  kindred 
hands." 

The  fair  cheek  of  Matilda  outblushed 
the  roses  which  clustered  round  her 
dwelling. — "  I  fear — I  greatly  fear,"  she 
faltered  ;  then  hesitated,  and  raising  her 
sunny  eyes  to  his  face — "  We  live  al- 
most alone — almost  in  hermit  solitude. 
Generous  stranger,  accept  my  thanks : 
my  father  would  thank  you  also,  but — 

but "  She  ceased ;  she  cast  an  eager 

glance 
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glance  around,  yet  still  the  palmer  tar- 
ried. 

New  thoughts,  new  doubts  assailed 
him  :  could  it  be  art  ? — could  it  be  wil- 
ful syst°matic  deceit  ?  He  saw  her  im- 
patient almost  to  agony  : — was  it  indeed 
a  father's,  or  was  it  a  lover's  jealous  eye 
she  shunned? — "  Lady,"  he  urged,  "  I 
would  but  yield  you  to  your  lather's 
keeping:  yet  a  little  further,  and  then 
farewell !" 

Matilda  could  not  speak  ;  her  spirit 
droopedrr-her  courage  died  within  her; 
yet  when  she  reached  the  quickset  hedge, 
skirting  her  humble  home,  her  filial  fears, 
her  filial  love,  essayed  another  effort : 
she  paused  again,  and  timidly,  wistfully, 
she  raised  her  eyes  of  "  dewy  light"  to 
his.  A  thousand  perils  lurked  in  that 
melting  eye  ;  it  bore  volumes  from— it 
spoke  volumes  to  the  heart  of  sensibility ! 
The  stranger  had  before  seen  beauty,  had 
before  bowed  at  the  shrine  of  beauty ; 
but  never  had  he  seen  beauty,  so  perfect, 

VOL.  i.  D  so 


50  BUNNEMEDE. 

so  resistless,  so  soul-entrancing !  Di- 
vested of  all  external  covering,  her  neck, 
her  arms,  white  as  the  cygnet's  down; 
her  polished  forehead,  shadowed  but  by 
Nature's  matchless  contrast,  her  own  dark 
and  exuberant  hair;  her  features,  dap- 
pled with  the  varying  hues  of  quick  and 
sensitive  feeling  ;  now,  all  fear;  anon,  all 
tenderness ;  beaming  as  the  fabled  god- 
dess of  love,  couched  in  innocence  and 
maiden  grace  ! 

Fora  brief -moment,  the  stranger  stood 
absorbed  and  lost,  half  bending,  half 
yielding  to  the  trance  of  fascination  ; 
then  recovering  himself,  and  rallying 
from  the  trammel — "  Lady,"  he  said, 
"  you  are  bowered  in  roses,  yourself  the 
loveliest  rose !"  and  then  he  bowed  gal- 
lantly, and  he  placed  his  hand  upon  the 
wicket. 

"  My  father,"  and  Matilda  spoke  in  a 
voice  low  and  tremulous,  "  has  reared 
them  for  me  :  my  father  is  the  gardener 

of 
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of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  ;  he — 

"  The  gardener  of  the  white  monks  of 
Cisteaux !"  echoed  the  stranger,  and  his 
accent  and  his  countenance  betrayed  in- 
credulity. 

"  My  father,"  resumed  Matilda,  eager 
and  anxious,  "  craves  no  joy  beyond  his 
own  home  ;  he  lives  here  in  peace ;  he — 

he Kind  sir,"  and    she  spoke    with 

trepidation,  "  my  father  is  a  man  of 
many  sorrows — my  father  likes  not  the 
converse  of  strangers." 

"  I  understand  you,  lady.  Sacred  be 
your  father's  sorrows;  sacred  be  your  fa- 
ther's dwelling  !  Farewell !"  and  he 
took  her  passive  hand  and  bowed  upon 
it — "  farewell,  fairest  of  Heaven's  crea- 
tures !  Whatever  be  my  destiny  here 
below,  the  daughter  of  the  unknown  gar- 
dener of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux, 
will  live  as  a  sunbeam  on  my  fancy  !" 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  III. 


-~-Time,  anon, 


Will  chase  the  misty  shroud  of  dark  disguise  ; 
And  like  day's  orb,  baffling  the  hazy  east, 
Bring  light  and  brightness. w 

IT  was  midnight  before  Walter  sought 
the  shelter  of  his  dwelling  ;  and  when  he 
did  return,  his  step  was  so  perturbed,  bis 
eye  so  haggard,  and  his  cheek  so  wan, 
that  Matilda,  terrified  and  anxious,  ga- 
zed, but  could  not  question.—"  We  must 
to  rest,  dear  one,"  he  said :  "  to-mor- 
row, at  day-dawn,  my  labour  must  ex- 
tend beyond  the  garden  of  St.  Mary." 

"  Beyond  the  garden  of  St.  Mary," 
repeated  Matilda.  "  Alack,  my  father ! 
what  bodes  this  change  ?" 

"  It  bodes  more  than  the  eye  kens," 
rejoined  Walter,  aiming  at  cheerfulness. 

"  To-morrow, 
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"  To-morrow,  at  the  first  crow  of  chan- 
ticleer, I  must  speed  to  Gueret." 

"  To  Gueret,  my  dear  father  ?  Ah ! 
surely  you  do  but  banter." 

"  No,  on  my  soul,  Matilda,  I  do  not 
fable.  I  speak  in  sober  earnestness.  To- 
morrow, upon  a  mission  of  importance 
and  hope,  I  journey  to  Gueret." 

"  And  I,  my  father  ?" 

"  Here  must  you  tarry  my  return : 
then  shall  my  mission  be  expounded.  I 
go,  dearest,  warmed  by  God's  grace,  and 
lightened  by  the  first  ray  which  has 
beamed  on  my  self-banishment." 

"  To  Gueret,"  again  exclaimed  Ma- 
tilda, yielding  to  her  fast-crowding  fears. 
"  Ah,  my  father !  weigh  you  well  the 
peril?  If  seen — if  recognised — if— if 

» 

"  I  move  in  a  goodly  train,  my  child. 
The  pilgrims,  who  this  even  visited  St. 
Mary's  cloister,  bear  me  fellowship." 

"  The  pilgrims,"  repeated  the  won- 
dering girl. 

D  3  "  Ay, 
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"  Ay,  the  pilgrims,"  rejoined  Walter: 
"  those  whom  you  encountered  in  your 
pass  to  the  chapel.  Did  you  not  mark 
a  man,  preeminently,  gifted,  preemi- 
nently noble?" 

"  Yes — yes,  my  father :  one  who  sur- 
passeth  all  I  ever  saw,  I  ever  dreamt  of 
grace  and  beauty !" 

"  And  your  heart,  Matilda :  did  not 
your  heart  own  him  ? — did  not  your 
heart  yearn  to  greet  him  ?" 

"  My  heart,  in  his  kindly  presence, 
regained  all  its  confidence,"  replied  Ma- 
tilda. 

"  Then  you  did  note  him — you  did 
love  him,  by  instinct  and  by  nature !" 

"  I  noted  him  for  his  graciousness/* 
said  Matilda,  artlessly ;  "  and  sure  I  owe 
him  much  for  his  service ;"  and  then, 
with  a  heightened  blush,  and  an  averted 
eye,  she  narrated  her  own  adventure : 
but  she  passed  lightly  over  the  inter- 
ruption of  the  one  palmer,  and  lingered 

upon 
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upon  the  grace,  the  gentleness,  and  the 
urbanity  of  the  other. 

"  Ah  !  the  same  !  the  same !"  ejacu- 
lated Walter  ;  "  such  was  ever  the  brave, 
the  magnanimous  Hugh  !  Took  you 
him  for  your  own  father,  my  Matilda  ? 
Once,  in  form  -and  feature,  we  were 
likened  unto  twins :  and  God  wot,  we 
have  been  twins  in  suffering,  alike  per- 
secuted, alike  aggrieved !"  Matilda  spoke 
not,  but  her  look  tokened  doubt  almost 
of  his  sanity.  "  Poor  Hugh  !"  pursued 
Walter,  "  time  has  wrought  strange 
changes  ;  time  has  sprinkled  thy  brow 
with  grey  !  But  though  thy  youth  and 
thy  beauty,  like  unto  a  moth  fretting  her 
garment,  has  faded  and  fled  ;  thy  heart, 
thy  spirit,  and  thy  noble  nature,  will  re- 
main stanch  unto  death!" 

"  Grey,  my  father !  how  grey  ?"  ask- 
ed the  astonished  girl.  "  His  brow  was 
shadowed  with  the  richest  auburn  ;  and 
his  eyes,  of  purest  blue,  spoke  thought, 
not  age." 

D  4  "  Sure 
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"  Sure  your  wits  are  distraught," 
quick  rejoined  Walter  —  "  blue  eyes ! 
and  auburn  hair !  Beshrew  me,  girl ! 
the  man  I  mean,  save  one^  has  number- 
ed as  many  winters  as  have  rolled  over 
my  own  head :  and  the  like  blasts,  and 
the  like  storms  and  perils,  have  planted 
snow,  where  once  was  locks,  as  dark  and 
wavy  as  your  own.  This  man — — " 

"  Here  is  some  strange  misconcep- 
tion," interrupted  Matilda.  "  My  dear 
father,  the  noble  stranger  who  tended 
tft£  to  the  gate  of  our  own  dwelling,  was 
in  the  full  blow  of  his  strength  :  not  a 
furrow  marked  his  brow,  or  sign  of  age 
matured  the  graces  of  his  person." 

Walter  for  many  moments  stood  wrapt 
in  profound  thought. — "The  slouched 
bonnet,  and  dun  amice,"  he  at  length 
resumed,  "  close  veils  the  native  splen- 
dour of  these  noble  pilgrims.  They 
fifloVe  in  lowliness  and  humility;  they 

"  Not  so,"  she  exclaimed ;  rt  not  the 

dun 
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dun  cloak,  or  muffling  cowl  of  monk- 
hood, could  subdue  the  native  splendour 
of  that  gallant  stranger.  His  words,  his 
very  looks,  my  father,  proclaim  him  rich 
in  all  those  graces  which  note  the  soul's 
nobility  !  He  may  impart  splendour  to 
the  garb  of  lowliness ;  but  such  is  his 
native  splendour,  that  he  could  not  owe 
one  ray  e'en  to  imperial  people !  He — 

he "  She  paused  and  blushed,  for 

she  read  surprise  and  doubtful  inquiry 
in  the  eye  which  rested  on  her, 

"  You  are  a  warm  panegyrist,"  said 
Walter.  "  Methinks,  Matilda,  your  co- 
louring savours  the  romance  of  youth's 
first  day-dream.  Would  you  know  this 
stranger  in  other  than  his  borrowed 
guise  ?" 

"  Ay,  midst  a  thousand,'*  returned 
the  artless  girl :  "  his  bow ;  his  smile ; 
his  hair  of  gold ;  his  eyes  of  heaven-like 
blue  !  yes,  yes,  my  father,  I  should  know 
him  in  distant  Asia." 

"  Belike  you  noted  him  in  the  chapel." 
D  5  Matilda 
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Matilda  looked  reproach.  —  "  How 
note  aught  of  the  creature  in  praying  to 
the  Creator.  No,  dear  father,  in  the 
chapel,  I  noted  nought,  save  the  homily 
of  father  Clave." 

"  Then  must  ^deceptive  moonshine 
have  given  finish  to  your  picture,"  ob- 
served Walter :  "  perchance,  in  open 
day,  the  conjured  burnish  would  fade 
to  common  currency.  But  no  more  of 
this  young  hero :  I  would  claim  your 
interest  for  one  of  an  older  stamp. 
School  your  heart  for  marvels,  dear  child, 
for  we  live  in  an  age  of  marvel.  Think 
not  I  dream,  but  God  has  visited  me 
with  grace.  This  day,  this  very  anniver- 
sary of  my  own  guilt  and  woe,  I  have 
seen — not  a  spirit,  Matilda — but  I  have 
seen  a  brother,  whom  I  have  mourned  for 
dead  up  to  that  selfsame  hour ;  a  brother, 
implicated  in  my  fall,  and  driven  like 
me,  from  home  and  from  honours.  I 
have  seen  him  in  life — I  have  held  him 
to  my  breast — I  have  felt  the  throbbings 

of 
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of  his  own  warm  heart!  I~am  sane, 
quite  sane,  Matilda.  The  dew  descends 
upon  the  tare  as  upon  the  wheat ;  the  sun 
shines  upon  the  hellebore  as  upon  the 
palm-tree : — I  have  been  as  hellebore  to 
my  whole  race,  yet  does  the  Almighty 
God  withhold  not  his  mercy.  List  to 
me,  child  of  my  love,"  and  he  bowed  his 
knee  as  he  spoke. — "  Should  the  clouds 
of  evil  destiny  scud  before  this  single 
dawning  of  blessedness;  should  I  live  to 
set  foot  in  my  own  green  isle,  in  my  own 
loved  inheritance — I  will  rear  an  altar 
unto  worship — I  will  give  to  the  church, 
the  ready  offering  of  many  an  enwrap- 
ped and  pious  spirit — I  will  build  a  holy 
house:  and  it  shall  stand  a  crying  re- 
cord of  human  gratitude; — and  I  will 
make  it  a  cell  to,  and  I  will  people  it 
with  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  !" 

"  Ah !  grant  it,  Heaven  !"  aspirated 
Matilda.  "But  now  of  the  present,  my 
father;  the  future  lies  hid  in  gloom." 

"  The  present  tokens  good  to  come," 
D  6  eagerly 
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eagerly  rejoined  Walter—"  I  hail  the 
gteam  of  a  distant  pharos— I  feel  the 
warmth  of  a  rising  sun !  Know  you 
ftot,  that  love  is  the  darling  passi'Oh  of 
man's  soul  ? — that  abused  and  outraged 
love,  is  the  goading  fiend  which  despoils 
man  of  his  nature  ?  There  lurks  a  goad- 
ittg  fiend  to  quicken  the  overthrow  of 
John  of  England  :  he  has  trodden  on 
the  slumbering  asp,  and  its  sting  will 
pierce,  spite  of  his  regal  glory.  Per- 
chance, some  other  season,  I  tnay  tell 
you  more :  now  must  we  to  test,  lest 
the  mental  tax  be  ill  fashioned  to  the 
body's  fitness." 

"  Not  to  rest— I  cannot  rest  to-night," 
urged  Matilda :  '*  suspense  will  scare 
sleep,  and  conjecture  conjure  a  thousand  " 
fantasies.  I  would  question  of  this  un- 
cle, my  dear  father;  of  this  marvellous 
resurrection  from  death  to  life  ?" 

"He  lives!"    said  Walter,  joyfully; 
u  he  has  breasted  all  the  breakers  of  ad- 
verse fortune,  and  in  him  closes  the  sea- 
son 
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soh  of  inertness.  Hope  points  to  the 
clang  of  battle ;  hope  glitters  in  the  spear 
and  the  sword.  I  go  hence,  my  child, 
called  upon  by  Heaven  and  by  nature : 
I  join  the  forces  of  Philip  of  France,  and 
in  the  downfall  of  the  traitor  John,  re- 
gain my  forfeit  honours.  Droop  not, 
Matilda :  have  I  not  said  the  unknown 
gardener  of  the  white  monks  of  Cis- 
teaux  may  yet  wield  thunder;  and  with 
God's  good  grace,  transfer  the  spade  into 
the  weapon  of  retributive  vengeance  ?" 

Matilda  strove  to  smile,  strove  to  bo* 
som  her  father's  hope  ;  but  there  was  a 
chilling  dread  within  which  combated 
against  her :  the  chances  of  war  pressed 
on  her  weak  spirit ;  and  the  reckless 
murderer  of  the  defenceless  Arthur,  pro- 
mised no  quarter  to  a  conquered  foe.— 
"  Father,**  she  said,  and  terror  palsied 
her  accent,  "if  Heaven  wills  the  victory 
to  John  of  England,  where  lies  my 
surety  .for  thee?" 

"  What  boots  it,  so  that  the  cause  be 

just, 
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just,  whether  we  die  in  the  field,  or  whe- 
ther we  gasp  forth  life,  in  sickness  and 
in  sufferance  ?"  asked  Walter.  "  The 
natural  bed  of  a  soldier's  rest  is  the  field  : 
and  as  by  transgression  man  entailed 
death,  so  must  the  pass  from  health  to 
death,  be  better  suiting,  than  the  slow 
gradations  of  sure  and  morbid  ailment. 
Alack !  'tis  but  to  dwell  on  the  storms  of 
this  world,  to  envy  the  gory  bier  of  the 
brave."  .Matilda  looked  up,  and  the 
usually  wan  cheek  of  her  father  betrayed 
the  hectic  of  strong  emotion :  'twas  grief 
which  swam  in  his  eye  ;  yet  did  he  strug- 
gle down  the  rising  flood,  and  wrestle 
for  the  mastery  of  feeling. — "  My  bro- 
ther," he  pursued,  "  augurs  success  in 
the  conjunction  of  arms  and  strength. 
Hugh  le  Brun,  earl  of  Marche,  moves  a 
firebrand  in  the  ranks  of  Philip  Augus- 
tus :  he  is  swayed  by  deadly  hate  and 
rancorous  jealousy:  for  the  despoiler 
John — like  unto  David,  the  anointed  of 
Israel — has  rifled  his  pet-lamb,  and  trans- 
ferred 
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ferred  it  to  the  gorgeous  folds  of  his  own 
bosom.  Ah  !  you  marvel  at  man's  tur- 
pitude— and  you  must  marvel — and  you 
will  weep  at  woman's  weakness.  'Tis  a 
long  story,  iny  child,  and  it  wades 
through  treachery,  and  frajlty,  and  false- 
hood :  a  father  lured  from  honour,  and 
a  maiden  apostatizing  her  vows." 

"  Monstrous!"  murmured  Matilda, 
and  she  crept  closer  to  the  side  of  Wal- 
ter, and  she  gazed  on  him  in  wandering 
interest. 

"  Time  is  flitting,"  he  resumed,  "and 
bideth  not  our  wishes.  At  day-dawn  I 
journey  hence,  and  much  still  does  it  im- 
port me  to  say.  I  journey  with  my  bro- 
ther, Matilda ;  and  I  journey  to  crave  a 
sanctuary  for  thee." 

"  For  me,  my  father  ?" 

"  Ay,  girl ;  I  would  place  thee  with 
some  honourable  matron,  and  then,  grap- 
pled to  the  wrongs  of  the  earl  of  Marche, 
will  I  dare  the  brunt  of  Fortune.  Look 
up,  and  smile  in  hope :  I  will  woo  her 

favour 
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favour  with  my  sword's  point ;  and 
when  begirt  with  honour,  will  I  reclaim 
thee,  as  my  prime  blessing." 

"Alas!"  sighed  Matilda,  "ere  that 
season  dawn,  how  many  hours  must  in- 
tervene; hours  of  suspense;  hours  of 
bitterest  anguish !" 

"  Perchance,  less  in  number,  than  thy 
fears  computeth,"  quick  rejoined  Wal- 
ter, "  There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of 
men :  mine  has  been  long  on  the  ebb ; 
and  who  can  say  the  re-confluence  teem 
not  with  blessings  ?  Hope  the  best,  dear 
one;  sufficient  for  human  strength  is 
the  real  tribulation." 

**  It  may  be  so,"  said  Matilda  ;  "  but 
who  can  still  the  waves  of  frighted  ten- 
derness ?  Dear  father,  when  you  are 
far  away,  how  can  I  school  my  fears  ? — 
how  moderate  anxiety  ? — how  teach  the 
busy  mind  to  rest  upon  its  wishes? 
Even  here,  in  this  solitude,  where  I 
know  you  hid  from  enmity,  and  safe 
from  the  malice  of  human  interference; 

even 
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even  here,  where  I  read  nought  save 
innocence,  and  harmony,  and  peace, 
when  chance  you  tarry  beyond  your 
usual  hour,  my  heart  beats,  and  my  ter- 
rors rise  in  tumult." 

"  Habit  and  local  circumstances  often 
gender  weakness,"  remarked  Walter,  yet 
he  held  her  to  his  bosom  as  he  spoke,  and 
he  kissed  the  tear  from  her  beaming  eye. 

"  It  may  be  weakness,"  replied  Ma- 
tilda, "  but  methinks  it  augurs  strength 
in  affection.  Dearest  father,  should  I 
lose  you,  where  upon  earth  is  my  stay  ?" 

The  query  inflicted  more  than  a  pass* 
ing  pang  in  the  heart  of  Walter  ;  it  was 
a  query,  which,  ere  now,  had  scared  sleep 
from  his  pillow  :  for  the  sex,  the  youth, 
the  innocence,  the  extreme  loveliness  of 
Matilda,  ill  fashioned  her  for  the  snares 
and  tempests  of  the  world  :  he  knew  the 
laxity  of  custom ;  and  he  knew,  that 
woman,  portionless  and  friendless,  was 
as  a  licensed  mark,  for  the  thoughtless, 
the  profligate,  and  the  idle.  All  his  vi- 
sions 
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sions  of  glory  faded  in  the  reality  of  her 
desolateness,  and  the  deep  sigh  he 
breathed,  and  the  momentary  contrac- 
tion of  his  brow,  noted  the  struggle  of 
his  feelings. — "  Should  I  lose  you,"  she 
continued,  clinging  fondly  to  him,  "  must 
I  tarry  here,  my  father,  a  tax  on  the  bro- 
thers of  St.  Mary  ?  or,  must  I  from 
strangers  crave  a  precarious  bounty  ?" 

"  Holy  Jesu  !"  and  Walter  started  as 
though  a  ghost  had  crossed  him — "  you, 
a  wanderer — you,  a  mendicant,  living  on 
cold  chance  and  colder  charity  !  Forbid 
it,  all  ye  hosts  of  heaven  !  You,  born  to 
hold  the  cup  of  plenty,  and  to  pour  forth 
doles  to  all  who  needeth ;  you,  doomed 
to  beggary  in  a  land  of  strangers; — 
doomed — and  by  a  father  doomed,  to  the 
storms  of  spirit-killing  dependence  !  Ah, 
my  child !"  and  he  drooped  his  head  upon 
her  shoulder,  "this  is  the  worm,  the  raven- 
ing worm,  which  gnaws  upon  my  vitals." 

"  I  would  but  guard  against  possible 
ill,"  said  Matilda,  timidly;  "I  would 

but 
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but  crave  counsel  for  the  future.  Why 
then,  dear  father,  conjure  back  the  cares 
of  the  past?" 

"  And  think  you,"  he  asked,  "  I  can 
ever  lose  sight  of  the  past  ? — think  you, 
whilst  memory  holds  her  seat,  I  can  for- 
get the  wreck  I  have  wrought?  No, 
Matilda :  it  will  rankle  to  the  hour  of 
my  death ;  it  will  embitter  the  parting 
pang  of  soul  and  body.  But  for  you, 
my  daughter,  Fortune  could  boast  no  ill 
to  scare ;  but  for  you,  I  could  be  proof 
against  all  her  arrows;  but  for  you,  I 
could  defy  the  shafts  of  human  malice, 
and  wane  out  life  in  endurance  and  in 
woe.  'Tis  to  see  you  here;  to  know 
you  in  a  station  so  ill  befitting  your 
birth  and  your  merit,  which  sharpens 
the  scourge  of  self-reproach,  and  urges 
to  desperation." 

"  And  is  it  desperation  alone,  my  dear 
father,"  fearfully  questioned  Matilda, 
"  which  causes  your  journey  to  Gueret  ? 
Is  it  for  me,  you  cast  off  the  security  of 

dis- 
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disguise,  and  dare  again  the  shoals  and 
the  quicksands  of  the  world  ?" 

"  No :  'tis  Heaven's  high  will,  reveal- 
ed in  the  miraculous  preservation  of  my 
brother  Hugh,"  exclaimed  Walter;  "'tis 
this  behest  of  mercy,  now  dappling  with 
sunshine  my  gloomy  path !  I  lost  him, 
my  child,  amid  storms  and  horrors — I 
find  him,  the  ready  pilot  to  steer  me 
back  to  honour !  He  rises  as  though 
from  the  grave ;  he  bids  me  hence ;  and 
shall  I  tardily  linger,  and  leave  him 
alone  to  breast  the  breakers  ?  No ;  for- 
bid it  all  that  man  holds  sacred !  forbid 
it  gratitude  !  forbid  it  courage  !  I  go  to 
Gueret  to  seek  a  sanctuary  for  you. 
Still  doomed  to  darkness  and  to  mys- 
tery, the  dangerous  secret  of  birth  and 
name  must  be  withheld :  you  must 
know  yourself  the  offspring  of  the  gar- 
dener Walter.  I  doubt  not  your  pru- 
dence; but  the  proscribed  name  of  your 
house,  might  hurl  on  your  innocent 
head,  ruin  and  persecution.  Ignorance, 

my 
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my  darling  girl,  is  a  surer  cloak  than 
policy." 

Was  it  pride  which  tugged  at  the 
heart  of  Matilda,  or  it  was  the  inherent 
curiosity  of  woman? — "  Dear  father," 
she  asked,  "  should  the  prosperous  and 
the  happy  taunt  at  my  humble  seeming, 
must  I  still  all  the  proud  waves,  rising 
and  swelling  in  my  bosom  ?" 

"  Ay,  and  you  must  teach  your  bo- 
som humility  and  meekness,"  rejoined 
Walter;  "  you  must,  in  your  intercourse 
with  the  world,  foil  the  arrogance  of 
low-minded  malice,  with  the  cutting, 
stinging  weapons  of  contempt.  Pride, 
my  child,  is  the  best  safeguard  to  wo- 
man's honour :  nurture  it  as  such  in  your 
breast ;  but  give  not  words  to  pride :  let 
it  shew  itself  in  discretion,  in  that  out- 
ward seeming,  which  confounds  pre- 
sumption, and  overawes  effrontery. 
Young  as  you  are,  and  fair  as  you  are, 
without  the  bulwark  of  name  and  of 
heritage,  many  will  flutter  around  the 

bright 
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bright  blaze  of  your  beauty;  many, 
like  the  invidious  palmer,  will  seek 
to  corrupt  with  words  of  glozing  flat- 
tery :  then,  then,  Matilda,"  and  his 
eyes  kindled  fire,  "  be  pride  the 
wary  sentinel ; — then,  let  your  inward 
heart  swell  in  the  consciousness  of  high 
descent; — then,  be  the  spirit  of  your 
forefathers,  be  the  honour  of  your  coun- 
try, be  the  patron  saint  of  Ireland,  an 
indemnity  from  lurking  ill !" 

"  Of  Ireland !"  echoed  Matilda,  and 
then  she  ceased,  for  the  lips  and  the 
cheek  of  Walter,  turned  white,  as  the 
lawn  on  her  bosom. 

"  Did  I  say  of  Ireland  ?"  he  asked, 
and  he  trembled  in  every  limb. 

"  Ay,  my  father,  but  no  more,"  eager 
to  assure  him ;  "  you  revealed  neither 
name  or  abiding  place :  and  Ireland,  for- 
sooth !  like  unto  France  or  England,  to- 
kens nought  of  solution." 

"Yet  would  I  recall  the  idle  word,"  said 
Walter,  fearfully;  "  would  I  strip  away 

every 
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every  clue,  which  tending  to  possible 
recognition,  might  confound  you  in  the 
calamities  of  our  house.  Holy  Heaven ! 
even  now,  when  my  heart  glories  in  the 
deeds  of  my  sire;  when  tracing  the 
bright  track  of  his  heroism,  the  enter- 
prises of  his  dauntless  spirit,  shine  as  a 
halo  around  his  tomb — even  now,  must 
I  choke  down  the  swelling  honour,  and 
curry  safety  beneath  an  hireling  guise. 
Yes,  Walter  the  labourer — Walter,  the 
unknown  gardener  of  the  white  monks 
of  Cisteaux,  is — must  be  your  father. 
Mark  me,  Matilda ;  be  the  temptation 
ever  so  strong,  be  the  tempter  ever  so 
witching,  the  boast  of  blood,  the  pride  of 
ancestry,  must  lie  deep,  deep  buried 
within  your  own  breast ;  you  must  still 
the  rising  tide,  and  pray  for  meekness, 
pray  for  humility,  pray  for  grace  to  stem 
the  breakers.  Nay,  further,  dear  one, 
list  to  me,  and  pen  up  my  counsels. 
You  must  know  nought  beyond  this 

unmarked  corner  of  Marche ;  this " 

"  Alack ! 
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"  Alack!  what  further  knowledge 
can  I  boast?"  interrupting  him;  but 
Walter  motioned  to  silence, 

"  You  may  talk  of  the  flowery  banks 
of  the  Gartampe,"  he  pursued,  "  of  the 
relics  preserved  in  the  sacristy  of  St. 
Mary's,  of  the  pious  abbot  and  the  holy 
brotherhood :  but  nought,  appertaining 
to  better  days  or  brighter  prospects ; 
nought,  to  involve  safety,  by  awakening 
surmise.  In  the  world,  upon  which 
circumstances  and  necessity  may  launch 
you,  I  could  wish,"  and  he  smothered 
down  a  sigh,  "  nought  of  mystery  to  set- 
tle on  your  brightness :  at  best,  'tis  $ 
mildew  on  maiden  fame,  rousing  the 
malice  of  tongues,  and  daring  the  ser- 
pent-tooth of  detraction.  No,  not  even 
to  her  who  may  become  your  patroness, 
must  you  breathe  ought  to  awaken  busy 
calculating  wonder  ;  you  must  leave  all 
to  time  and  to  Heaven  ;  you  must  tarry 
in  quiet  uncomplaining  peace,  and  win 
favour  through  your  own  gentleness." 

Ma- 
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Matilda  caught  the  hand  of  her  fa- 
ther, and  she  held  it  with  the  clasp  of 
anguish. — "  And  you — and  you,"  she 
faltered. 

Walter  turned  aside  his  face;  his 
heart,  like  her  own,  was  full ;  his  eyes, 
like  her  own,  flowed  over. — "  If  on 
earth,"  he  said,  "  I  shall  be  toiling  for 
you." 

There  was  a  pause,  there  was  a  mourn- 
ful pause,  which  gave  time  for  thought 
and  for  sorrow :  Matilda  pictured  an 
eternal  parting,  and  her  courage  died 
within  her :  Walter  mused  upon  the 
casualties  of  chance  and  war,  and  he  too 
caught  the  numbing  influence  of  des- 
pondence.— "  If  it  should  be  so,"  he  at 
length  pronounced,  struggling  for  speech 
and  for  fortitude,  "  the  mighty  hand,  the 
stretched-out  arm,  which  has  upheld  my 
brother  in  the  storm,  will  uphold  your 
innocence.  Though  I  would  die  ere  I 
would  doom  your  youth  to  the  blight  of 
the  cloister,  still,  should  the  world  frown, 

VOL.  i.  E  my 


74  EUNNEMEDE. 

my  Matilda,  should  the  sorrows  of  the 
parent  descend  upon  the  unoffending 
child,  the  cloister  holds  forth  a  sanctuary ; 
it  will  mar  the  machinations  of  the 
wicked,  and  shield  from  the  gnawing 
rancour  of  envy." 

"  Know  it  my  resource  in  the  season 
of  strife  and  peril,"  solemnly  exclaimed 
Matilda.  "  Yes,  my  father,  should  ca- 
lamity lower  upon  my  prospects  here,  I 
will  ponder  on  your  words,  and  turn  to 
Heaven,  as  to  the  bourn  of  my  hopes." 

"  A  nun,"  mused  Walter,  long  after 
the  impression  had  faded  from  the  mind 
of  Matilda ;  for  she  had  dropped  asleep 
upon  the  settle,  and  momentarily  was 
she  lost  to  all  those  busy  cares  which 
pressed  upon  the  spirits  of  her  father ; — 
"  a  cold  and  joyless  candidate  for  grace, 
through  the  martyrdom  of  Nature's  best 
and  dearest  feelings ;  a  living,  breathing 
monument  of  scared  affection  and  blast- 
ed hope,  withering,  as  a  rose  in  the  bud, 
and  dying  beneath  the  scourge  of  self- 
infliction. 
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infliction.  God — God  reverse  the  doom!" 
he  aspirated ;  "  crown  her  youth  with 
honours  and  with  blessings !  her  age, 
with  a  progeny  emulous  of  her  virtues  !" 
Was  it  his  voice,  or  was  it  the  signal 
from  without,  which  roused  Matilda  to 
the  consciousness  of  her  fears  and  her 
perplexities  ?  She  started  into  being  at 
the  moment  that  Walter  threw  open 
the  door  of  the  cottage ;  and  when  her 
eyes  encountered  a  stranger,  she  shook 
back  her  dark  hair,  and  she  arose,  lovely 
in  beamy  bashfulness.  It  was  the  rose 
of  maiden  modesty  which  blushed  upon 
her  cheek;  and  it  kindled,  and  it  spread, 
even  to  her  temples,  when  in  the  stran- 
ger she  recognised  her  escort  through 
the  wood :  he  bowed,  and  she  felt  the 
pulses  at  her  heart  quicken ;  he  spoke, 
and  that  beautiful  rose,  fading,  gave 
place  to  the  usurping  lily.  The  palmer 
gazed  in  wonder:  Walter  took  her 
hand ;  he  spoke  not,  but  he  held  it  with 
a  pressure  which  seemed  to  ask  for  ex- 
E  2  planation. 
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planation.  She  trembled — ^she  could 
scarcely  stand :  again  was  her  very  bo- 
som died  in  rosy  consciousness :  it  was 
a  moment  of  wild  and  overpowering 
agitation ;  a  moment  of  bewilderment 
and  surprise,  and  she  wondered  at  her 
own  emotion. — "  This — this  my  father's 
brother,"  she  faltered  out,  and  then  she 
bent  her  knee,  as  though  to  crave  a  bless- 
ing. 

"  No,  lady,  not  so  honoured — not  so 
favoured,"  murmured  the  unknown, 
and  quick  raising  her,  he  bowed  upon 
the  hand  he  held.  "  I  am  the  willing 
messenger  of  your  uncle,"  he  pursued, 
"  and  fain  would  I  be  your  father's 
friend." 

Walter  coldly  bowed ;  he  marked 
him  with  a  doubtful  eye,  and  he  folded 
his  arms,  impatient  of  explanation.  The 
stranger  stepped  back  ;  his  smile  of  con- 
ciliation vanished,  and  he  met  him,  with 
a  brow,  as  proud  and  unbending  as  his 
own. 

Matilda 
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Matilda  rallied  to  exertion ;  she  sprung 
to  the  side  of  her  father — "  My  cham- 
pion !  my  friend  in  the  hour  of  need !" 
she  whispered. 

Walter  held  forth  his  hand. — "  Your 
pardon,"  he  exclaimed :  "  a  man  of  ho- 
nour knows  how  to  estimate  a  man  of 
honour ;  yet  where  poverty  lacketh 
aught  save  pride,  pride  is  tenacious." 
His  manner,  his  look,  betokened  can- 
dour: it  was  genuine  impulse;  for 
though  too  proud  to  curry  favour,  still 
could  he  feel  and  own  obligation  for  ser- 
vice. 

The  stranger  grasped  the  gage  of 
amity,  and  his  own  native  smile,  so  re- 
plete with  sweetness  and  urbanity,  play- 
ed, like  mellowing  sunshine,  o'er  his  fea- 
tures.— "  No  more,"  he  said :  "  however 
questionable  be  my  appearance  here,  my 
mission  sideth  on  the  score  of  service. 
The  man  who  claims  in  you  a  brother's 
interest,  bid  me  speed  you — not  to  Gue- 
ret,  but  to  the  camp  of  the  confederate 
E  3  lords, 
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lords,  of  Normandy,  Poitou,  and  Aqui- 
taine.  The  blood-red  flag  of  war  is  un- 
furled, and  John  of  England  trembles 
for  his  transmarine  possessions." 

Walter  snatched  at  the  cloak  of  the 
palmer — "John  of  England !"  he  echoed, 
and  his  smile  spoke  exultation  and  tran- 
sport. 

"  Perchance,"  significantly  remarked 
the  stranger,  "  in  the  camp  we  may 
meet  in  different  characters.  My  er- 
rand, is  to  summon  the  gardener  of  the 
white  monks  of  Cisteaux  from  his  drone- 
like  calling :  anon  we  may  know  each 
other  better." 

Walter  looked  an  indignation  he  da- 
red not  utter ;  it  was  pride,  it  was  mor^ 
tification,  it  was  rankling  ire,  which  tug- 
ged at  his  heart-strings. — "  And  you  ?" 
he  asked,  and  he  fixed  on  the  unknown, 
an  eye,  as  though  to  dive  into  the  hid- 
den folds  of  his  confidence. 

The  palmer  smiled. — "  I  move  with 
the  vassals  of  Hugh  le  Brun,  earl  of 

Marche," 
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Marche,"  he  said,  and  then  he  turned  to 
Matilda,  and  uttered  something  of  bro- 
ken rest  and  unseasonable  intrusion :  but 
her  thoughts  were  too  full  of  sadness  to 
join  in  the  light  interchange  of  courtesy; 
she  bowed  her  head,  but  she  spoke  not. 
"  Lady,"  he  continued,  "  but  to  scare 
your  gentleness  with  the  detail  of  a  sol- 
dier's hardship,  I  could  fearfully  contrast 
your  home-comforts.  Know  you  the 
usages  of  a  camp  ?" 

Matilda  glanced  at  her  father. 

"  My  daughter,"  observed  Walter, 
"  knows  her  breviary,  and  her  home- 
duties:  beyond,  what  lack  we  in  wo- 
man?" 

"  In  woman,"  fervently  pronounced 
the  palmer,  "  we  lack,  and  we  find,  the 
balm  of  life :  sometimes,  I  grant  you, 
our  bane ;  oftener  our  blessing." 

"  True,   their   tenderness   and   their 

faith,  is  as  a  honeyed  drop  in  our  cup  of 

bitters,"  replied  Walter.     "  But  I  cry 

your  pardon,  I  would  further  of  the  gal- 

E  4  lant 
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iant  Hugh :  what  bodes  the  change  in 
our  parting  projects  ?" 

"  It  bodes  good  to  the  cause  of  justice 
and  humanity,"  returned  the  palmer. 
"  Your  brother  Hugh,  wedding  his 
sword  to  Philip  Augustus,  will  greet 
you — not  at  Gueret,  but  in  the  camp  at 
Loches.  Fear  not,  fair  maid" — for  he 
saw  a  pallid  hue  steal  over  the  cheek  of 
Matilda — "  right  and  humanity  strips 
even  war  of  its  terrors." 

"  But  not  of  its  perils,"  sighed  Ma- 
tilda. 

"  A  warrior  knows  nought  of  peril," 
quick  rejoined  the  stranger :  "  firm  as 
the  steel  beneath  which  it  palpitates,  his 
heart  grows  big  at  the  threat  of  peril." 

"  Peril  to  the  brave,"  exclaimed  Wal- 
ter, "  is  as  rest  to  the  weary,  re-nerving, 
re-inspiring,  renovating  every  impulse, 
and  bracing  every  energy  :  peril" — and 
his  smile  and  his  look  tokened  the  sol- 
dier rather  than  the  husbandman — 
"  quickens  the  vigour  of  resolution,  and 

rouses 
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>uses  into  life  and  into  action,  the  dull 

and   dormant   spirit:     peril "      He 

met  the  searching  eye  of  the  palmer, 
and  he  ceased,  lest  feeling  should  out- 
strip policy. 

"  We  shall  meet  in  the  camp  at  Lo- 
ches,"  significantly  repeated  the  palmer ; 
then  drawing  a  signet-ring  from  his  fin- 
ger, and  extending  it  to  Walter — "  This 
will  serve  as  a  passport  through  the  bar- 
riers," he  pursued ;  "  and  when  within 
the  camp,  it  will  find  ready  entrance  to 
the  private  presence  of  the  duke  of  Lou- 
vain,  or  the  earls  of  Boulogne,  Angou- 
lesme,  and  Marche.  Preserve  it  care- 
fully, and  use  it  as  occasion  best  serves." 

Walter  took  the  ring. — "  We  shall 
draw  sword  on  the  same  side,"  he  said. 
"  The  murderer  of  the  duke  of  Britany, 
absolves  even  a  subject  from  his  oath  of 
allegiance." 

"  The  murderer  of  the  duke  of  Bri- 
tany,"  exclaimed  the   stranger,    "  wars 
alike  with  Heaven  and  with  man :  his 
E  5  crimes 
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crimes  and  his  treasons,  hurl  him  be- 
yond the  reach  of  human  mercy." 

"  Curse  him  !  curse  him  !"  vehement- 
ly ejaculated  Walter.  "  My  enemy — 
my  hated  bitter  enemy  !  the  ruin  of  my 
race !  the  scourge  of  my  native  land ! 
Curse  him  !  curse  him  !" 

"  John  of  England !"  pronounced  the 
palmer,  and  he  grasped  in  cordial  amity 
the  outstretched  palm  of  Walter ;  then 
sinking  his  voice  to  a, whisper — "  Alike 
my  bane,"  he  continued ;  "  poisonous 
and  hateful  as  is  the  death-dealing  ad- 
der." He  paused,  for  the  almost  audible 
shudder  of  Matilda  recalled  him  to  the 
consciousness  of  her  presence :  he  met 
her  eye  of  sorrow  and  mild  reproach : 
alternately  did  it  wander  from  her  father 
to  himself,  and  it  beamed  an  expression 
of  such  Christian  charity,  of  such  bleed- 
ing pity,  that  it  seemed  to  deprecate  the 
wrath  she  could  not  qualify. — "  You  are 
a  novice,  lady,"  he  said,  "in  the  rankling 
passions  of  the  human  mind  :  all  peace, 

and 
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and  love,  and  mercy,  within,  how  can 
you  resolve  the  jarring  bursts  of  discor- 
dant hate?" 

"  Such  knowledge  would  ill  befit  her 
age  and  sex,"  observed  Walter.  "  Al- 
most from  the  cradle,  ought  of  change 
from  domestic  duty,  has  lain  in  brief 
visits  to  the  convent-chapel.  Per- 
chance," and  he  spoke  with  deep  sorrow, 
"  my  own  irreligious  repining  is  all  she 
has  ever  dreamt  of  murmur  or  discon- 
tent. But  I  pray  you,  alone  of  our  war- 
like calling :  day  peeps  in  the  east,  and 
I  would  be  chary  of  time." 

"  Further  explanation  awaits  you  in 
the  camp  at  Loches,"  said  the  stranger, 
"  Enriched  with  the  blessings  of  the  pi- 
ous fathers  of  the  church,  myself,  and 
my  brother  palmers,  at  sunrise  depart 
from  St.  Mary's."  As  he  spoke,  he  mo- 
ved towards  the  door;  then  pausing — 
"  Fair  maid,"  he  resumed,  "if  favour  be 
owned  at  my  hands,  be  your  prayers  my 
coveted  guerdon." 

E  6  "My 
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"  My  prayers  on  the  just  cause," 
murmured  Matilda;  "my  thanks  and 
my  gratitude  to  you  !"  Scarce  conscious 
of  the  movement,  she  stretched  forth  her 
hand,  and  the  tear  which  gemmed  her 
dewy  eye,  bore  evidence  of  feeling.  The 
next  instant  the  palmer  knelt  at  her 
feet;  she  felt  his  warm  lip  upon  her 
hand;  she  heard  his  half  sigh  as  he 
arose:  it  lingered — it  fanned  her  very 
cheek.  She  met  his  mildly  beaming 
glance ;  it  spoke  sorrow ;  it  spoke  adieu : 
— it  might  be  the  last  adieu  :-— her  heart 
sickened ;  she  shrunk  timidly  back ;  she 
bowed  her  face  upon  her  bosom  to  veil 
emotion,  and  when  she  looked  up  the 
palmer  was  gone. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


"  Who  art  thou  ?     Thy  garb  bespeaks  thee  holy  ! 
Thy  mission  augurs  good  ! 
Suspicion  be  of  earth,  and  faith  of  heav'n — 
I'll  nought  of  earth— but  all  of  heav'n  be  mine,77 

THE  morn  whic^  rose  on  the  departure 
of  Walter,  was  a  morn  of  cloudless  bril- 
liancy :  the  garish  sun  reflected  the 
sparkling  dewdrops,  for  the  bent  bush, 
dappled  with  a  thousand  blossoms,  hung 
pendent  with  the  tears  of  night.  Ma- 
tilda had  listened  to  the  last  blessing, 
had  shared  the  last  embrace,  with  a  feel- 
ing of  tempered  sadness ;  for  he  had  bid 
her  cherish  the  gayest  day-dreams ;  he. 
had  spoken  of  coming  favour,  and  he 
had  promised  yet  to  steer  her  from  mys- 
tery and  gloom :  and  she  kept  her  sta- 
tion at  the  garden-gate,  and  she  watched 

his 
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his  receding  figure,  and  she  prayed  for 
his  safety,  with  an  en  rapt  and  fervent 
spirit.  There  is  a  season  in  human  life, 
in  which  illusion  puts  forth  the  bright- 
est colours,  and  hope  the  fairest  promises; 
in  which,  despondency  flits  as  a  summer 
cloud,  and  futurity  wears  the  burnish  of 
setless  sunshine !  the  season,  to  borrow 
the  figurative  language  of  the  poet — 

"  When  youth  and  graver  womanhood  divide 
The  lovely  prize,  and  childhood's  playful  lightness 
Lurks  in  the  sportive  smile;  beams  in  the  eye's  young 
brightness." 

That  season,  that  witching  season,  now- 
shed  its  peachy  down  upon  the  cheeks 
of  Matilda,  imparting  buoyancy  to  her 
"fancy,  and  bliss  to  her  heart :  care  she 
had  none,  and  fear  she  had  none;  and 
ought  of  sorrow,  so  transient,  that  the 
tear  and  the  smile,  like  twin  blossoms, 
hung  upon  the  same  stem  :  the  tear,  for 
the  touching  calls  of  feeling; — and  smiles, 
sportive  smiles,  the  sunny  harbingers  of 

native 
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•native  good-will !  She  was  confiding — 
she  was  tender — she  was  credulous  ;  too 
noble  for  suspicion,  and  too  candid  for 
disguise :  fashioned  by  the  precepts  of  her 
father,  who,  like  Prospero,  made  her — 


-More  profit 


Than  others,  that  have  more  time 
For  vainer  hours," 

she  had  a  spirit  firm  in  the  cause  of 
right,  and  a  soul  proud  in  the  conscious- 
ness of  honour !  The  heroine  of  fitful 
story,  living  in  an  age  of  darkness,  of 
violence,  and  of  blood,  she  was  born  for 
trial,  she  was  born  for  endurance,  and 
the  embryo  springs  of  native  greatness, 
waited  but  the  igniting  fire  of  opportu- 
nity to  kindle  them  into  flame. 

The  day  waned,  and  the  vesper-ser- 
vice in  St.  Mary's  chapel  brought  with 
it  the  remembrance  of  the  palmer :  Ma- 
tilda glanced  around,  but  the  spot  on 
which  he  had  knelt  was  vacant,  and  the 
brothers  of  the  order  alone  peopled  the 
aisles. 

Solemn 
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Solemn  and  emphatic  was  the  voice 
of  the  officiating  priest,  and  the  deep 
full  tones  from  the  organloft,  thrilled 
on   her   wrapt   ear,  long  after  she  had 
lost  sight  of  the  convent.     She  struck 
into  the  copse- wood;    she  pursued  her 
lonely  path  :  wild  and  inexplicable  were 
her  musings;    they  encompassed  more 
than  her  father,  more  than  her  father's 
safety :    it  was  the  seductive  smile  of 
the  stranger ;  it  was  his  step  of  dignity, 
and   his   bow   of    graciousness,     which 
lived   in    her   fancy. — "  Shall    we   ever 
meet  again  ?"  she  thought,  and  the  first 
sigh,  untinctured  with  a  father's  sorrow, 
rose  in  her  bosom.      Hapless  Matilda !  • 
bright  be  the  surface,  but  stormy  the 
ocean  of  passion ;  like  flower-bespangled 
tendrils,    creeping,    and    clinging,    and 
close-veiling  the  mouth  of  the  abyss,  it 
may  muffle,  but  not  ensure !     She  slept, 
and  she  dreamt  of  war  and  of  warriors  : 
the   morning    brought   its   accustomed 
duties,  and  many  mornings  rose,   and 

many 
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many  evenings  closed,  and  still  was 
Walter  absent. 

It  was  long  after  the  third  sunset, 
when  the  west  was  verging  into  grey, 
and  the  shadows  of  evening  quick  con- 
founding earth  and  sky,  that  the  lifting 
the  latch,  and  the  opening  the  wicker 
gate,  gave  token  of  an  arrival.  All 
heart,  all  hope,  she  flew  to  the  door ; 
she  stretched  forth  her  arms  in  joy  and 
gratulation :  the  next  instant  she  shrunk 
back :  it  was  not  her  father- — it  was  a 
stranger  who  advanced  towards  her. 
He  was  habited  in  the  dun  vestments  of 
the  church,  and  his  face  was  close  muf- 
fled in  his  cowl. — "  I  seek  the  dwelling 
of  Walter,  the  gardener  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux,"  he  said  ;  "  and  I 
bear  to  the  ear  of  his  daughter,  the 
greeting  of  his  safety." 

"  God  be  praised !"  murmured  Ma- 
tilda, and  she  led  into  the  cottage.  The 
stranger  followed  ;  he  closed  the  door, 
and  then  he  sunk  on  the  nearest  settle, 

as 
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as  though  worn  out  with  toil.  "  You 
have  travelled  far,"  said  Matilda,  "  and 
strength,  holy  father,  tallies  not  with 
will.  I  pray  you,  take  rest" — and  then 
she  busied  herself  in  spreading  before 
him  the  cottage  store. 

"My  blessing  light  upon  thee,  maid- 
en!" said  the  friar,  and  then  again  he 
sunk  into  stillness,  and  he  seemed  to 
commune  within  himself;  but  he  touch- 
ed not  the  roots  or  the  fruit,  neither  did 
he  remove  his  muffling  hood.  Matilda 
stood  impatient  and  anxious :  he  seemed 
as  the  messenger  of  her  fate,  and  yet 
she  knew  not  how  to  question.  "  When 
thy  father  parted  hence,"  at  length  he 
pronounced ;  and  then  he  paused. 

"  When  my  father  parted,  hence," 
eagerly  exclaimed  Matilda,  yielding  to 
her  feelings,  and  panting  for  solution, 
"  his  errand  was  to  seek  me  a  resting- 
place." 

"  And  he  has  found  thee  a  resting- 
place,"  resumed  the  friar;  "  he " 

"And 
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"  And  a  patroness  to  abide  with  ?"  in- 
terrupted the  artless  girl. 

"  Ay,  damsel,  a  friend  to  protect  and 
to  soften  down  all  the  ills  of  life." 

"  Dear,  kind  father !"  ejaculated  Ma- 
tilda :  "  and  will  he  fetch  me  hence  ? 
for  alack !"  and  she  spoke  with  energy 
and  feeling,  "  'tis  weary  solitude  to 
abide  alone." 

"  The  heart  is  ill  framed  for  solitude," 
observed  the  stranger,  "  and  joys  not  in 
the  immolation  of  its  native  impulses." 

"  Oh  no !"  fervently  replied  Matilda, 
"  it  flutters  like  the  poor  bird,  first 
caught  in  the  gyves  of  the  fowler." 

"  Man,"  returned  the  friar,  and  dili- 
gently he  perused  her  features,  "  was 
not  destined  to  abide  alone :  and  woman, 
timid  and  defenceless,  by  nature  and 
by  habit,  is  far  less  fitting.  Fairest 
creature !"  and  his  accent  sank  to  soft- 
ness, "  this  lone  dwelling,  and  this  blank 
solitude,  grafts  thought  and  care  upon 
the  springtide  of  thy  bloom.  Dost 

thou 
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thou  picture  nought  beyond  ? — dost 
thou  sigh  for  nought  beyond  ?" 

"  I  would  fain  fashion  my  pictures 
and  rny  sighs  to  the  bounden  limit  of 
my  duty,"  answered  Matilda.  "  But  I 
pray  yon,  holy  sir,  of  my  dear  father? 
for  much  it  behoves  me  to  learn  his  plea- 
sure." 

"  His  pleasure  is  thy  happiness,"  said 
the  friar ;  "  and  the  study  and  the  la- 
bour of  his  hours  of  absence,  to  hem 
thee  in  from  harm.  He  greets  thee  at 
my  hands,  and  he  bids  thee  confide  thy- 
self to  me,  his  lowly  messenger." 

"As  how  ?"  and  Matilda  pressed 
closer  to  his  side. 

"  As  one  who  knoweth  how  best  to 
ensure  thy  preservation,"  quick  rejoined 
the  stranger.  "  Youth  and  innocence, 
like  thine,  are  ill  fitted  to  this  season  of 
strife  and  turmoil :  the  provinces  are  in 
arms,  and  hostile  parties,  rise,  and  clash 
with  each  other." 

"  And  will  you  speed  me  to  my  dear 

father?" 
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father?"  asked  Matilda.     "  Oh,  be  brief 
then,  for  in  his  presence  is  safety !" 

"  No,  not  to  your  father,  maiden, 
but  to  the  sanctuary  your  father  has 
wisely  chosen." 

"  To  a  convent !"  and  Matilda  looked 
the  terror  she  could  not  speak. 

"  Dreadest  thou  to  sojourn  in  the 
house  of  God?"  demanded  the  friar. 
"  If  so,  whither  wouldst  thy  fancy  tend 
thee  ?" 

"  To  my  father — to  the  active  calls 
upon  my  duty  and  my  exertion,"  firmly 
replied  Matilda.  "  Holy  sir,  I  would 
abi<3e  with  my  father  even  in  the  camp  : 
if  wounded,  if  oppressed,  if  worn  down 
with  fatigue  and  hardship,  I  would 
minister  to  his  comfort ;  I — I — Heaven 
forefend  my  feelings  be  not  sinful,  but 
if  called  upon,  methinks,  I  could  dare 
a  world  in  the  cause  of  affection  !" 

The  friar  placed  his  spread  hand  upon 
her  arm ;  it  was  fevered,  wellnigh  to 
burning,  and  it  shook  as  with  mortal 

palsy  : 
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palsy  :  she  glanced  inquisitively  on  him, 
and  he  drew  it  cautiously  back.  To  an 
adept  in  the  all-powerful  workings  of 
human  passion,  the  garb  of  the  church 
had  been  as  a  covering  of  gossamer  :  to 
Matilda  it  was  impenetrable  and  holy, 
and  the  pause  which  ensued  was  attri- 
buted by  her  to  age  and  ailment. 

"  In  the  cause  of  the  heart  thou 
wouldst  endure  unto  death,"  at  length 
observed  the  stranger ;  "  for  the  man 
thou  couldst  love,  thou " 

"  For  my  father,"  interrupting  him. 

"  And  not  for  thy  lover?"  abruptly 
questioned  the  friar. 

Matilda  thought  of  the  palmer ;  the 
blush  gathered  on  her  cheek,  and  she 
cast  her  timid  eyes  on  the  ground. 

"  In  the  world,"  continued  the  stran- 
ger, recovering  his  self-presence,  "  love 
is  said  to  be  the  master-passion  of  the 
soul.  I  had  forgotten,  forsooth !  that 
in  this  solitary  nook  of  earth,  likened 
unto  the  cloister's  gloom,  the  sway,  and 

the 
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the  passions,  and  the  usages  of  the  world, 
are  alike  unknown." 

Matilda  only  sighed. 

The  stranger  noted  and  brooded  o'er 
that  sigh,  and  earnestly  did  he  peruse 
her  lovely  features,  as  there  to  find  solu- 
tion.— "  Maiden,"  he  resumed  after  a 
pause,  "  I  would  covet  thy  confidence. 
I  would  bear  thee  hence ;  but  first  would 
I  learn,  whether  one  remain  to  complain 
of  broken  vows  and  blighted  promises? 
Lives  there  one — breathes  there  one,  to 
hold  back  thought,  in  despite  of  enjoined 
duty  ?" 

"  What  mean  you,  father  ?"  and  Ma- 
tilda raised  her  dark  eyes,  and  doubt 
and  wonder  spoke  in  the  glance. 

"  I  mean,  that  I  would  save  thee 
from  the  crime  of  perjury,"  said  the 
friar :  "  daughter,  I  would  guard  thee 
from  the  wrath  to  come.  Fear  not  to 
tell  me,  if  one,  born  and  bred  to  toil, 
unprized  by  fortune,  and  unmarked  by 

favour : 
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favour:  one,  lacking  the  distinction  of 
rank  and  heritage  ;  one " 

He  ceased,  for  indignation  and  out- 
raged feeling  burnt  even  to  the  brow  of 
Matilda.—"  Not  so,"  she  exclaimed :  "  be 
the  weakness  of  my  nature,  pride,  rather 
than  degeneracy ;"  and  she  too  ceased, 
for  she  traced  much  of  irony  in  the 
steadfast  gaze  of  the  friar :  yet  when  in 
the  accent  of  unfeigned  amazement,  he 
pronounced — "  The  daughter  of  the  gar- 
dener of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  !" 
although  that  pride  writhed  beneath 
the  smart,  she  shrunk  not,  neither  did 
she  betray  one  sign  of  mortification. 

"  Ay,  even  so,  holy  sir,"  she  rejoin- 
ed ;  "  the  daughter  of  the  gardener  of 
the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  ;  yet  free 
— free  as  yon  expanse  'twixt  earth  and 
sky — free  to  perform  my  father's  will !" 

"  I  fear  me,  thou  hast  a  lawless  spirit," 
remarked  the  stranger,  yet  his  eyes  to- 
kened admiration  rather  than  reproof. 

"  Peradventure,"  said  Matilda,  art- 
lessly, 
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lessly,  "  it  may  be  called  upon,  ere  my 
errand  on  earth  be  accomplished.  But 
I  crave  your  pardon,  father :  abide  we 
till  to-morrow  ?  or  depart  we  hence  to- 
night?" 

"  But  for  thy  safety,  I  would  say  on 
the  instant,"  answered  the  friar.  "  Mai- 
den, thy  safety  is  more  precious  than 
frankincense.  We  must  move  in  good- 
ly fellowship  ?"  * 

"  The  auspices  of  the  church  be  ever 
goodly  fellowship,"  observed  Matilda. 
"  Now,  if  you  judge  fitting ;  or  anon, 
with  the  earliest  day  dawn." 

"  The  church  owns  but  feeble  influ- 
ence over  the  wills  of  sinful  men,"  re- 
turned the  friar.  "  Riot  and  outrage 
spread  through  the  provinces,  and  thy 
sex  and  youth  ill  fashion  thee  to  the 
venture :  distracted,  and  banded  by  par- 
ty-feeling, force  usurping  the  sway  of 
justice,  each  noble  heads  his  armed 
band,  and  trusts  in  the  temper  of  his 
sword.  Think  thee,  should  chance  tan- 
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us  in  the  snare,  where  lies  oar  surety 
for  safety  ?" 

"  War  they  with  age  and  helpless- 
ness?" asked  Matilda,  "or  seek  they 
nobler  adversaries  ?  God  wot,  the  con- 
quest of  you  or  me,  would  be  to  gamer 
shame,  not  glory !" 

The  friar  smiled. — "  Belike,"  he  said, 
"the  prize  might  meet  a  higher  esti- 
mate. Beauty,  like  thine,  fair  maid,  is 
as  a  jewelled  bait  to  wondering  eyes !  I 
know  the  depths  of  human  daring,  and 
well  I  know,  life  is  as  nought  beneath 
the  goad  of  human  passion.  There  are 
those,  who  would  risk  a  world,  and 
tfiore  than  a  world  ;  there  are  those,  who 
Would  barter  heaven  for  one  smile  of 
favour." 

"  The  saints  be  praised,  I  know  nought 
such !"  fervently  exclaimed  Matilda. 

w  Yet  picture  such,"  quickly  resumed 
ffee  stranger ;  "  believe  such  :  credit  the 
flight  of  such  a  passion :  give  fancy 
Wing:  paint  all  which  is  daring,  all 

which 
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which  is  firm,  faithful,  ardent,  wellnigh 
idolatrous.  How  feelest  thou,  maiden  ? 
Wouldst  thou  pay  such  zeal  with  kind- 
ness ?  wouldst  thou " 

*'  What  mean  you,  father  ?"  and  Ma- 
tilda drew  back,  abashed  and  trembling. 

"  I  mean,"  artfully  replied  the  friar, 
"  to  probe  to  the  very  quick  of  strength 
and  principle,  to  learn  the  foundation- 
stone  of  dependance,  and  fashion  thy 
young  heart  to  the  perilous  calling,  ere 

I  lead  thee  forth  into  the  world  ;  I  mean 

)> 

"  My  father,"  interrupted  Matilda, 
"  has  taught  me  all  befitting  my  sex  and 
station ;  my  father,  holy  sir,  with  un- 
slumbering  diligence,  has  framed  my 
mind  to  life's  vicissitudes." 

"  The  gardener  of  the  white  monks 
of  Cisteaux  !"  again  pronounced  the 
stranger. 

"My  father,"  and  Matilda  spoke  with 

unguarded  haste,  "  was  not  born  the— <- 
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the — the "      She  paused,    and   she 

bent  her  face,  in  burning  consciousnes. 

"  How,  maiden  !  then  is  thy  father 
other  than  he  seemeth  ?" 

"  My  father  is  my  best  friend,"  quick 
rejoined  Matilda ;  "  and  my  father's 
will,  the  unerring  rule  of  my  worldly 
actions." 

"  But  not  born  to  labour,"  and  he 
fixed  his  eyes  intently  on  her. 

"  I  did  not  say  so ;  surely — surely — " 
she  faltered ;  then,  with  eager  earnest- 
ness— "  Are  we  not  all  born  to  labour  ? 
are  we  not  all  born  to  toil  out  an  inheri- 
tance hereafter?" 

"  Thou  art  a  casuist,"  remarked  the 
stranger,  "  and  much  I  err,  if  thy 
speech  savoureth  of  sincerity.  Man, 
most  true,  is  born  to  labour,  and  his 
labour  ceases  with  his  life.  But  time 
warrants  not  our  further  disquisition, 
neither  need  we  dare  the  perils  of  war 
and  casualty  :  our  course  is  smooth  and 
sure  :  the  friend,  to  whose  guardianship 

thy 
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thy  father  consigns  thee,  provides  all 
necessary  to  thy  comfort."  Matilda 
looked  with  glad  surprise.  "  A  litter," 
pursued  the  friar,  "  for  thy  personal 
ease;  and  an  armed  train  for  thy  protec- 
tion." 

"  And  when  we  move  hence,"  ques- 
tioned Matilda,  "  whither  points  our 
course  ?" 

"  To  a  spot,  remote  from  strife  and 
violence,"  continued  the  stranger ;  "  a 
spot,  hemmed  in  with  all  of  human 
strength,  where  the  rumour  of  war  may 
penetrate,  but  not  its  miseries." 

"And  my  father?" 

"  Your  father,"  after  a  momentary 
pause,  "  will  firmer  tread  the  arduous 
track  of  duty,  assured  of  thy  security. 
And  now,  maiden,  tarry  in  peace  till 
morning  dawn,  and  slumbers  tend  thy 
pillow !" 

But  though  thus  bidden,  and  enriched 
with  the  blessings  of  her  stranger-guest, 
sleep,  the  coveted  balm  to  weary  woe, 
F  3  tended 
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tended  not  the  pillow  of  Matilda :  her 
mind  was  agitated ;  her  spirits  wildly 
perturbed :  she  mused  o'er  the  years  of 
peace  which  had  flown  within  her  cot- 
tage-shelter, and  she  wept  the  coming 
flight  from  all  the  local  ties  of  childhood. 
The  hazards  and  the  terrors  of  war  crowd- 
ed on  her  sick  fancy ;  and  if  for  a  mo- 
ment she  lost  the  power  of  conscious- 
ness, it  was  to  dream  of  blood  and  tur- 
moil, to  hear  the  groans  of  pain,  to  see 
the  pangs  of  sufferance,  to  pass  from 
the  field  of  slaughter  to  the  morbid  cell 
of  captivity,  to  linger  amid  chains,  and 
racks,  and  horrors,  too  complex  to  me- 
thodize, and  far  too  wild  to  embody. 
Once  she  started  erect,  for  she  heard  the 
tramp  of  feet,  and  quick  followed  the 
whispering  of  voices  :  she  listened:  it 
was  not  fancy  :  the  sounds  ascended  from 
the  garden  :  she  stole  from  the  bed ;  she 
took  her  station  at  the  casement :  dawn's 
wreathy  vapours  still  clung  to  the  woods 
and  pastures,  yet  distinctly  did  she  dis- 
cern 


RUNNEMEDE.  10$ 

<« 

cem  the  friar  parleying  with  a  man  at 
the  wicket-gate.  He  seemed  as  though 
he  had  grown  into  height  since  the  hour 
of  parting;  for  though  he  still  wore  his 
cloak  and  hood,  he  stood  more  upright, 
and  his  movements  appeared  more  si- 
newy than  when  she  had  trembled  for  his 
safety.  His  companion  too  was  cased 
in  armour ;  and  that  companion,  seemed 
to  look  with  deference,  and  listen  with 
profound  attention.  For  many  mo- 
ments they  continued  in  deep  com- 
niune;  and  the  soldier — if  soldier  he 
was— once  raised  a  horn  slung  at  his  gir- 
dle :  the  friar  held  his  arm  to  stay  the 
movement :  the  horn  fell,  and  again 
they  sunk  into  profound  talk. 

"  What  can  all  this  mean  ?"  mused  the 
wondering  girl;  and  quick  did  her  doubts 
resolve  themselves  in  the  necessary  pre* 
paration  for  her  removal :  this,  then,  un» 
der  the  immediate  direction  of  the  friar, 
was  one  of  the  party  provided  for  her  es- 
cort, and  the  signal-horn  to  rally  the 
F  4  scattered 
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scattered  remnant.  Satisfied  and  assured, 
she  drew  cautiously  back,  for  the  armed 
stranger  departed,  and  the  friar  returned 
to  the  house  :  but  all  inclination  to  sleep 
had  fled  her  eyelids ;  she  was  young  and 
rpjnantic  ;  and  she  lived  in  an  age  of  ro- 
mance, and  this,  the  first  page  of  adven- 
ture, seemed  unfolding  itself  in  bright- 
ness. She  was  called,  as  it  were,  to  a 
new  world,  and  she  peopled  it  with  the 
creatures  of  her  own  fervid  fancy :  the 
women,  tender  as  the  gentlest  zephyr ; 
the  men,  brave  as  the  heroes  of  Grecian 
story  !  A  thousand  visions,  floating,  like 
rays  of  glory,  filled  up  the  measure  of 
her  hopes :  the  palmer  rose  preeminent 
in  every  dream  of  bliss :  she  heard  his 
voice  of  melody ;  she  met  his  eye  of 
flame  :  he  was  her  standard  of  ideal  per- 
fection— and  young  Love  nestled  in  her 
bosom,  long  ere  she  dreamt  his  power. 

Trained  to  the  offices  of  pious  faith, 
she  bowed  her  knee  in  prayer,  grateful 
for  the  security  of  the  past,  and  implor- 
ing 
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ing  mercy  on  the  future :  and  then  she 
busied  herself  in  necessary  preparations 
for  her  journey;  and  when  she  descend- 
ed from  her  chamber, 

"  The  golden  oriental  gate 
Of  greatest  heaven, 
Hurled  his  glistering  beams  !" 

and  earth  and  sky  glowed  with  redundant 
bounty !  The  cheeks  and  the  eyes  of 
Matilda  bore  record  to  the  buoyancy  of 
her  spirit ;  a  beamy  smile  played  o'er  her 
features,  and  her  look  was  fresh  and  fair, 

"  As  morning  roses  newly  wash'd  with  dew." 

The  friar  met  her  with  a  gladsome  sa- 
lutation, and  when  she  craved  his  bless- 
ing, he  placed  his  spread  hand,  as  though 
to  wave  back  the  luxuriant  clusters  of 
her  glossy  hair,  and  he  seemed  to  linger 
in  the  murmured  benison :  his  accents 
sunk  to  softness  as  he  questioned  of  her 
hours  of  repose,  and  he  listened  to  her 
answers  with  en  wrapt  attention.  Quick 
F  5  followed 
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followed  the  meal  of  morning,  and  then 
he  spoke  of  departure,  not  with  decision, 
but  to  win  her  sanction. — "  Our  progress 
must  be  slow,  and  our  journey  tedious," 
he  remarked.  "  It  is  thy  care,  and  thy 
comfort,  maiden,  which  shall  sway  our 
movements.*' 

"  I  am  ready,  holy  sir,"  said  Matilda  ; 
and  as  soon  as  the  door  had  closed  upon 
the  friar,  she  heard  the  shrill  blast  of  a 
horn,  and  almost  with  the  rapidity  of 
echo,  the  like  sound  was  repeated  at  a 
further  distance.  Soon  did  a  moving 
host  halt  at  the  garden-gate.  Matilda  felt 
her  heart  droop  within  her ;  a  sudden  and 
fearful  presentiment  crowded  on  her  spi- 
rits: it  seemed  as  the  parting  with  a 
dear  friend,  and  her  eyes  swam  in  tears 
as  she  glanced  around  the  cottage.— 
"  Shall  I  ever  return  ?  shall  I  ever  again 
behold  this,  my  first  home  ?"  she  asked. 

"  Ay,  if  thy  heart  yearn  after  it/*  re- 
plied the  friar.  "Trust  me,  fair  one, 
Bought  shall  be  wanting  to  thy  felicity." 

Matilda 
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Matilda  yielded  her  hand.—"  Forgive 
me,  father,"  she  sobbed  out— -"  I  am  not 
graceless,  not  thankless ;  but  I  feel  more 
than  my  lips  can  utter ;  I  feel  that  within 
which  beggars  words." 

"  Think  of  the  future,"  urged  the 
stranger;  "  think  of  a  new  home — of  a 
home  more  fashioned  to  thy  merits ;  of 
tenderness — of  a  whole  life's  devotion — 
of  love  —  love,  sweet  maid  ;  of——" 
Matilda  started,  and  she  looked  inqui- 
sitively at  him.  "  Ay,  my  daughter," 
recovering  all  his  policy — "  of  love,  and 
holy  friendship,  and  all  that  the  spiritual 
heart  best  knows  and  values.  Think  of 
a  home,  safe  in  these  perilous  times,  and 
bless  the  hand  which  guides  thee  from 
the  trial.  Thy  father,  damsel,  bids  thee 
hence,  and  his  counsel  be  thy  stay." 

"My  father!"  repeated  Matilda — 
"  my  dear  father !"  and  then  she  chased 
away  her  tears,  as  though  courage  grew 
in  the  remembrance.  "  'Tis  but  a  pass- 
ing shower,"  she  observed,  rallying  back 
F  6  a  smile : 
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a  smile :  "  through  an  April  sky,  the 
sun  shines  forth  the  brighter!  Now, 
holy  sir,  I  am  ready  !  and  peace  light  on 
this  holy  dwelling !" 

She  hurried  forward  as  she  spoke,  her 
face  close  muffled  in  her  wimple,  and  her 
eyes  bent  upon  the  ground :  she  feared 
to  pause — she  feared  to  look  up — she 
feared  to  trust  herself,  lest  she  should  en- 
counter some  new  call  upon  her  feelings. 
A  strong  arm  lifted  her  into  the  litter ; 
yet  she  knew  not  whether  it  was  the 
arm  of  the  friar,  for  mingled  grief,  regret, 
and  wonder,  pressed  upon  her  brain: 
not  a  word  was  spoken :  the  litter  was 
close  shut ;  and  when  she  felt  it  in  mo- 
tion, she  sunk  back,  and  burst  into  tears. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  V. 


" Gall  me  with  scorn, 

And  close  am  T  as  the  closed  sepulchre 
Shift  the  drift  of  humour,  and  deal  forth  grace, 
Then  guile  harbours  not  in  the  strange  compound 
Of  ray   nature  !     A  man,  am  I,  forsooth  ! 
Shaped  to  the  times,  and  as  the  times  fitful." 

ALTHOUGH  many  a  sorry  league  harass- 
ed the  strength  and  tried  the  perseve- 
rance of  Walter,  still  his  strength  and 
his  perseverance  failed  not,  and  he  toil- 
ed through  the  obstacles  of  morass,  fo- 
rest, and  wilderness,  with  a  spirit  and  a 
courage  unbroken.  The  powers  which 
had  slumbered  so  many  years,  glowed 
with  fresh  vigour  ;  the  indolence  which 
had  gendered  in  listlessness  and  inertion, 
yielded  to  this  new  call  upon  his  efforts  : 
his  own  private  wrongs  became  grafted 
upon  the  injuries  of  the  unfortunate 

prince 
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prince  Arthur  ;  and  he  felt,  that  against 
the  usurper  and  the  murderer  John,  a 
host,  countless  as  the  sands  upon  the 
sea-shore,  could  not  stay  his  ardour.  Be- 
sides, a  brother,  risen,  as  it  were,  from 
death,  sided  with  justice  and  humanity  : 
and  to  fight  at  the  side  of  that  loved 
brother — to  enrol  himself  beneath  the 
banner  of  France — to  aid  in  the  down- 
fal  of  the  tyrant — to  hurl  him  from  his 
toppling  pinnacle  of  uncertain  greatness 
— was  now  the  aim,  the  prayer,  the  co- 
veted boon  for  which  he  lived :  it  su- 
perseded even  the  ties  of  nature  ;  and 
ever  and  anon,  did  the  burning  fire  of 
indignation  and  hate,  dry  away  the  tears 
which  marked  the  remembrance  of  his 
absent  child. 

"  Shame  !  shame  !"  he  would  ex- 
claim, as  he  wrestled  with  his  best  feel- 
ings— "  I  have  played  the  hind  until  I 
forget  the  warrior.  Down,  thou  treache- 
rous weakness !  Gift  me,  Heaven,  with 
the  rare  bounty  of  a  sword  and  opportu- 
nity; 
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nity ;  and  if  I  wash  not  my  wrongs  in 
the  best  blood  of  England,  be  my  name 
a  recreant  to  my  father's  glory  !" 

But  though  he  manfully  struggled  for 
the  mastery  of  feeling,  throughout  the 
day  he  missed  the  soft  voice  of  concili- 
ation and  comfort ;  at  night-fall  too  he 
recalled  the  caresses  of  Matilda,  and  he 
pictured  her  loneliness,  until  his  heart 
flew  back  to  his  own  home  of  peace,  and 
he  marvelled  at  the  sacrifices  he  had  made. 
The  track  of  country  through  which  he 
journeyed  was  lone  and  wild ;  thick 
woods  mantled  the  hills,  and  the  vallies, 
enriched  with  the  exuberant  sports  of 
nature,  bore  no  single  vestige  of  culti- 
vation :  the  vine  hung  unpruned,  and 
the  fruit-tree  bowed  beneath  its  ruby 
store  :  meandering  streams,  like  threads 
of  liquid  silver,  shone  through  the 
brakes ;  and  rich  clusters  of  vivid  hues, 
dappling  and  varied,  charmed  the  wrapt 
sense  with  infinite  variety.  Not  as  now, 
did  the  picturesque  hamlet,  and  neat 

trimmed 
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trimmed  town,  glad  the  wearied  spirits 
of  the  way-worn  traveller ;  not  as  now, 
did  the  inviting  inn  smile  a  reprieve  to 
his  fatigues  and  to  his  labours :  the 
greensward  was  the  pillow  of  Walter, 
and  the  vaulted  sky, 

"  Thick  inlaid  with  putines  of  bright  gold/' 

his  mighty  canopy.  He  sunk  to  rest 
with  Matilda  in  his  heart,  and  he  smiled, 
as  though  in  reality  he  had  bestowed 
the  mighty  benison. — "  God  bless  my 
darling  !"  was  the  latest  aspiration  of  his 
lips,  and  his  slumbers  were  calmer  and 
sounder  than  often  lights  upon  the  vel- 
vet couch  of  luxury. 

The  russet  dawn,  scattering  the  gloom 
of  misty  night,  roused  him  to  thought 
and  action,  and  again,  refreshed  and 
eager,  did  he  set  forth  on  his  venturous 
errand :  it  was  to  seek  the  camp  at 
Loches — to  crave  an  asylum  for  his  in- 
nocent child — to  know  her  in  security — 
and  then  to  devote  his  sword  and  life  to 

the 
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the  brave  avengers  of  prince  Arthur's 
murder.  The  tramp  of  horse-hoofs,  and 
the  clatter  of  steel,  were  the  first  sounds 
which  spoke  propinquity  to  a  human  be- 
ing :  he  looked  up,  and  he  saw  a  troop  of 
horsemen  speeding  down  the  shelving 
slope  before  him  :  he  was  unarmed  and 
powerless ;  yet  was  his  heart  ill  formed 
for  retreat,  and  boldly  he  stood  his 
ground,  resolved  to  meet  the  issue.  A 
shout  and  a  sudden  halt  tokened  disco- 
very, and  the  next  instant,  though  close- 
ly invested,  daring  a  hundred  sword- 
points,  he  looked  defiance  on  the  band. 

In  the  early  annals  of  the  thirteenth 
century,  during  the  heavy  struggle  in 
which  the  arms  and  policy  of  Philip  Au- 
gustus rended  away  the  ancient  patri- 
mony of  a  rival  house,  despoiling  Eng- 
land of  all  her  transmarine  provinces,  and 
branding  her  monarch  with  cowardice 
and  disgrace,  daring  and  ambitious  spi- 
rits, renouncing  allegiance  and  trusting 
in  their  own  strength,  gave  rein  to  har- 
dihood, 
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dihood,  and  admitted  no  law  save  will ; 
fire  and  pillage  marking  the  feud  of  per- 
sonal enmity,  and  every  excess  of  out- 
rage and  despoliation,  moving  in  the 
train  of  hostile  party.  Like  unto  Eng- 
land, France  was  one  scene  of  violence 
and  contention,  and  all  her  fair  and  pro- 
mising hopes,  her  rich  harvests  and 
abundant  stores,  were  ransacked  and  laid 
waste :  the  weak,  oppressed  by  the  strong; 
the  strong,  by  those  of  mightier  prowess. 
Philip  Augustus,  the  superior  lord  of  all, 
was  himself  swayed  by  sinister  aggran- 
dizement ;  for  successively  curbed  by 
the  sound  policy  of  Henry  the  Second, 
and  the  martial  genius  of  the  lion-heart- 
ed Richard,  now  big  with  the  project  of 
expelling  the  puerile  John,  and  annex- 
ing to  his  own  crown,  the  vast  fiefs, 
which  for  so  many  centuries  had  been 
dismembered  from  it, — blew  with  his 
own  breath  the  hot  flames  of  party  ma- 
lice, and  traced  in  the  vast  scene  of  vi- 
gorous contention,  the  speedy  fulfilment 

of 
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of  all  his  most  coveted  measures.  Thus 
then  was  it,  that  the  bold  and  the  active, 
gathering  into  hosts,  and  surrounded  by 
their  armed  vassals,  moved  like  the 
waves  of  ocean,  overwhelming  all  the 
sweet  flowers  of  peace,  and  sweeping 
with  one  ruthless  besom  of  civil  conten- 
tion. 

The  nobles,  into  whose  power  chance 
had  thus  thrown  the  fearless  Walter, 
was  the  viscount  de  Thouars,  brother  to 
Guido,  the  second  husband  of  Constance, 
widow  of  count  Geoffry,  and  mother  of 
Arthur  duke  of  Britany ;  and  Bertrand 
de  Borne,  viscount  de  Hautefort,  who 
with  their  goodly  train  of  tried  and  mar- 
tial  followers,  were  speed  ing  to  the  suc- 
cour of  Ralph  de  Issodun,  count  D'Eu, 
close  invested  by  the  troops  of  king  John 
in  his  castle  of  Driencourt.  In  times  of 
peril,  suspicion,  watchful  and  eager,  con- 
strues  design  in  every  movement,  and 
espial  in  each  chance  innovator :  and  be- 
cause, unlike  the  class  of  which  his  coarse 

and 
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and  worn  garb  bespoke  him,  Walter 
sued  not  for  mercy,  he  was  roughly  col- 
lared, anddraged  before  the  chieftains. 

"  Is  life  too  poor  a  boon  to  crave  for  ?" 
asked  the  lord  of  Thouars. 

"  A  lone  and  an  unarmed  man  is  safe 
with  the  brave,"  firmly  replied  Walter. 
"  True  courage  seeks  contention." 

"  Who  art  thou  ?"  demanded  the  vis- 
count de  Hautefort. 

"  A  stranger  to  thee,"  answered  Wal- 
ter, "  and  a  wayfarer,  speeding  on  an 
embassy  of  my  own." 

"  I  would  fain  know  thee  better." 

"  It  may  chance  so ;"  and  Walter  bold- 
ly raised  his  eyes  to  the  face  of  his  in- 
quisitor. 

"  I  would  know,  whence  thou  comest, 
and  whither  thou  goest  ?"  pursued  De 
Borne. 

"  I  come  from  my  own  poor  home," 
said  Walter  ;  "  and  I  go,  forsooth  !  whi- 
ther thou  listeth,  for  strength  gives  thee 
the  vantage  over  me." 

"  Then 
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"  Then  shalt  thou  go  with  us,"  ex- 
claimed DeThouars  :  "  and  for  want  of 
a  better  office,  thou  shalt  lead  one  of  the 
sumpter-horses." 

"  And  wilt  thou  bestow  arms?"  ea- 
gerly demanded  Walter. 

"  Ay,  if  thou  knowest  how  to  use 
them." 

"  Try  me  !"  and  Walter's  erect  gait 
and  hostile  mien,  his  smile  of  courage, 
and  his  eye  of  fire,  gave  lie  to  his  garb 
of  lowliness. 

"  Thou  art  other  than  thou  seemest ;" 
and  De  Hautefort  spoke  in  a  voice  sunk 
almost  to  a  whisper. 

A  momentary  flush  deepened  the 
bronzed  cheek  of  Walter,  then  quick  re- 
covering himself — "  Is  courage  confined 
to  station  ?"  he  asked.  "  I  did  but  bid 
theetry  me,  and  if  I  prove  a  recreant,  be 
my  life  the  forfeit."  But  though  thus  im- 
pelled from  the  solitary  track  he  was 
pursuing,  and  pressed  into  the  service  of 
stranger  guides,  scarce  had  the  first  glow 

of 
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of  enthusiasm  died  away,  when  the  re- 
collection of  his  brother,  of  the  palmer, 
of  his  absent  child,  brought  with  them 
his  destination  to  the  camp  at  Loches  as 
the  paramount  duty  upon  his  exertions 
and  his  courage.  Impulse  had  been  the 
bane  of  his  life ;  it  had  plunged  him  in 
error — it  had  tangled  him  in  crime  and 
Woe — it  had  severed  him  from  all  the 
local  ties  of  home — it  had  driven  him  to 
the  cloak  of  disguise  and  mystery — it 
had  reduced  him  to  the  drudgery  of 
manual  toil — yet  still  was  his  nature, 
impulse !  and  dauntlessly  pressing  to 
the  side  of  the  viscount  de  Thouars — 
"  Time  has  been,"  he  exclaimed,  "  when 
neither  caprice  nor  fear  could  give  colour 
to  my  actions :  now  I  must  brave  the 
hazard  :  we  must  part  fellowship,  my 
lord — I  cannot  journey  to  Drien  court." 
De  Thouars  viewed  him  with  a  severe 
and  searching  eye. — "  Whence  the 
change?"  he  demanded,  "and  what  may 
I  infer?" 

"  Its 
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"  Its  rise  is  imperious  circumstances," 
replied  Walter ;  "  and  be  the  inference 
honour  or  dishonour,  nought  can  stay 
me.  There  are  calls,  my  lord,  impera- 
tive calls  upon  the  man,  which  human 
policy  dares  not  violate." 

"  Methought,"  significantly  observed 
De  Hautefort,  "  thou  wert  a  wayfarer, 
and  journeying  from  thy  own  poor 
home:  where  then,  lurketh  the  spring 
to  shape  thy  movements  ?" 

"  Here,"  exclaimed  Walter,  fervently, 
and  he  placed  his  hand  upon  his  heart. 
*'  The  secret  springs  of  man's  action  are 
alone  known  to  himself:  he  may  me- 
thodize his  looks;  he  may  mould  his 
words  to  sinister  colouring;  he  may 

"  He  ceased,  for  the  eye  of  De 

Borne  was  arrested  by  the  signet-ring  on 
his  finger; — it  was  the  one  given  him 
by  the  palmer,  and  it  seemed  to  possess 
the  power  of  a  talisman.  The  chief- 
tains conversed  apart,  and  Walter  stood 
impatient  of  detention;  agitation  arad 

anxiety 
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anxiety  gathering  each  moment,  and 
conjuring  the  terrors  and  the  suspense 
of  Matilda,  almost  to  the  detriment  of 
life.  Suddenly  a  new  and  a  bright  light 
broke  upon  the  dark  cloud  of  his  fears — 
a  light,  as  it  were,  from  heaven,  for  it 
imparted  joy  and  hope !  Constance,  the 
mother  of  the  ill-starred  duke  of  Bri- 
tany,  was  sister-in-law  to  the  viscount 
de  Thouars :  to  crave  at  her  hands  suc- 
cour and  protection,  to  obtain  for  his 
helpless  child  the  boon  of  her  patronage, 
would  be  to  secure  to  her  a  friend  in  the 
hour  of  need,  an  asylum  through  all  the 
changes  of  this  life  of  chance. 

"  To  the  royal  Constance,  the  injured 
mother  of  a  murdered  son,  will  I  appeal 
for  humanity  and  favour,"  mused  the 
sanguine  Walter;  "  to  her  most  secret 
ear  will  I  reveal  my  wrongs  and  my 
sorrows,  and  casting  off  the  muffle  of 
disguise,  convince  her,  that  like  unto 
herself,  my  hate  to  the  tyrant  John  is 
deep  and  ruthless  as  the  grave.  As  a 

mother, 
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mother,  as  a  suffering  outraged  mother, 
she  will  analyze  the  feelings  of  nature — 
she  will  have  pity — she  will  dispense  the 
grace  I  covet — she  will  vouchsafe  the 
charge — she  will  befriend  thee,  my  bless- 
ed child : — and  should  woe  and  death 
betide  me,  thy  known  safety  will  be  vas 

balm;  should " 

"  How  earnest  thou  by  yon  signet  ?" 
demanded  the  viscount  de  Thonars. 

Walter  started,  and  the  bright  fabric 
of  hope  crumbled  into  air ;  he  saw  him- 
self hemmed  in  by  the  bold  followers  of 
two  adventurous  leaders,  close  enveloped 
in  mystery,  and  justly  an  object  of  sus- 
picious doubt.  But  speedily  recovering 
himself,  and  rallying  back  all  his  firm- 
ness— "  Will  it  pass  me  among  friends  ?" 
he  asked. 

"  Marry,  will  it,  to  the  secret  ear  of 
my  liege  the  king!'  exclaimed  De 
Hautefort. 

"  Then  be  it  a  God-send !"  ejaculated 
alter.  "  My  lord,"  and  he  turned 
VOL.  i.  G  proudly 
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proudly  to  De  Thouars,  "  the  friend 
who  bestowed  this  signet-ring,  knew  me 
fashioned  to  the  trust.  Not  to  the  cas- 
tle of  Driencourt,  but  to  the  camp  at 
Loches,  am  I  bidden." 

"  Strange,"  remarked  the  viscount, 
"  thy  garb  befitteth  not  the  errand" — 
and  he  surveyed  him  from  head  to  foot. 

"  Appearances/'  said  Walter,  signifi- 
cantly smiling,  "  are  often  fallacious. 
My  lord,  in  this  world.,,  dross  may  be 
mistaken  for  sterling  gold :  it  is  not  the 
outward  seeming  which  stamps  the  esti- 
mate. God  wot !  the  speckled  snake 
owns  a  skin  gayer  and  brighter  than  the 
eel ;  yet  is  the  .one  nutritive,  the  other 
baneful !  I  journey  to  Loches,  on  the  er- 
land  dear  to  every  honest  heart,  the  er- 
rand of  retributive  justice." 

"Espousest  thou  the  wrongs  of  Hugh 
le  13run,  earl  of  Marche  ?"  eagerly  inter- 
rogated De  Hautefort. 

"  Aggression,"  firmly  returned  Wal- 
ter, "  has  claim  on  every  warrior-sword." 

"  Man, 
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"  Man,  thou  art  strangely  gifted/' 
thoughtfully  observed  De  Thouars. 
"  Fain  would  I  know  thee  better." 

"  Wilt  thou  befriend  me  with  thy  in- 
terest ?"  eagerly  demanded  Walter ; 
"  wilt  thou  grant  a  boon  which  will 
stamp  me  for  life  thy  debtor  ?" 

"  Name  it,"  said  the  viscount. 

"  The  ear  of  thy  brother's  wife — of 
the  lady  Constance — of  the  mother  of 
the  ill-fated  duke  of  Britany,"  replied 
Walter.  "  I  would  seek  her  presence ; 
I  would  crave  her  interference,  as  the 
sick  man  craves  after  health,  as  the  con- 
demned craves  after  respite." 

"As  how?"  and  De  Thouars  measured 
him  with  keen  caution. 

"  I  have  a  child,  a  daughter,  a  most 
dear  daughter" — and  his  voice  quivered 
with  internal  feeling — "  a  creature,  my 
lord,  more  rarely  gifted  than  myself; 
made  up  of  all  that  is  excellent,  and 
needing  now  a  shelter  and  protection." 

"  Beshrew  me !"  said  De  Hautefort, 
G  2!  yielding 
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yielding  to  the  mere  pleasantry  of  a  light 
heart,  "  the  lack  may  soon  be  fitted.  I 
have  a  home,  and  a  sword,  and  an  eye 

for  beauty,  and " 

"Have  a  care,"  interrupted  Walter, 
and  his  lightning  glance  was  wellnigh 
scathing ;  "  'tis  a  chord  which  will  not 
bear  touching.  The  maid  of  whom  I 
speak,  is  pure  as  unsunned  snow ;  not 
slander's  self  can  bay  her  actions." 
1  "Mine  was  a  random  banter,"  said 
De  Borne.  "  By  the  rood !"  and  he 
held  forth  his  hand,  "  not  for  a  princely 
dower  would  I  wound  the  parent  heart. 
Pardon  me,  stranger:  honour  and  chi- 
valry enjoin  succour  to  the  helpless,  and 
perish  the  dastard  who  betrays  the  trust. 
I  would  draw  sword  with  thee,  but  not, 
forsooth,  in  enmity,  for  judgment  much 
belies  me,  if  thine  be  maiden  steel !" 

"  Enough,  my  lord,"  exclaimed  Wal- 
ter.    "  Like  thine,  be  my  sword  the  he- 
rald of  my  feelings.     I  war  with  the  op- 
pressor, 
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pressor,  and  rally  on  the  side  of  the  op- 
pressed." 

"  With  him  who  tramples  on  ano- 
ther's right?"  quick  interrogated  De 
Hautefort — "  with  him,  who  heedless  of 
law  and  honour,  neglectful  of  all  bond, 
human  and  divine,  ravishes  the  hope  of 
another's  existence?" 

"With  the  traitor  uncle  who  filches 
away  the  just  inheritance,"  rejoined  Wal- 
ter— "  with  John  of  England.  But  now 
of  self,  my  lord,"  and  he  turned  anxious- 
ly to  De  Thouars. — "  This  daughter, 
this  innocent  helpless  child,  needeth  the 
shelter  of  a  home.  I  would  forthwith 
to  the  countess  Constance,  and  then  to 
Loches." 

"  Thy  garb  ill  fashions  thee  for  a 
lady's  presence,"  remarked  the  viscount. 

"  I  would  I  could  doff  my  griefs  as 
aptly  as  1  can  doff  my  habit,"  quick  re- 
plied Walter.  "  Speed  me,  I  pray,  to 
the  lady  Constance,  and  willingly  will  I 
play  thy  herald." 

G  3  "  And 
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"  And  when  in  her  presence,  what 
then  ?" 

"  Why  then  I  will  appeal  to  her 
heart — I  will  neither  garner  nor  detract 
from  my  story :  and  should  she  grant 
me  favour,  I  will  to  the  camp  at  Loches, 
and  beard  the  murderer  John,  even  to 
the  death." 

"  Bosomest  thou  no  enmity,  save  the 
enmity  of  general  disapproval,  save  the 
spontaneous  abhorrence  which  virtue 
feels  for  vice?"  asked  De  Thouars. 

Walter  stood  for  some  moments 
thoughtful  and  silent :  more,  much 
more,  than  the  general  disapproval,  than 
the  spontaneous  abhorrence  of  virtue  to 
vice,  resolved  the  crude  acrimony  of  his 
feelings;  yet  could  he  not  make  bare 
the  sorrows  and  the  trials  of  his  life, 
could  he  not  explain  the  secret  incite- 
ment, which  spurred  to  hatred  and  re- 
venge.— "  What  more  can  man  need," 
he  at  length  demanded,  "  to  cast  the 
mite  of  his  strength  into  the  balance  of 

bleeding 
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bleeding  oppression,  to  league  himself 
with  the  sworn  foes  of  aggression  and 
tyranny  ?  I  have  known— I  have  groan- 
ed beneath  the  weight  of  arbitrary  coer- 
cion." Then  with  a  labouring  sigh — 
"  The  veil  which  shuts  in  the  past  must 
not  be  lifted :  this  is  neither  place  nor  sea- 
son :  mine  is  no  idle  plaint,  or  vamped- 
up  story.  Believe  me,  nobles,  the  heart 
which  throbs  beneath  this  plain  and 
homely  garb,  fears  death  less  than  it  fears 
dishonour." 

"  I  do  believe  thee,  stranger,"  said  De 
Thouars;  "and  further,  I  will  trust 
thee,  even  to  thy  wish.  Furnished  with 
horse  and  arms,  I  will  speed  thee  straight 
to  the  presence  of  the  lady  Constance : 
doff  then  thy  habit,  and  case  thy  limbs 
in  steel :  God's  truth,  it  will  beseem  thee 
better  than  yon  dun  cloak  and  hose ! 
Nay,  no  thanks.  Perchance  we  may 
meet  in  fields  of  war  and  blood ;  then 
pay  back  the  debt,  if  debt  there  be,  in 
vengeance  on  the  foe." 

G  4  Walter's 
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Walter's  brave  heart  swelled  high, 
when  cased  in  the  bright  habiliments  of 
war,  he  sought  once  more  the  presence 
of  De  Thouars :  it  was  gratitude,  it  was 
exultation,  it  was  a  feeling  betwixt  plea- 
sure and  pain  which  quickened  every 
pulse  in  his  frame ;  he  felt  the  bond  of 
obligation,  and  his  pride  writhed;  he 
felt  the  weight  of  a  stranger's  trust,  and 
he  estimated  that  trust,  as  a  crying  tes- 
timony, that  genuine  nobleness  still  har- 
boured among  men. — "  He  knows  me 
not,"  mused  Walter,  as  he  tarried  the 
parting  commands  of  the  viscount,  "and 
yet  he  confides  in  my  bare  faith ;  he  bo- 
soms neither  doubt  nor  suspicion,  although 
mystery  cloaks  my  every  action."  His 
birth,  his  rank,  his  name,  his  misfortunes, 
hung  upon  his  lips;  he  had  almost  cast 
aside  every  muffle;  he  had  almost  ex- 
plained the  hidden  cause  of  enmity 
to  the  king  of  England,  when  the  voice 
of  De  Hautefort  brought  him  back  to 
policy  and  to  himself. 

"By 
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w  By  our  Lady,  an  army  such  as  thoti, 
and  perish  the  claims  of  the  usurper 
John !" 

"  I  would  all  who  wield  sword  pos- 
sessed the  like  heart !"  observed  De 
Thouars;  then  turning  to  Walter — 
"  Brave  soldier — for  thy  eye  speaks  thee 
brave,  and  thy  port  a  soldier — trusting 
in  thy  faith,  as  my  especial  messenger, 
I  speed  thee  to  Angers ;  and  when  with- 
in the  castle,  be  this  thy  passport  to  the 
presence  of  the  lady  Constance;"  and  he 
gave  into  his  hands,  a  slip  of  vellum, 
close  sealed  with  his^  own  signet.  "  And 
now  farewell !  God's  grace  betide  thee ! 
Our  duty  calls  us  counter." 

Walter  took  the  vellum — he  bowed — 
he  placed  his  spread  hand  upon  his 
heart,  but  that  heart  was  too  full  for  ut- 
terance. 

"  Anon  to  meet  again,"  said  De 
Hautefort;  "belike  in  fields  of  strife 
and  blood.  Should  it  chance  so,  whe- 
ther in  masquerade,  or  in  thy  own  true 
G  5  person. 
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person,  seek  out  Bertrand  de  Borne — 
and  be  this  good  sword  the  pledge  of 
fellowship  betwixt  us."  As  he  spoke, 
he  loosened  the  weapon  from  his  own 
thigh ;  and  Walter,  drawing  the  bur- 
nished blade  from  the  scabbard,  raised  it 
to  his  lips,  with  a  feeling  bordering  on 
devotion. — "  When  I  abuse  the  trust," 
he  faltered  out — "  when  I  dishonour 
this  bond  of  generous  reliance,  may  my 
every  hope  be  blasted !— may  Heaven's 
curse  light  alike  upon  me  and  mine !" 
Then  with  rallying  cheerfulness — "Per- 
chance, my  lord,  this  good  sword  may 
hew  its  way  through  the  close  phalanx 
of  our  foes ;  may  deal  out  death,  as  now 
it  deals  out  favour.  Should  it  prove  so, 
be  it  to  the  glory  of  our  sworn  league — 
be  it  to  the  honour  of  our  joint  trust — of 
France  and  of  Philip  Augustus !" 

"  Ay,  of  France  and  of  Philip  Au- 
gustus !"   repeated  in  one  De  Thouars 
and  De  Hautefort : — and  every  follower 
caught  the  sound,  and  every  tongue  re- 
verberated 
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verberated  the  saying :  and  long  after 
Walter  had  lost  sight  of  the  gallant  com- 
pany, did  the  welkin  resound  with  the 
prolengthened  echo,  France  and  Philip 
Augustus ! 


CHAPTER  VI. 


-Fate  lies  hid  in  shade  : 


No  human  hand  can  raise  the  misty  veil ; 
No  human  eye  can  pierce  the  misty  veil : 
It  gathers,  or  it  breaks,  for  Heaven's  just  end  !" 

THE  last  sunbeam  tinged  the  west  with 
golden  splendour,  as  Walter  neared  the 
long-spied  walls  of  Angers,  as  he  mark- 
ed her  stately  battlements  and  antique 
towers,  breaking  from  the  haze  of  dis- 
tance, and  stretching  beside  the  silver 
margin  of  the  rippling  Mayenne:  her 
castle,  piled  upon  a  steep  bold  rock,  was 
as  the  pharos  to  the  night- worn  mariner; 
G6  it 
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it    augured   hope — it    smiled   a  haven 
through  a  sea  of  storm  ;  it  was  the  abi- 
ding place  of  the  lady  Constance  ;  anon, 
it  might  be  the  abiding-place  of  Matilda. 
"  Grant  it  Heaven  !"  aspirated  the  fond 
father;  "  whatever  be  my  destiny  here 
below,  thy  blessing  light  upon  my  inno- 
cent child  !"  and  then  he  set  spurs  to 
horse,  and  when  he  passed  the  barrier, 
the  still  glories  of  evening  were  fast  sha- 
dowing into  grey.     Cased  as  he  was  in 
steel,  his  face  hid  by  his  closed  morion, 
and  bearing  a  passport  signed  by  the 
viscount  de  Thouars,  he  heeded  not  the 
busy  throngs  he  every  where  encounter- 
ed :  he  was  in  an  hostile  city,  far  remo- 
ved from  the  influence  of  the  king  of 
England;    he  feared  neither  the  possi- 
bility of  arrest  or  of  recognition ;  yet  he 
doubted,  whether  to  proceed  direct  to 
the   castle,  or,  for  the  night,  to  claim 
shelter  beneath  some  religious  roof.    As 
he  stood  pondering  within  himself  how 
best  to  shape  his  actions,  a  gaunt-like  fi- 

'  gure, 
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gure,  close  muffled  in  a  dark  cloak, 
snatched  at  the  bridle  of  his  horse,  and 
stepping  close  beside  him,  in  a  voice 
scarce  higher  than  a  whisper,  said — "  If 
thou  art  what  thy  garb  bespeaks  thee,  a 
soldier,  alight  and  follow  me." 

"  Whither  wouldst  thou  lead  ?"  asked 
Walter,  doubtful  and  wondering. 

"Fear  not,"  resumed  the  stranger, 
"  but  follow  me." 

"  Fear,"  repeated  Walter,  and  pride 
spurred  to  the  venture;  then  springing 
from  the  stirrup,  and  casting  the  bridle 
o'er  his  arm — "Lead  on,"  he  pursued, 
"  and  I  will  follow,  even  to  death." 

The  stranger  spoke  no  more,  but  he 
passed  swiftly  through  many  narrow 
streets  and  turnings,  and  ofttimes  he 
paused,  and  looked  back,  as  if  doubtful 
of  his  companion.  The  haze  of  twilight 
was  fast  deepening  into  the  shades  of 
night:  earth  and  sky  were  alike  enve- 
loped :  not  a  star  shone  in  the  heavens : 
heavy  clouds  gathered  in  the  wind :  the 

low 
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low  moan  of  distant  thunder  at  intervals 
broke  upon  the  stillness,  and  Walter 
could  scarce  distinguish  the  giant  form 
which  stalked  before  him ;  yet  boldly 
did  he  advance,  nor  did  the  guide  pause, 
until  they  had  reached  a  dark  and  lone 
building,  shut  in  by  thick  walls. 

"  Here  ends  our  toil,"  said  the  stran- 
ger. "  Hast  thou  faith  and  courage  to 
venture  further  ?" 

"  Ay,  even  to  death,"  again  exclaim- 
ed Walter,  and  the  next  instant,  passing 
through  a  low  postern,  he  found  himself 
within  a  kind  of  court-yard,  close  hem- 
med in,  and  overgrown  with  weeds  and 
rubbish. 

"  Tarry  until  I  stow  the  beast,"  said 
the  man ;  and  he  took  the  bridle,  and 
led  to  a  shed,  or  stable,  on  the  opposite 
side, 

Walter  glanced  around ;  his  heart  was 
firm,  his  nerves  strung  to  every  vicissi- 
tude ;  yet  he  placed  his  hand  upon  the 
gift  of  De  Hautefort,  upon  the  hilt  of 

that 
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that  good  sword,  with  which  he  still 
hoped  to  carve  out  fortune. — "  Be  thou 
my  stay,"  he  mused,  "whithersoever 
chance  or  capricious  destiny  may  steer 
me." 

The  building  was  large  and  heavy ;  it 
was  flanked  with  watch  towers,  as  though 
it  had  once  been  used  as  a  fastness  of 
strength ;  but  now  it  was  fallen  to  decay, 
and  inky  blackness,  and  mouldering  de- 
solation, prevailed  throughout. 

"  The  portal  gates  had  fallen  from  their  hinges; 

the  roof  lack'd  leading, 

And  docks  and  nettles  in  the  court  grew  rank." 

A  faint  light  streamed  through  a  high 
loophole  in  the  further  tower:  this 
doubtless  was  the  spot  to  which  he  was 
bidden ;  and  it  was  a  spot,  so  lone,  and 
so  fitted  to  deeds  of  evil,  that  suspicion 
grew  as  he  tarried  the  return  of  the 
guide. 

"  Another  hour,  and  our  doublets  had 
been  drenched,"  said  the  man  :  "  the 

rain 
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rain  begins  to  patter,  and  the  storm 
drifts  fast.  'Tis  a  sorry  shelter,  sir 
knight,  but  'tis  better  than  earth  and 
sky" — and  then  he  led  forward,  and 
crossing  to  the  main  building,  and 
threading  many  intricate  passages,  he 
ascended  a  spiral  staircase. 

Walter  shadowed  his  very  footsteps; 
for  though  dark,  almost  to  stumbling, 
embarked  as  he  was,  in  an  adventure  so 
mysterious,  and  so  replete  with  peril,  he 
resolved  to  court  the  issue.  He  was 
bold  to  the  despite  of  life ;  his  youth  had 
been  trained  to  war  and  warlike  darings, 
and  he  felt  his  courage  grow  as  the  ha- 
zard seemed  to  thicken. 

"  Tarry,"  said  the  man,  "  until  I  cast 
light  upon  thy  path." 

Walter  snatched  at  his  cloak. — "  Not 
so,"  he  exclaimed  :  "  we  move  together, 
whether  in  light  or  in  darkness." 

"  On  my  soul,"  rejoined  the  stranger, 
"  here  lurketh  no  treachery,  no  foul 
play." 

"  Lead 
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"  Lead  on,"  said  Walter,  firmly ;  "  I 
have  all  to  learn." 

On  turning  the  last  sharp  angle,  and 
mounting  to  the  last  step,  a  light,  shi- 
ning through  the  crevices,  directed  to 
an  opposite  door :  the  guide  stepped  for- 
ward, and  the  next  instant,  Walter  fol- 
lowed into  a  low  stone  chamber.  A 
lamp  was  burning  on  a  marble  slab,  and 
a  female  was  sitting  beside  it ;  and  upon 
a  couch,  or  pallet-bed,  at  the  far  end,  lay 
stretched,  an  aged  man,  apparently  strug- 
gling with  mortal  ailment.  The  noise 
of  entrance  disturbed  the  lady ;  she  look- 
ed up,  and  the  ray  of  light,  falling  a- 
skaunce  her  features,  disclosed  a  faee, 
white  as  moonshine,  but  of  most  exqui- 
site beauty.  She  rose  hastily,  and  throw- 
-  ing  back  her  long  dark  tresses,  advanced 
a  few  paces,  then  paused,  and  timidly 
pronounced,  O'Carroll." 

"  Ay,  I  am  here,  sweet  saint,"  said 
the  stranger  guide,  "and  my > errand  is 
accomplished !" 

«  A  friend," 
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"  A  friend,"  said  the  lady,  and  she 
burst  into  tears. 

Walter  stood  root-bound,  every  ves- 
tige of  suspicion  dying  away,  and  all  his 
heart  speaking  in  his  eyes.  Here  was 
distress;  here  was  calamity,  perchance, 
great  as  had  been  his  own;  innocence 
too,  and  helplessness,  like  unto  Matilda's : 
and  as  her  tears,  falling  like  dew  upon 
the  lily,  heightened  the  interest  of  her 
rare  loveliness,  he  mentally  vowed  to 
succour,  even  to  the  venture  of  life. 
The  maiden  spoke,  and  a  wild  tremour 
ran  through  his  frame;  he  gazed  upon 
her,  and  his  every  pulse  quickened. 

"  Dreadful  is  the  necessity,"  she  fal- 
tered out,  "  which  seeks  for  aid  at  stran- 
ger hands  !  here  we  are  all  strangers,  sir 
knight,  and  the  exigence  of  a  dying  fa- 
ther must  sue  for  pardon." 

"  I  can  feel  for  what  I  have  felt — mis- 
fortune," sighed  Walter.  "  Try  me, 
lady,  to  the  utmost  stretch  of  power ;" 
and  he  bowed  his  head,  and  placed  his 

hand 
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hand  upon  his  breast. — "  Belike  I  act 
unwittingly,"  murmured  the  maid, "  but 
my  heart  must  plead  the  error  of  my 
judgment.  Alas!  in  pressing  a  stran- 
ger into  the  service  of  misfortune,  I  have 
nought,  save  thanks,  to  offer." 

"  There  is  a  meed  beyond  ought  of 
earthly  thanks,"  said  Walter  fervently. 
"  Lady,  no  more.  I  would  my  powers 
were  boundless  as  my  will!  Be  brief,  I 
pray  you,  and  speak  your  wishes." 

The  maiden  raised  her  sunny  eyes  to 
the  face  of  Walter,  and  that  look,  that 
angel  face,  opened  anew  the  page  of  the 
past :  it  was  grief,  it  was  almost  mad- 
dening tenderness,  which  rushed  upon 
his  heart,  which  swam  in  visions  of  ec- 
stacy  and  torture  ;  he  staggered  back ; 
he  pressed  his  hand  to  his  forehead ;  and 
not  until  a  low  moan  sounded  from  the 
bed,  did  he  recover  to  the  consciousness 
of  where  he  was ;  he  looked  up,  and  he 
saw  the  sylph-like  form  bending  o'er  the 
couch,  her  hand,  white  as  Parian  marble, 

clasping 
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clasping  the  shrunken  hand  which  lay 
upon  the  coverlet.  She  beckoned  him 
towards  her,  and  then  she  softly  whis- 
pered— "  Your  wish  is  accomplished,  my 
dear  father :  we  are  not  quite  alone — not 
quite  destitute :  compassion  lives  among 
men;  and  here  is  one,  to  minister  to 
your  comfort." 

The  sick  man  raised  his  head  from 
the  pillow  ;  he  looked  long  and  wistfully 
at  Walter,  and  then  sinking  back — "  A 
soldier,"  he  murmured,  "  and  no  priest." 

"  Would  you  that  a  priest  be  sum- 
moned?" asked  the  distressed  girl. 

"  It  had  been  better  fitting,"  faltered 
the  invalid.  "A  priest,  to  shrive  the 
conscience  of  a  dying  man." 

"  Oh,  say  not  so !"  implored  the  mai- 
den, and  she  wept  in  grief  of  heart. 

"  A  priest,  to  pray  for  me,  to  absolve 
me,"  resumed  the  sufferer.  "  Knowest 
thou  not,  the  thread  of  life  is  wellnigh 
spun  ?" 

"  We  will  pray  for  you,"  sobbed  the 

mourner ; 
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mourner ;  "  and  for  absolution,  my  dear 
father,  it  cometh,  through  faith,  in  the 
promises  of  salvation.  We  are  all  bound 
down  and  chained  in  the  gyves  of  sin : 
not  of  ourselves,  but  of  the  blessed  Jesu, 
be  our  bonds  lightened  !  My  father,  my 
dear  father,  would  ye  that  a  priest  be 
sent  for?"  and  she  hung  imploringly 
over  him.  A  slight  convulsion  black- 
ened the  features  of  the  aged  man,  and 
he  groaned  in  the  torture  of  the  spirit. 
"  What  if  O'Carroll  hie  to  the  nigh  con- 
vent, and  summon  one  of  the  brethren  ?" 
she  importuned.  "  Speak  but  the  wish, 
my  father;  he  tarries  to  fly  thy  bid- 
ding." 

O'Carroll,  wrapped  in  the  same  dun 
cloak,  strode  to  the  bed's  foot ;  he  stood 
irresolute,  his  eyes  bent  upon  the  inva- 
lid ;  and  though,  so  tall,  so  gaunt,  and 
so  ill-favoured  for  softness,  big  tears  cha- 
sed each  other  down  his  bronzed  cheek. 

"  How  fallacious  is  appearance !  how 
erroneous  all  of  human  judgment !"  mu- 
sed 
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sed  Walter,  marking  the  scene  before 
him.  "  A  heart  harbours  in  yon  rough 
casket,  soft  as  the  heart  of  woman  !"  and 
a  feeling,  amounting  to  remorse,  re- 
proved his  late  suspicions. 

"  I  will  be  back  in  the  twinkling  of 
an  eye" — and  O'Carroll  struggled  down 
his  sobs. — "  By  the  mass,  and  I  would 
have  brought  a  priest,  but  I  judged  a 
soldier  better  fitted  to  the  office !  God 
wot !  the  poor  Margaret  will  lack  a  pro- 
tector, when  thy  ear,  my  honoured  mas- 
ter, is  stopped  with  dust." 

"  Margaret,"  repeated  Walter,  and  he 
gazed  on  the  unconscious  maid,  with  a 
feeling,  more  wild,  and  more  agitated, ' 
than  before. 

The  sick  man  again  looked  up,  again 
looked  steadfastly  on  Walter. — "  A  pro- 
tector for  the  poor  Margaret,"  he  mur- 
mured— "  thou  hast  judged  wittingly, 
O'Carroll :  a  protector  for  the  poor  Mar- 
garet first — and  next,  a  priest  for  my 
own  need." 

"Ay, 
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"  Ay,  and  I  will  seek  one,"  exclaimed 
O'Carroll ;  "  and  I  will  be  fleet  as  the 
whirlwind  ;"  and  as  he  spoke,  he  ga- 
thered up  his  cloak,  and  hurried  from 
the  chamber.  But  though  in  the  faith 
of  superstition,  a  priest  was  to  still  "  the 
worm  that  dies  not" — was  to  quench 
"  the  insatiate  fire  that  ever  burns" — 
the  sick  man  could  find  no  rest  in  the 
anticipated  benison ;  his  thoughts  were 
busy  ;  his  spirit  restless  and  perturbed  ; 
he  seemed  to  be  wrestling  with  ills  un- 
seen, to  be  struggling  beneath  a  heavy 
weight  of  bosomed  evil.  Sometimes, 
he  would  start  erect,  and  wildly  glance 
around  ;  then  he  would  bury  his  face  on 
the  pillow,  as  though  to  shut  out  some 
grim  and  ghastly  apparition  ;  then,  with 
heavy  groans,  would  he  sink  into  still- 
ness, or,  with  cries,  heart-rending  and 
terrific,  petition  grace  and  succour. 

"  What  bodes  these  fearful  parox- 
ysms ?"  asked  Walter. 

Margaret  could  only  weep. 

"  Is 
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"  Is  it  fever,  or  is  it  some  fatal  secret, 
stinging  unto  death  ?  Is  it " 

Margaret  looked  up,  and  Walter 
ceased,  for  again  did  bright  but  misty 
visions  of  paradise  flit  around  him — 
visions  of  the  past — visions  of  his  days 
of  happiness— visions,  dim  and  shape- 
less, like  distant  land,  gloaming  amid 
the  waves  of  ocean ;  yet  did  they  cozen 
him  of  his  fortitude! — "Forgive  me, 
lady,"  he  faltered — "  I  am  scarce  my- 
self. There  are  similarities,  there  are 
resemblances,  which  acting  on  the  mind, 
impart  strange  influence  to  the  actions. 
Your  form — your  features !  Lady,  you 
resemble  one,  enskied  and  sainted ;  one, 
who  gave  bliss  to  my  life !  Virgin  Mo- 
ther! when  I  hear  the  name  of  Mar- 
garet— when  I  look  upon  the  living, 
breathing  Margaret,  weeping  for  ano- 
ther's woe,  my  own  dead  Margaret, 
lives  again,  breathes  again,  brings  back 
hope  and  transport/' 

"  Alas !  and  must  all  who  live,  all 

who 
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who  breathe,  quaff  of  the  bitter  cup  of 
human  misery  ?"  sighed  the  maid. 

"  You  too  have  endured,  sir  knight, 
and  another  Margaret  has  drooped  be- 
neath the  mildew  of  misfortune." 

Walter    dashed    the    tear    from    his 
cheek ;   his  own  feelings  were  inexpli- 
cable to  him,  for  the  honeyed  accents  of 
her  tongue,    fell,  as  sweet  incense,  on 
his  heart ;    he  took  her  hand ;    he  whis- 
pered something  of  assurance  and  sym- 
pathy, and  then  he  ceased,  for  a  heavy 
groan  issued  from  the  bed,  and  the  sick 
man,    springing  erect  upon  his  elbow, 
gazed  wildly  around.     The  gloom  seem- 
ed peopled  with  creatures  of  his  own 
fancy ;    for   whether   it   was   fever,    or 
whether  it  was  remorse,  horror  and  dis- 
may lived   in  his  eye. — "  Is  there  no 
help  ?"    he   exclaimed. — "  Is   there   no 
heart  in  this  vast  city  of  Angers  to  so- 
lace  a   dying   man?      Margaret — poor 
Margaret !    I  would  make  atonement-* 
I  would  strive  at  something  of  expiation 
VOL.  i.  H  — I  would 
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— I  would  secure  a  shelter  for  thy 
wretchedness — I  would  give  thee  a  home, 
child,  when  my  home  is  the  grave." 

"  Dear,  dear  father,  be  composed,  be 
calm,  I  pray  you,"  urged  Margaret ; 
"  think  not  of  me  ;  the  priest  first ;"  and 
then  she  would  have  drawn  Walter 
from  the  couch,  but  the  sick  man 
stretched  forth  his  hand  to  stay  him. 

"  I  remember  all,"  he  feebly  said :  "  the 
knight  who  came  at  the  call  of  O'Car- 
roll.  Go,  leave  us,  Margaret.  I  have 
mifch  to  say,  much  to  do,  and  time  flits 
on  rapid  pinion.  Time — time,"  he  pur- 
sued, and  his  every  feature  was  con- 
vulsed :  "  blessed  Jesu  !  would  that  I 
could  bring  back  the  years  that  are  flown ! 
worlds  of  wealth  would  too  cheaply  pay- 
for  one  single  hour.  Go,  Margaret — 
go,  pray  for  me — pray  for  the  signal 
grace  of  one  hour  :  it  importeth  much 
to  thee."  He  watched  her,  as  with 
soundless  tread,  she  shrunk  away  from 
beside  him ;  and  when,  by  the  lamp's 

yellow 
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yellow  ray,  he  saw  her  kneeling  at  the 
far  end  of  the  chamber,  he  again  seized 
the  hand  of  Walter. — "  A  little  nearer," 
he  implored — "  I  crave  thy  ear — I  crave 
thy  compassion.  I  am  a  stranger,  a  fo- 
reigner: not  of  this  country.  I  come 
from  a  far  land ;  I " 

"  From  friends  and  home,"  feelingly 
interrupted  Walter  :  "  alas !  I  can  sym- 
pathize in  every  pang." 

"  More — more  than  sympathize,"  im- 
portuned the  dying  man,  and  he  held 
his  hand  in  the  clasp  of  anguish — "  I 
would  crave  protection — I  would  crave 
a  home,  for  yon  forlorn  one." 

"  Your  daughter  ?"  asked  Walter. 

The  stranger  half  raised  himself,  and 
dragging  him  down,  so  that  his  ear 
nearly  touched  his  lip — "  She  believes 
so,"  he  whispered. 

"  Then  she  has  not  a  daughter's 
claim,"  and  Walter's  heart  throbbed  al- 
most audibly. 

"  It  is  a  long   story — a  sad   story," 
H  2  gasped 
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gasped  out  the  invalid.  "  I  have  not 
breath — not  life,  to  tell  all.  I  am  old, 
and  worn  out,  and  worthless;  ay,  and 
feeble,  and  death-stricken  too.  Stran- 
ger, I  come  from  a  far  land — I  once 
had  friends,  powerful  friends  :  but  when 
the  ill-starred  De  Courson,  the  lord  of 
Ratheny  and  Kilbarrock,  basely  fell,  my 
sun  set  in  clouds." 

"  Basely — didst  thou  say  basely  ?"  de- 
manded Walter,  and  he  clung  to  the 
side  of  the  couch,  for  his  knees  tottered, 
and  death-damps  oozed  from  his  fore- 
head. 

The  sick  man  raised  his  sunken  eyes; 
they  rested  on  the  nearly  convulsed  fea- 
tures of  Walter,  yet  so  wrapped  was  he 
in  the  hidden  folds  of  his  own  woe,  that 
he  heeded  not  his  agony. — "  Alas !  alas  !" 
he  faltered,  "  but  for  the  fall  of  De 
Courson,  I  had  not  been  here,  Marga- 
ret had  not  been  here.  Stranger,  the 
tale  is  wild  and  intricate.  Revenge — 
revenge  has  been  the  blot  upon  my 

manhood — 
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manhood — 1  wrested  the  bolt  of  human 
destiny,  and  my  victim  fell.  Ah  !  hearest 
thou  not  his  groans  ?  seest  thou  not  his 
wan  shade  ?  He  rides  upon  the  whirl- 
wind— he  lives  in  the  storm : — he  came, 
as  a  conqueror,  with  fire  and  with 
sword ;  he  ravaged  the  green  fields  of 
my  native  land,  and  I  slew  him  in  his 
hour  of  security.  Avenging  God !  I 
thought  it  justice,  retaliation;  but  I 
feel — I  own  it  murder." 

Walter  spoke  not — his  every  sense 
felt  converged  in  the  sense  of  hearing : 
strangely  was  he  implicated  in  the  des- 
tiny of  the  mysterious  being  before 
him : — and  he  saw  the  grave  opening, 
and  that  mysterious  being,  dropping, 
sinking  into  its  oblivious  fold,  with  the 
tale  half  told,  with  the  fearful  link 
tightened,  with  the  strange  concatena- 
tion unexplained. 

"  Wilt  thou  aid  me  ? — wilt  thou  suc- 
cour me  in  my  uttermost  need?"  wildly 
implored  the  aged  man — "  wilt  thou 
H  3  pluck 
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pluck  away  the  thorn,  which  goads  so 
sharp  and  stinging?  For  the  love  of 
Christ — for  the  love  of  thy  own  soul — 
for  the  love  of  mercy,  wilt  thou  protect 
the  orphan  Margaret  ?" 

'•  Speak  on  !  speak  on  !"  urged  Wal- 
ter, scarce  conscious  of  what  he  uttered. 

"  Wilt  thou  be  her  father  ?— wilt 
thou  be  her  friend? — wilt  thou  steer 
her  through  this  world  of  peril  ?  Be 
brief:  tell  me,  wilt  thou  accept  the 
trust  ?  *  or  must  I  die  unassured  ?" 

He  paused,  but  Walter  could  not 
answer ;  his  own  powers  seemed  para* 
lyzed — his  heart's  pulsation  felt  to  stop : 
wildly  he  gazed  upon  the  stricken  being 
before  him,  as  though  his  own  life  hung 
upon  the  frail  thread  so  nearly  severed. 

«  Air — give  me  air,"  gasped  out  the 
dying  man — "  I  lack  breath — I  lack 
strength.  Oh,  for  air !"  and  he  half 
threw  himself  from  the  couch,  and 
grasped  tight  at  the  arm  of  Walter: 
then,  looking  up  into  his  face — "  Is 

there 
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there  a  hell  keener  than  the  hell  of  con- 
science ?"  he  asked.  "  How  dare  I  pic- 
ture heaven,  when  thou,  even  thou,  a 
worm,  an  atom,  like  unto  myself,  with- 
holds the  boon  of  comfort  ?" 

"  Not  so,"  said  Walter,  struggling 
down  the  load  within  :  "  too  well  do  I 
feel  my  own  insufficiency,  to  withhold 
the  boon  I  myself  covet.  Mercy — Hea- 
ven's mercy  on  us  both  !  Explain,  tell 
me  of  the  orphan  Margaret?  already 
does  my  heart  yearn  to  her,  as  to  the 
child  of  my  own  love." 

The  stranger  laboured  for  words  :  a- 
gain  he  tried  to  raise  himself,  but  he 
fell  back  on  the  pillow ;  a  heavy  con- 
vulsion blackened  his  features — it  seem- 
ed as  the  inward  workings  of  remorse 
and  anguish ;  and  when  the  power  of 
speech  did  return,  his  articulation  was 
sunk  and  broken. — "  The  hand  of  mise- 
ry weighs  me  down ; — the  power,  not 
the  will,  is  wanting.  Pray  for  me, 
stranger — pray  for  us:  I,  the  injurer — 
H  4  she, 
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she,  the  injured."  He  ceased — he  lay 
listless  and  still ;  then,  with  a  heavy  ef- 
fort, every  nerve  stretched,  and  every 
power  exerted — "  In  the  county  of 
Louth,  near  the  town  of  Drogheda,  in 
the  abbey  of  Mellifont,  ask  for  the  monk 
Dennis.  He  holds  the  confession  of 
Symmachus  O'Chahargy." 

Wild,  piercing,  was  the  cry  which 
burst  from  the  lips  of  Walter. — "  A 
murderer !  dipped,  dyed  in  blood  !"  he 
ejaculated,  and  he  staggered  back,  and 
he  fell  upon  the  floor,  stiff  and  wan,  as 
statuary  marble : — and  when  he  did 
rally  to  consciousness — when  breaking 
from  the  feeble  hold  of  the  terrified 
Margaret,  he  tottered  back  to  the  side 
of  the  couch,  the  ear  was  closed,  the 
eye  was  dim,  and  a  clod  of  breathless, 
clay  alone  lay  stretched  before  him. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


"  Hypocrisy  !  thou  double-crested  snake  ! 
Invisible  to  all  of  mortal  eye, 
Thou  singlest  out  thy  victims  ;  and  on  their 
Bane,  erects  thy  triumph." 

FOR  many  hours,  surrounded  by  an  arm- 
ed retinue,  Matilda  journeyed  onwards, 
scarcely  conscious  of  the  motion,  and  wrapt 
in  the  bewilderment  of  conjecture  and 
su  rprise ;  visions  of  bliss  hovering  around ; 
anticipations,  wild  and  shapeless,  fanning 
every  dream  of  fancy.  Sometimes  thefriar 
would  move  at  her  side ;  sometimes,  he 
would  seek  to  lure  her  into  converse : 
but  oftener  would  she  shrink  away  from 
his  searching  eye :  for  though  he  still 
carefully  shrouded  his  features  in  his 
dark  hood,  there  was  a  something  in  his 
gaze,  which  ever  filled  her  with  inquie- 
tude and  restlessness.  It  was  not  fear, 
H5  it 
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it  was  not  distrust ;  but  it  was  a  sensa- 
tion of  pain,  a  sensation  of  self-reproach ; 
for  till  now,  she  had  wont  to  feel  at  peace 
with  all  of  Heaven's  servants,  she  had 
lived  in  amity  and  trust  with  all  within 
the  narrow  limit  of  her  intercourse. — 
"  Strange,"  she  mused ;  "  so  gentle,  so 
anxious  to  oblige,  so  studious  of  my  com- 
fort ;  the  chosen  messenger  too  of  my 
dear  father,  and  still  would  I  fly  from 
his  kindness,  would  I  hide  myself  from 
his  assiduities,  as  though  his  services 
were  intrusive." 

Diligently  did  she  strive  to  keep  strict 
guard  upon  her  looks  and  her  actions ; 
she  remembered,  that  prejudice,  like  an 
unruly  horse,  owned  no  check-rein : 
that  trampling  on  all  that  was  estimable 
and  just,  it  choked  up  every  genuine 
spring  of  heart  and  feeling  :  and  when 
they  occasionally  tarried  for  rest  or  re- 
freshment, she  would  suffer  him  to  as- 
sist her  from  the  litter,  nor  did  she  de- 
cline the  support  of  his  arm,  when  urged 

to 
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to  visit  some  wild  variety  of  scenery,  she 
would  wander  from  the  beatened  track. 
His  observations  and  his  sentiments  co- 
incided not  with  her  ideas  of  the  priest- 
ly calling :  she  listened  to  his  disserta- 
tions upon  the  romantic  and  the  sub- 
lime, and  often  did  she  marvel  at  the 
subtlety  of  his  reasoning  and  the  fire  of 
his  language.  Tending  but  to  one  point, 
the  sway  of  seductive  feeling  o'er  the 
heart,  he  would  ever  veer  by  the  most 
subtle  labyrinths,  portraying  passion  as  a 
venal  trespass,  and  love  as  the  master- 
spring  of  human  action :  and  then  he 
would  exemplify  in  such  wild  and  witch- 
ing sallies,  he  would  lure  midst  such 
flower-bespangled  paths,  he  would  linger 
over  selected  proofs  which  his  experience 
had  elicited,  that  Matilda  would  imper- 
ceptibly yield  her  attention  and  her  in- 
terest, wondering,  and  almost  weeping, 
when  unrequited  love  was  the  theme. 
Sometimes  he  would  call  upon  her  judg- 
H  6  ment ; 
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ment;  sometimes  upon   her  principles; 
but  oftener  upon  her  heart. 

"  Tell  me,  madam,"  he  asked,  "  if 
love  hurried  into  rashness,  would  you — 
could  you  pardon  the  culprit  ? — if  led 
by  impulse,  rather  than  by  policy,  would 
you — could  you  forget  the  action  in 
the  motive?" 

"  Love  will  ever  palliate,"  said  Ma- 
tilda, timidly,  "  and  soften  where  it  can- 
not fail  to  blame." 

"  But  could  you,  in  return,  love  the 
culprit?  If  error  arose  in  the  stimulant 
of  your  own  matchless  perfections,  could 
you  forgive — could  you  forget  the  tres- 
pass?" 

Matilda  blushed :  it  was  the  image  of 
the  unknown  palmer  which  glowed  on 
memory,  yet  she  stifled  down  the  sigh 
which  swelled  her  bosom. — "  This  is  an« 
inquisition,"  she  exclaimed,  "  which  I 
know  not  how  to  answer.  Circum- 
stances, father,  can  best  model  human 
actions." 

"  Circum- 
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"Circumstances  are  often  as  a  blast 
upon  human  probity,"  quick  rejoined 
the  wily  stranger.  "  Excuse  me,  maiden, 
from  thy  father  I  have  learned,  that 
thou  art  sanguine,  enthusiastic,  con- 
fiding :  young,  and  rarely  lovely,  I  see 
thou  art ;  and  I  know  thou  art  about 
entering  a  world,  full  of  illusion,  and  full 
of  subtlety.  I  would  but  probe  the 
strength  of  thy  principles,  and  learn  the 
point  most  vulnerable  to  attack.  By 
aid  of  a  long  life  of  labour  and  of  expe- 
rience, I  would  rend  away  the  dazzling, 
haze,  which  ever  gathers  before  the  eyes 
of  thoughtless  youth  ; — I  would  despoil 

the  snake  of  his  speckled  skin  ;  I " 

He  ceased,  for  at  the  instant,  a  bramble- 
bush,  clinging  to  his  serge  cloak,  tore  it 
suddenly  back  :  the  incident  was  in  itself 
trivial,  but  the  quick  eye  of  Matilda 
caught  the  bright  polish  of  steel,  and 
doubt  and  wonder  gathered.  "  Marvel 
not,"  pursued  the  wily  friar,  studiously 
perusing  each  fluctuation  of  counte- 
nance— 
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nance — "  zeal,  ere  now,  has  buckled  the 
sword  upon  the  snow-white  alb,  for  in 
one  simultaneous  rush,  did  the  clergy 
and  the  laity,  gather  on  the  shores  of 
Palestine.  There,  was  the  soldier  graft- 
ed on  the  priest ;  there " 

"  But  we  are  not  in  Palestine,"  inter- 
rupted Matilda,  "  neither  are  we  in  a 
land  open  to  infidel  hate." 

"  True,  maiden  ;  but  we  are  in  a  land, 
torn  by  hate,  wellnigh  as  deadly ;  in  a 
land,  sacked  and  ravaged  by  party-ma- 
lice and  civil  contention.  Knowest  thou 
not,  England  yields  not  her  sovereignty 
here  unmarked  with  blood  ; — that  Philip 
Augustus,  strengthened  by  the  sentence 
of  his  assembled  peers " 

."  I  know,"  again  interrupted  Matilda, 
"  that  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  fight 
but  with  the  weapons  of  faith  and  zeal ; 
that  the  priesthood,  severed  and  cleansed 
from  the  fitful  passions  of  the  world, 
wield  but  the  pastoral  staff'  of  charity 
and  conciliation." 

The 
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The  friar  mused  for  many  moments, 
and  then  he  breathed  a  groan,  as  of 'a 
troubled  spirit. — "  Jesu  Maria  I"  he  eja- 
culated, "  how  has  infidelity  crept  into 
thy  fold,  and  subverted  this  thy  firstling  ! 
I  have  fought  for  the  true  faith — I  have 
bled  for  the  true  faith  ;  but  never,  until 
now,  has  my  heart  bled  for  the  apostacy, 
of  one,  so  young,  and  so  trained  to  wor- 
ship and  to  holiness." 

"  Apostacy!"  repeated  Matilda  — 
"  Alas !  father,  how  have  I  incurred  a 
charge  so  monstrous  ?" 

"  Ask  thy  own  heart — probe  thy  own 
heart,"  quick  rejoined  the  friar  ;  "  weed 
away  all  its  fallacies,  and  all  its  specula- 
tions. Damsel,  what  save  an  incipient 
knowledge  of  evil,  can  frame  the  suspi- 
cions now  lurking  in  thy  mind  ?  If 
thou  knowest  nought  of  ill,  how  canst 
thou  attribute  ill  to  one  of  Heaven's  ser- 
vants?" 

Matilda  trembled — her  feelings  were 
in  arms — her  heart  smote  her. — "  If  I 

have 


160  RUNNEMEDE. 

have  injured  thee,"  she  murmured, 
"•  may  Heaven  deal  with  me  according 
to  my  offence !"  and  then  she  raised  her 
eyes  to  her  reprover,  but  she  read  that 
in  the  eye  which  encountered  hers, 
which  again  filled  her  pure  mind  with 
doubt  and  apprehension :  she  shrunk 
back ;  she  stood  irresolute ;  her  face  half 
bent,  and  the  glossy  ringlets  of  her  raven 
hair,  shadowing  her  burning  cheeks. 
The  friar  pressed  beside  her;  he  bent 
over  her ;  he  breathed  the  words  of  as- 
surance and  pardon ;  yet  his  manner  was 
perturbed,  his  accent  strangely  broken. 

"  I  would  we  had  reached  our  destin- 
ed home!"  said  Matilda,  timidly,  and 
then  she  tried  to  advance,  but  the  friar 
held  her  arm. 

"  What  dost  thou  fear  ?"  he  asked. 

"  Fear,"  echoed  the  maid — "  alas !  I 
know  not."  And  she  glanced  around, 
but  that  glance  chased  not  her  fears,  for 
fast  closing  day  gleamed  on  a  spot,  lone, 
and  wild,  and  desolate  ;  a  spot,  shut  out 

from 
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from  all  of  human  intercourse,  hemmed 
in  with  lofty  hills,  and  fringed  with 
darkened  forests.  Long  had  the  sun  set 
beneath  a  canopy  of  clouds ;  for  though, 
here  and  there,  flickering  tints  of  gold 
and  purple  still  lingered,  the  heavens 
wore  the  portentous  livery  of  storm. 
Her  heart  throbbed  high  ;  her  pulses 
quickened;  her  cheeks,  from  crimson, 
faded  to  snow ;  she  searched  eagerly, 
anxiously,  for  the  litter,  for  the  well  arm- 
ed retinue,  as  though  security  lay  in 
numbers  :  but  she  searched  in  vain ;  she 
encountered  nought,  save  those  lofty 
hills,  those  darkening  forests,  and  that 
sky  of  storm.  "  Virgin  mother !"  she  as- 
pirated, and  then  she  tried  to  rally  all 
her  fortitude,  for  the  friar  scoffed  at  her 
terrors. 

"  In  one  brief  moment,"  he  exclaim- 
ed, pointing  to  the  signal-bugle,  "  we 
can  be  surrounded  by  a  host :  the  men  at 
arms  await  but  our  bidding :  the  litter, 
hid  by  yon  knoll  of  verdure,  like  unto  a 

fairy 
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fairy  couch,  tarries  but  to  lure  thee  to 
repose.  Fearest  thou  me,  because  I  bear 
a  sword  ?  In  thy  cause,  maiden,  shall  it 
fly  its  scabbard :  ay,  to  serve  thee,  will 
I  fight,  as  when  I  fought  in  the  land  of 
promise ;  when  bearding  the  imperial  Sa- 
ladin,  we  tore  away  the  hated  crescent, 
and  planted  the  blessed  cross  on  the  walls 
of  Joppa !" 

"  Of  Joppa !"  repeated  Matilda,  losing 
at  once,  all  of  local  fear,  in  newly  ex- 
cited interest." 

"  Led  by  the  lion  of  England !  the 
glorious,  the  magnanimous  Richard!" 
pursued  the  friar,  "  we  fought,  manfully 
fought,  for  the  delivery  of  the  holy 
places — for  the  rescue  of  the  true  cross — 
for  the  redemption  of  the  blessed  sepul- 
chre of  Christ : — and  not  one  soul  in  the 
vast  conjunction,  sprinkled  in  infidel 
blood,  which  in  the  dark  struggle,  wing- 
ed not  its  flight  from  earth  to  paradise ; 
not  one  soul,  touched,  tranced  in  zeal, 
who  felt  not  life  too  poor  an  offering !" 

He 
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He  paused,  but  Matilda  spoke  not ;  she 
bosomed  all  the  enthusiasm  of  that  age 
of  enthusiasm ;  she  had  heard  of  the 
first  crusaders,  of  the  trials,  and  the  mar- 
tyrdom of  those,  who  had  bled  for  the 
true  faith  ;  and  she  gazed  upon  the  mi- 
litant priest,  who  had  tracked  the  foot- 
steps of  the  pious  and  the  magnanimous 
Godfrey  of  Bouillon,  with  a  feeling  of 
reverence  and  wonder. 

"Why  marvellest  thou,  fair  one?" 
resumed  the  friar,  joying  in  the  interest 
he  elicited.  "  Thinkest  thou,  when  on 
holy  Friday,  at  three  in  the  afternoon, 
the  very  day,  and  the  very  hour  of  the 
Passion,  Godfrey  of  Bouillon  stood  a  con- 
queror on  the  walls  of  Jerusalem — think- 
est  thou,  he  had  greater  cause  for  exul- 
tation and  for  gratitude  than  I?" 

"  We  have  all  cause  for  gratitude,  but 
nought,  I  trow,  for  exultation,  when  we 
ponder  on  our  own  littleness,"  meekly 
remarked  Matilda. 

"  For  both — ay,  for  both  !"  emphati- 
cally 
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cally  pronounced  the  friar — "  I  feel  gra- 
titude, and  I  feel  exultation,  now  ; — per- 
chance thou  mayest  feel  them  hereafter." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Matilda,  and 
then  she  motioned  to  advance,  for  the 
deepening  gloom  of  the  heavens,  augur- 
ed more  than  the  approach  of  night. 
The  rain  already  pattered,  and  the  hol- 
low din  of  distant  thunder  broke  in  pro- 
lengthened  echoes. 

"  I  will  cover  thee  with  my  own  gar- 
ment— I  will  shelter  thee  with  my  own 
life !"  whispered  the  friar,  pressing  close 
beside  her,  and  tracing  in  her  wan  cheek 
the  evidence  of  terror.  "  Matilda,  love- 
liest of  created  beings !  be  my  bosom 
thy  pillow — be  the  intricate  folds  of  my 
heart,  thy  sure  sanctuary !  Nay,  list  to 
me,  lady" — for  doubt  and  reproof  spoke 
in  the  lightning  glance  of  her  eye — "  my 
life  is  an  enigma ;  and  the  gratitude,  and 
the  exultation  of  my  life,  depend  on 
thee." 

"  On  me  !"  exclaimed  the  wondering 

girl— 
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girl  — "  explain,  for  thy  words  are 
strangely  ambiguous." 

"  Lurketh  there  no  solution  to  the 
riddle  ?"  asked  the  wily  stranger — "  may 
not  the  consciousness  of  human  excel- 
lence resolve  the  seeming  ambiguity? 
This  chequered  pass  to  eternity  teems 
with  shoals  and  quicksands,  with  baits 
to  allure,  and  temptations  to  subvert, 
all  of  human  will.  Maiden,  hast  thou  no 
pity  for  one,  who  struggles,  and  strug- 
gles in  vain  ? — who  would  fain  pluck 
away  the  evil,  but  who  feels  the  futility 
of  the  effort  ?" 

"  Alack !  I  know  not  what  thou 
\vouldst  have  of  me,"  faltered  Matilda. 

"  I  would  have  gentleness,  considera- 
tion, pity — angel  pity,"  quick  replied 
the  friar — "  I  would  have  trust,  and  faith, 
and  forgiveness,  for  every  past  and  pre- 
sent trespass."  He  ceased,  but  Matilda 
uttered  not  a  sound ;  strange  and  terri- 
fying conjectures  crowded  on  each  other; 
her  mind  was  bewildered,  her  spirits  op- 
pressed : 
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pressed  :  what  could  be  the  trespass,  and 
wherefore  could  her  pity,  wherefore  could 
her  forgiveness,  be  so  urgently  sought  ? 
The  friar  took  her  hand — "  It  is  thou 
alone,"  he  exclaimed,  "  who  hast  driven 
me  to  disguise  and  mystery  ;  thou  alone, 
who  hast  lured  me  out  of  the  straight 
track  of  moderation  and  conformity.  I 
am  not  what  I  appear :  this  cloak,  and 
this  priest's  hood,  veils  a  form,  young  in 
years;  a  heart,  venturous  in  project. 
No  cold  fanatic  vow,  rises  an  ice-bar  be- 
twixt us ;  no  ban  of  the  church,  frowns 
annihilation  to  my  wishes.  I  came,  a 
palmer,  to  the  convent  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux — I  saw  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  gardener  of  the  white  monks 
of  Cisteaux,  and  that  moment  sealed  my 
destiny.  Lady,  recall  the  chapel — recall 
the  wood :  look  on  me  well."  As  he 
spoke,  he  cast  back  the  cowl,  and  Ma- 
tilda, shrieking,  fell  fainting  on  his  arm  ; 
for  she  recognised  the  bold  stranger,  who, 
on  the  banks  of  the  Gartampe,  almost 

within 
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within  the  shadow  of  her  own  home,  like 
an  evil  genius,  had  so  uncourteously 
crossed  her  pathway. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


rift  me  with  vengeance,  Heaven  ! 
That  I  may  pour  upon  his  traitor  head, 
The  dire  reprisal  of  his  own  foul  deeds  ; 
That  I  may  hurl  into  his  dastard  ear, 
This  —  this,  the  gleaning  of  blood-guiltiness  !" 

THE  return  of  O'Carroll,  and  the  exor- 
diums of  the  attending  monk,  allayed 
not  the  tumult  in  the  breast  of  Walter  : 
despair  and  horror  seemed  to  ice  every 
faculty  :  he  stood  by  the  side  of  the 
couch,  gazing  on  the  dead  man  ;  some- 
times, his  lips  moving  in  prayer,  but  of- 
tener,  closing  his  eyes  in  utter  dismay. 
Worlds  would  he  have  given,  to  have 
called  back  the  dislodged  spirit,  to  have 

shed 
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shed  light  on  the  strange  mystery  which 
every   way   thickened.     The  monk  of 
Mellifont  Abbey  offered  solution  :  but 
Ireland,  that  loved,  that  coveted  home  of 
his  heart's  rest,  was  the  one  spot,  lost, 
and  shut  out  to  him  for  ever :  he  dared 
not  land  upon  her   seagirt   shores ;  he 
dared  not  brave  the  iron  rule  of  John  of 
England :    the   threat   of    ignominious 
death  awaited  him  in  the  land  of  his  na- 
tivity : — for  though  the  prowess  of  his 
ancestors  had  aided  in  setting  "the  eme- 
rald gem  in  the  crown  of  a  stranger" — 
that  sovereign  stranger  barred  him  the 
enjoyment  of  one  rood  of  earth — exiled 
him  in  want  and  woe — set  a  price  upon 
his  head,  and  doomed  him  to  all  the  bit- 
ter ills  of  penury. 

"  Ingratitude  !  ingratitude  !"  ejacu- 
lated Walter,  writhing  in  the  torture  of 
remembrance,  "  thou  bane,  thou  mildew 
upon  all  of  earthly  promise !  thou  scourge, 
thou  ravening  fiend  upon  all  the  hopes 
of  man  !  Yet  can  we  not  '  gather  grapes 

of 
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of  thorns,  or  figs  of  thistles,"  he  pursued, 
after  a  pause  of  deep  thought :  "  no,  no, 
no ;  nor  from  a  graceless  son,  from  a  dis- 
loyal brother,  from  a  cruel  traitorous  un- 
cle, can  we  gather  gratitude." 

"  What  meanest  thou,  my  son  ?"  re- 
proachfully demanded  the  monk.  "  This 
our  brother,  sleepeth  in  the  hope  of  an 
atoning  Saviour;  profane  not  then  his 
ashes."  As  he  spoke,  he  placed  a  cruci- 
fix on  the  breast  of  the  dead  man,  and  he 
drew  a  sheet  o'er  his  marbled  features, 
Margaret  sobbed  aloud;  she  was  on  her 
knees  at  the  side  of  the  couch ;  she  look- 
ed up  for  a  moment,  and  then  again  she 
dropped  her  head,  as  if  in  prayer. 

The  night  waned  in  storm  and  grief; 
for  the  sighs  of  Margaret,  and  the  heavy 
moans  of  O'Carroll,  and  the  low  requiem 
of  the  spiritual  father,  mingled  with  the 
howling  wind,  and  the  louder  growl  of 
the  thunder:  the  lightning  too  out- 
glared  the  sickly  lamp ;  for  oft  did  its 
lurid  flame,  as  if  in  mockery,  flash,  and 

VOL.  i.  i  play 
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play  o'er  this  scene  of  desolation.  It 
was  a.  night  of  wakeful  watching — a 
night  suited  to  sad  fancies — a  night,  for 
contemplation,  wellnigh  to  madness : 
but  to  note  the  wild  wanderings  of  Wal- 
ter's fevered  brain,  would  be  to  anticipate 
our  pages. — He  passed  that  long  and 
dreary  night,  as  a  man  may  be  supposed 
to  do,  who  possessing  more  of  milk  than 
gall  in  his  nature,  watche.s  at  the  side  of 
a  fallen  foe; — he  passed  it  in  zealous  ear- 
nest prayer,  even  for  one  he  had  accused 
of  murder ; — he  passed  it  in  analyzing 
his  own  fitful  feelings,  in  probing  every 
impulse  of  his  past  actions,  in  scourging 
the  manifold  trespasses  of  the  inward 
man,  in  meek  humility,  in  pious  adora- 
tion : — and  when  the  low  plaints  of  Mar- 
garet called  him  from  himself;  when  his 
eyes  and  his  thoughts  rested  on  the  bier 
of  death—"  He  needeth  all  that  the  liv- 
ing can  accord,"  mused  his  own  erring- 
heart — ."  In  heaven,  boundless  is  the 

promised 
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promised  mercy  !  on  earth,  be  it  the  per- 
fect to  cast  the  stone  !" 

With  the  morning's  dawn  the  monk 
returned  to  his  convent,  and  Walter,  re- 
viving to  the  necessity  of  exertion,  and 
the  duties  of  earth,  rallied  from  the  mor- 
bid trance  of  deep  and  sorrowing  reflec- 
tion. In  this  fresh  trial,  chance  had 
strangely  involved  him  in  a  new  and  ar- 
duous task.  A  creature,  young  and 
beautiful,  as  the  fabled  houries  of  Maho- 
met's paradise,  destitute  and  portionless, 
was  cast  upon  his  honour  and  protec- 
tion ;  at  a  time  too,  when  necessity  im- 
pelled him  to  seek  at  stranger  hands,  a 
home  for  his  own  loved  Matilda. 

"  I  will  plead  for  both,"  he  mused, 
gazing  on  the  unconscious  mourner. 
"  Be  the  heart  but  capacious,  and  the 
means  are  adequate.  But  alas !  should 
strange  scruples,  should  worldly  doubts, 
resist  all  my  pleadings."  Walter  shud- 
dered at  the  bare  possibility.  He  long- 
ed to  question  of  the  past,  but  it  was  not 
i  2  his 
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his  nature  to  open  anew  the  wounds  of 
memory  ;  yet  how  to  the  ear  of  the  royal 
Constance  name  this  daughter  of  afflic- 
tion, without  first  investigating  all  which 
could  shed  light  upon  the  mystery,  the 
effects  of  the  dead  man,  and  the  circum- 
stances which  had  anteceded  their  arri- 
val at  Angers.  His  eye  fell  upon  O'Car- 
roll,  and  he  beckoned  him  towards  him, 
and  leading  him  from  the  chamber,  for 
more  than  an  hour,  did  he  listen  to  an 
ill- told  tale,  ending,  as  it  began,  in  doubt 
and  confusion,  and  garnished,  plenti- 
fully, with  digressions  of  native  feeling 
and  instinctive  simplicity. 

O'Carroll  loved  his  master,  and  ad- 
hered to  his  master,  through  all  the  gusts 
and  storms  of  adverse  fortune :  he  had 
fled  with  him  from  Ireland;  he  had 
wandered  with  him  over  the  face  of  the 
land ;  he  had  tended  him  in  sickness, 
and  shared  with  him,  every  difficulty, 
and  every  hardship  :  he  had  never  heard 
of  a  wife;  yet  in  Normandy,  near  the 

little 
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little  town  of  Carentan,  at  the  grate  of 
the  Ursuline  nuns,  had  he  often  visited 
the  reputed  daughter  of  his  master. 
From  early  infancy  she  had  been  a 
boarder  in  the  convent,  and  scarce  six 
weeks  had  elapsed,  since  she  had  been 
claimed  at  the  hands  of  the  lady  abbess. 
From  that  period,  little  other  than  mis- 
fortune had  arisen ;  the  mildew  of  dis- 
ease had  fallen  on  the  ill-starred  O'Cha- 
hargy ;  he  had  been  visited  by  sickness 
< — he  had  been  assailed  by  robbers — he 
had  been  stripped  of  his  worldly  wealth : 
and  when  at  Angers,  sanguine  and  con- 
fiding, he  sought  the  haven  of  friend- 
ship, he  found  the  dwelling  empty,  his 
friend  beneath  the  sward,  and  the  pic- 
tured asylum  of  his  desolate  Margaret, 
almost  roofless,  little  other  than  bare 
walls.  This  was  as  the  last  blow  to  his 
spirit  and  his  exertion :  in  that  forlorn 
dwelling,  scarce  sheltered  from  the  blast 
of  heaven,  he  sought  a  temporary  rest- 
ing-place ;  there  did  he  droop  his  listless 
i  3  head ; 
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head;  and  there, supported  by  Margaret, 
and  the  ever-faithful  O'Carroll,  did  he 
await  the  approach  of  the  grim  king  of 
terrors.  His  mind,  long  stretched,  fell 
back  upon  itself;  the  past  yielded  no 
panacea ;  the  future  was  involved  in 
gloom  ;  fever  and  delirium  succeeded ; 
each  paroxysm  grew  stronger,  and  each 
lapse  from  the  wildness  of  frenzy,  more 
like  the  stilly  calm  of  death. 

Such  had  been  the  mortal  extremitys 
which  had  driven  O'Carroll  from  the 
tower,  which  had  speeded  him  on  the 
wings  of  the  wind,  to  seek  some  good 
Samaritan,  who  might  minister  to  the 
needy,  and  pour  oil  and  wine  into  the 
bleeding  wounds  of  the  afflicted.  Chance, 
or  rather,  impelling  destiny,  had  led  to 
the  presence  of  Walter — at  a  moment 
too,  when  irresolute  and  doubtful  how 
to  shape  his  actions,  bridling  in  his  horse, 
he  had  wooed,  as  it  should  seem,  the  sa- 
lutation of  O'Carroll : — and  O'Carroll,  in 
the  sanguine  hope  of  a  protector  for  the 

helpless 
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helpless  and  the  destitute  orphan  of  his 
dying  master,  had  fearlessly  snatched  at 
the  reins,  and  pressed  a  stranger  into  the 
service  of  humanity. 

Such  was  the  sense  which  Walter  ga- 
thered from  the  garrulous  and  disjointed 
recital  of  O'Carroll ;  but  all  his  anxiety, 
and  all  his  eager  questions,  could  shed 
no  light  on  the  mystery  involving  the 
hapless  Margaret.  O'Carroll  spoke  of 
her  as  of  a  being  too  good  for  earth  ;  so 
gentle,  so  patient,  so  unmurmuring,  so 
full  of  the  milk  of  human  kindness,  so 
prone  to  all  that  the  heart  covets  in  wo- 
man ! 

"  And  withal,  so  beautiful  too  !"  said, 
or  rather  sobbed,  the  honest  Hibernian. 
"  By  the  mass  !  and  I  would  dig  for  her, 
and  beg  for  her,  ay,  and  steal  for  her  too, 
would  it  not  tempt  a  frown." 

Walter  stood,  thoughtful  and  absent, 
his  arms  folded,  and  his  mind  and  feel- 
ings occupied  by  the  desperate  fortunes 
of  his  new  charge.     O'Carroll  drew  close 
i  4  beside 
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beside  him ;  eagerly  did  he  watch  each 
feature,  as  though  to  decipher  therein 
the  future  hopes  of  Margaret ;  and  when 
he  saw  sadness  and  gloom  lower  on  the 
brow  of  Walter,  his  own  spirit  fell,  his 
own  heart  sickened. 

"  Well,  well,"  he  ejaculated,  "  I  will 
hie  thee  back  to  the  nunnery  at  Caren- 
tan  :  thou  must  become  the  spouse  of 
God,  my  blessed  lady,  for  thou  art  too 
good  for  man  I" 

"  It  may  chance  so,"  observed  Walter, 
mournfully;  "  but  be  it  the  last  resource ; 
be  it,  when  all  of  earth  fails." 

O'Carroll's  features  brightened.—"  Ho- 
ly St.  Patrick  !"  he  exclaimed,  "  rather 
would  I  shave  my  own  crown,  and  turn 
monk  !"  Then,  with  all  the  eager  warmth 
of  honest  truth—"  Wilt  thou  be  a  fa- 
ther to  the  dear  lady  ?  Wilt  thou  be  a 
master  to  me  ?" 

"  I  am  a  soldier  of  fortune,"  replied 
Walter,  "  and  my  trust  is  the  sword. 
Alack  !  my  honest  friend,  in  my  service, 

thou 


RUNNEMEDE.  177 

thou  canst  reap  nought,  save  peril,  and 
the  chance  of  a  broken  head." 

"  Marry !  and  I  may  give  as  good  as 
I  may  take,"  said  O'Carroll,  drily.  Then, 
with  a  heavy  sigh — "  I  cannot  serve  my 
dead  master  beyond  bearing  him  to  his 
bed  of  earth : — and  when  in  his  bed  of 
earth,  how  can  I  better  prove  the  strength 
of  affection,  than  by  serving  the  friend 
of  the  good  sweet  Margaret!     Ay,    sir 
knight" — and  the  fervour  of  his  heart 
glowed  in  every  rough  feature — "  take 
me,   Conner  O'Carroll,  into  thine  own 
honourable  service ;  and  by  St.  Patrick 
and  the  Holy  Trinity,  I  will  stick  to  thee, 
and  fight  beside  thee,  right  or  wrong  !" 

Such  was  the  short  and  energetic 
compact,  which  "  grappled  with  hooks 
of  steel,"  O'Carroll  to  the  fortunes  of  a 
stranger  master,  embarking  him  in  all 
the  hazards  of  fitful  destiny,  and  launch- 
ing him,  body  and  spirit,  into  the  heat 
and  acrimony  of  party  feeling !  And 
such,  full  often,  is  the  bond  which  leagues 
i  5  unto 
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unto  death  ;  for  swayed  by  impulse,  and 
premature  decision,  the  judgment  slum- 
bers, when  the  passions  alone  are  wake- 
ful! 

Walter  was  a  visionary,  and  like  other 
visionaries,  he  believed  all  that  his  heart 
wished ;  yet  without  hinting  to  Marga- 
ret the  errand  upon  which  he  adven- 
tured, he  left  her  and  O'Carroll  to  watch 
and  to  pray  at  the  side  of  the  departed 
O'Chahargy,  and  mounting  his  horse, 
soon  traced  back  the  road  he  had  taken 
the  preceding  night :  but  unlike  the  pre- 
ceding night,  the  road  was  now  dap- 
pled with  sunshine,  and  the  verdure  of 
the  trees  and  hedges,  more  fresh  and 
bright  from  the  past  tempest.  Impres- 
sive was  the  contrast :  nature,  so  lately 
wrapped  in  gloom,  in  silence,  and  in 
dread,  now  smiled  beneath  the  fresh  and 
balmy  breeze;  the  birds  carolled  in  mid- 
air, and  universal  was  the  show  of  glad- 
ness. 

wAh!  how  different,  the  tempest, 

which 
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which  last-night  broke  upon  yon  ruined 
tower !"  mused  Walter,  his  thoughts  fly- 
ing back  to  the  bier  watered  by  the  tears 
of  Margaret.  "  What  though  the  tem- 
pest bends  the  fairest  flowers  of  the  field, 
returning  sunshine  rallies  them  into  life 
and  freshness]  'Tis  man,  who  sinks  and 
fades  away,  and  rallies  no  more ;  man 
dies,  and  not  a  thousand  suns  can  restore 
his  vigour:  yet  he  dies  to  live;  he  runs 
the  race  of  woe  and  death ;  he  passes 
through  a  tear-steeped  pilgrimage,  and 
his  soul,  his  immortal  soul,  triumphant 
wings  to  heaven !" 

The  noise  and  bustle  of  a  populous 
city  roused  Walter  from  his  moody 
trance;  he  looked  up;  he  saw  busy  spe- 
culating crowds  traversing  the  streets: 
and  mingling  with  those  crowds,  he 
heard  that  war  saturated  the  earth  with 
human  blood  ; — that  the  minds  of  men 
were  still  filled  with  horror  at  the  mur- 
der of  the  duke  of  Britany ; — that  John 
of  England  was  detested  and  despised, 
I  6  his 
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his  treasons  and  his  cruelties  weakening 
the  ties  of  allegiance,  and  gradually  dis- 
solving the  links  which  ought  insepara- 
bly to  unite  the  king  and  the  subject; 
that  the  simultaneous  rush  called  for  re- 
venge ; — that  the  Bretons,  in  despair  of 
recovering  the  princess  Eleanor,  sister  of 
the  ill-fated  Arthur,  from  the  power  of 
her  unnatural  uncle,  who  held  her  in 
close  captivity  in  England,  had  chosen 
Alice,  the  daughter  of  the  royal  Con- 
stantia,  by  her  second  marriage  with 
Guy  de  Thouars,  for  their  sovereign :  and 
that  that  nobleman,  intrusted  with  the 
government  of  the  duchy,  had  borne 
their  complaint  to  the  feet  of  his  liege 
lord  Philip  Augustus;  and  now,  aided 
by  Philip  Augustus,  was  dealing  woful 
reprisal,  in  the  sacking  and  dismantling 
such  towns  and  cities  as  still  adhered  to 
the  side  of  England  : — that  Philip  Au- 
gustus, heading  his  warlike  legions,  and 
aiming  at  the  total  expulsion  of  the  Eng- 
lish from  France,  heedless  of  every  stand 

which 
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which  hardihood  dare  make  against  him, 
had  overrun  the  provinces,  and  still 
joined  by  the  flower  of  his  nobles,  was 
pursuing  the  rapid  current  of  his  fortune. 
Such  was  the  outline  Walter  gather- 
ed in  his  pass  to  the  castle ;  and  as  he 
toiled  up  the  steep  rock  upon  which,  it 
bulged,  hope,  like  the  phoenix,  sprung 
anew  from  its  own  ashes.  He  forgot  his 
woes  and  his  trials  in  the  new  era  open- 
ing to  his  fortunes  :  sanguine,  as  in  the 
first  bloom  of  his  summer,  and  building 
on  the  loud  and  general  execrations 
heaped  on  the  perfidious  John,  he  saw 
himself  striding  over  a  prostrate  foe,  and 
rending  from  the  gripe  of  rapacity  and 
injustice,  his  own  prized  and  unblench- 
ed  honours ;  he  saw  himself  restored  to 
the  rank  he  was  born  to  fill,  and  his  own 
loved  Matilda — no  longer,  like  the  lily 
in  the  desert,  wasting  unseen  her  sweet- 
ness and  her  beauty — offering  a  home 
and  an  asylum  to  the  destitute  Mar- 
garet. 

The 
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The  bright  and  beamy  smile,  bur- 
nishing each  feature,  and  as  a  halo  glow- 
ing and  playing  around  his  brow,  still 
imparted  eloquence  to  hope  and  bliss  to 
expression,  as  ushered  by  the  written 
passport  of  the  viscount  De  Thouars,  he 
stood  before  the  mother  of  the  murdered 
prince  Arthur :  but  when  he  gazed  on 
her  care-worn  cheek,  and  her  sable  ha- 
bit; when  he  traced  grief,  and  indigna- 
tion, and  rankling  hate,  struggling  for 
mastery ;  when  he  beheld,  sporting  at 
her  feet,  the  young  Alice,  the  chosen 
heiress  of  that  rich  duchy,  lovely  in  in- 
nocence and  infancy — that  bright  and 
beamy  smile  vanished,  and  hate  of  the 
usurper  John,  burnt  anew  in  every  vein. 
She  arose,  and  she  met  him,  as  a  de- 
clared follower  of  her  party,  and  an 
avenger  of  her  son ;  and  when  she  spoke 
of  that  son,  of  that  flower  of  her  hopes, 
nipped  in  the  springtide  of  promise, 
her  grief  and  her  indignation  redoubled. 
Bitter  and  heavy  was  the  curse  she  im- 
precated : 
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precated  :  it  was  not  the  calm  wo  of  a 
Christian,  bruised,  and  bleeding  under 
persecution  and  outrage ;  it  was  the  ran- 
cour  of  a  galled  and  irritated  heart  which 
lived  in  her  eye. — "  Be  his  torments, 
like  unto  my  torments  !"  she  ejaculated 
— "  be  his  despair  remediless  !  be  his 
death,  the  slow  poison  of  remorse !  be 
the  image  of  my  murdered  boy,  the 
festering  thorn,  to  goad  him  to  the 
grave's  brink,  to  hurl  him  headlong  into 
the  hell  he  merits !" 

"  Like  you,  lady,"  exclaimed  Walter, 
"  I  call  for  vengeance  on  the  king  of 
England ;  like  you,  I  smart  beneath  the 
injustice  of  the  king  of  England  ;  and 
like  you,  will  I  pursue  the  king  of  Eng- 
land, to  the  utmost  verge  of  earth.  He 
has  despoiled  you  of  your  son ;  he  has 
despoiled  me  of  my  honest  fame  :  whe- 
ther of  the  twain  has  the  most  cause  to 
curse  him  ?" 

"  Warrior" — and  the  countess  spoke 
with  point  and  feeling — "  we  all  know 

the 
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the  weight  of  our  own  burdens.  My 
wrongs  are,  as  the  stars,  countless:  a  son 
murdered — a  daughter  captive — an  inhe- 
ritance usurped :  and  all,  all,  at  the  hands 
of  a  husband's  brother ;  at  the  hands  of 
the  man,  who  ought  to  have  sheltered 
us  from  the  tempest — the  man,  linked 
to  us  by  blood  and  nature!  Holy  God  ! 
and  he  builds  churches,  and  he  attends 
mass,  and  he  buckles  on  the  cross,  and 
espouses  the  wars  of  Christendom  !  A 
hypocrite  !  a  blasphemer  !  a  violator  of 
all  which  is  just  and  holy  !  Marvel 
not" — and  she  drew  close  beside  him — 
"  that  there  are  seasons,  when  my  brain 
is  wellnigh  maddened.  But  I  cry  your 
pardon  :  this  is  little  to  the  purport ;" 
and  quick  she  recovered  all  her  self-com- 
mand, and  all  her  native  majesty — "  I 
would  speak  of  the  present,  not  the 
past :  of  the  existing  state  of  things,  of 
our  hope  of  conquest :"  and  she  minute- 
ly narrated  all  that  Walter  had  gathered 
from  public  rumour,  and  invited  him, 

without 
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without  the  delay  of  a  single  hour,  to 
repair  to  the  camp  at  Loches,  and  enrol 
himself  beneath  the  banner  of  the  fede- 
rate nobles. 

But  as  yet  the  errand  of  Walter  was 
not  half  accomplished :  he  saw  in  the 
duchess  Constantia — not  what  he  had 
pictured,  the  tender,  weeping,  sensitive 
woman ;  but  one  replete  with  almost 
masculine  courage ;  and  he  doubted 
whether  to  reveal  the  secret  of  his  name 
and  birth,  or  to  consign  Matilda  to  her 
care  and  guardianship,  more  as  a  pledge 
for  his  fealty,  than  as  a  dependant  upon 
her  benevolence. 

Whilst  yet  he  stood  irresolute,  the 
fire  of  heroism  again  kindled  up  her 
striking  features. — "  In  all  and  every 
quarter,  God  prospers  our  just  cause !" 
she  exclaimed.  "  In  Normandy,  Fa- 
laise,  Constance,  and  Bayeux,  have 
yielded  to  the  arms  of  Philip  Augustus  ! 
Hugh  le  Brun,  earl  of  Marche,  has  re- 
duced the  provinces  of  Maine  and  Tou- 

raine ; 
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raine ;  and  the  whole  of  Poitou  now 
lays  at  the  feet  of  Henry  Clement,  mar- 
shal of  France  !  My  boy  will  be  aven- 
ged !  the  saints  be  praised,  my  boy  will 
be  avenged !  The  worm  which  dies 
not,  the  fire  which  cannot  be  quenched, 
will  be  the  portion  of  the  usurper 
John  !M 

"  And  what  further,  lady,"  demanded 
Walter,  "  when  the  domination  .of  Eng- 
land be  expelled  France  ?" 

A  cloud  of  care  shrouded  the  brow  of 
the  royal  Constantia. — "  Alack  !"  she 
sighed,  "  much  remains  to  be  done  ere 
the  dawn  of  that  joyous  day.  Because, 
for  whole  centuries,  Normandy  has  been 
subjected  to  the  yoke  of  England,  still, 
with  strange  perversity,  Verneuil,  Ar- 
ques,  and  Rouen,  maintain  their  sworn 
allegiance,  and  force,  force  alone,  must 
expel  the  British  lion  from  their  towers." 

"  Can  habit,  can  long  custom,  strive 
against  right  and  justice?"  asked  Wal- 
ter ;  "  can  Normans  forget,  that  the 

mere 
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mere  cession  of  Charles  the  Simple,  to 
the  first  duke  Hollo,  severed  them 
from  the  crown  of  France  ?  Lady,  if 
such  be  their  perverse  adhesion,  might 
must  enforce  when  policy  fails." 

"  And  more  blood  must  be  shed," 
mournfully  concluded  the  duchess ; 
"  more  human  victims  must  be  immo- 
lated." 

Walter  shuddered  :  he  thought  of 
Rouen,  of  the  dark  tower  o'ertopping 
the  Seine ;  he  thought  of  the  royal  lamb 
which  had  there  bled  beneath  the  sacri- 
ficing knife  of  ambition  and  cruelty, 
and  -his  own  heart's  blood  curdled,  as  he 
gazed  upon  the  despoiled  mother  of  that 
outraged  son. — "  What  is  the  blood 
which  may  be  shed  to  the  blood  which 
has  been  shed  ?"  he  exclaimed ;  and  then 
he  ceased,  for  he  saw  every  vestige  of 
colour  fly  the  lips  and  cheeks  of  the 
duchess ;  a  universal  trembling  seized 
her,  and  again  the  big  tear  stood  in  her 
eye. 

"True— 
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"  True — true,"  she  murmured — "  my 
son  !  my  murdered  Arthur  !"  Then 
starting  into  all  her  energetic  strength 
of  character — "  Those  who  adhere  to 
the  tyrant,  must  fall  with  the  tyrant," 
she  pronounced ;  "  those  who  cling  to  the 
rotten  staff  of  his  promises,  must  with 
him  be  overwhelmed  in  the  coming 
tempest.  Mark  me,  warrior :  not  the 
salt  sea  can  hem  in  the  legions  of  Philip 
Augustus.  What,  though  we  sack  him 
in  his  capital,  and  bury  him  in  the  ruins 
of  his  usurped  realm." 

Walter  did  mark  her,  and  he  read 
more  than  the  lips  uttered ;  yet  he  dared 
not  question ;  he  dared  not  ask  solu- 
tion :  it  might  be  some  floating  vision 
of  her  own  conjuring ;  or  it  might  be 
some  deep  and  subtle  enterprise,  which 
fancy  scarce  could  body. 

•"  Tarry,"  she  pursued,  lowering  her 
voice  to  a  whisper,  "  until  Anjou  be 
added  to  our  list  of  conquests,  and  time 
will  expound  the  rest."  Then,  referring 

to 
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to  the  vellum,  written  by  the  viscount 
De  Thouars — "  Our  brother  speaks  of  a 
boon,  and  savours  it  as  a  benefice  to 
himself.  Be  brief,  sir  knight,  for  fain 
would  we  outstrip  his  wishes." 

"  The  sole  benefice  to  himself,  lady," 
said  Walter,  eagerly,  "  arises  in  the  con- 
sciousness of  a  generous  action,  and  the 
firm  bond  which  binds  me  for  life  his 
debtor."  And  then  he  spoke  of  his  ab- 
sent Matilda,  of  his  anxiety  for  her  safe- 
ty, and  his  fervent  wish  to  place  her  in 
honourable  protection  ere  he  braved  the 
perils  of  war. 

"  Be  wife,  or  child,  or  children,  all 
our  especial  care,"  resumed  the  duchess. 
"  Fight  you  our  battles,  sir  knight" — 
and  beamy  was  her  smile  of  gracious- 
ness — "  and  be  our  home-shelter  theirs." 

The  cloud  of  deep  grief  which  mo- 
mentarily saddened  the  features  of  Wal- 
ter, was  like  the  mellowing  clouds  of 
autumn  scudding  on  the  sunbeam,  for 
it  vanished  almost  in  the  birth. — "  Two, 

lady," 
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lady,"  he  replied,  espousing  at  onee  the 
fortunes  of  the  orphan  Margaret :  "  one, 
mine  by  nature ;  the  other,  mine  by 
sacred  promise." 

"  Both  mine  by  sacred  promise"  em- 
phatically repeated  the  duchess.  "  Bear 
them  hither,  warrior,  and  on  the  pledg- 
ed word  of  majesty,  be  their  safety, 
precious,  as  the  safety  of  my  innocent 
Alice." 

Walter,  impulsive  and  ardent,  bowed 
his  knee,  as,  almost  in  homage,  his  lips 
touched  the  hand  extended  ;  and  ere  he 
arose,  he  mentally  bosomed  the  vow,  to 
graft  on  his  own,  the  wrongs  of  prince 
Arthur,  and  unto  death,  to  sustain  the 
cause  of  vengeance. 

The  last  sad  offices  vouchsafed  at 
Christian  hands  to  those  who  depart  in 
the  faith,  was  duly  and  charitably  ac- 
corded :  the  monks  of  St.  Julian  bore 
the  corse  of  O'Chahargy  to  their  own 
burial-ground  ;  and  Walter,  forgetful  of 
the  deeds,  which  in  life,  had  stamped 

eternal 
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eternal  enmity  between  them,  moved 
in  the  procession,  and  saw  the  cold  clay 
deposited  in  the  rest  for  all  living.  It 
needed  not  the  impressive  homily  of  the 
officiating  priest  to  enforce  the  nothing- 
ness of  sublunary  hope  and  sublunary 
dependance  :  alas!  his  own  experience 
taught  him  the  emptiness  of  this  world ; 
taught  him  the  shallow  trust  to  be 
placed  upon  rank  and  upon  riches  :  and 
he  wondered,  when  he  saw  the  coffin 
lowering  from  mortal  eye — when  he 
heard  the  loud  sobs  of  the  mourning 
O'Carroll — how  the  illusions  of  sense 
could  warp  the  judgment  or  mislead  the 
heart ;  wondered,  how  man,  preemi- 
nently endowed  with  reason  and  with 
reflection,  could  hunt  after  shadow,  and 
grasp  at  the  meteor-flame  of  false  be- 
guiling pleasure.  But  the  awful  truths 
of  eternity,  the  flitting  wing  of  all-con- 
suming time,  the  vapoury  base  of  ought 
appertaining  to  flesh,  strikes  home  to 
every  man's  bosom,  when  beholding, 

like 
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like  Walter,  earth  returned  to  its  native 
earth  !  It  is  a  lesson,  to  relax  the  firm- 
est sinew  of  the  stoutest  heart,  to  make 
us  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  Plato— 
"  The  wise  man's  life"  should  be  "  the 
meditation  of  death  :" — and  he  returned 
to  the  desolate  tower,  he  re-sought  the 
presence  of  the  mourning  Margaret, 
with  every  harsh  feeling  chastened,  and 
every  bosomed  injury  forgiven  :  nay,  he 
joined  in  her  prayer  for  the  repose  of  the 
dislodged  spirit:  and  as  he  supplicated 
grace  on  his  own  trespasses,  so  did  he 
yield  grace  to  the  trespasses  of  a  buried 
foe. 

But  brief  was  the  season  given  to  in- 
action :  dear  and  pressing  claims  called 
upon  the  exertion  of  Walter ;  and  the 
same  hour  which  consigned  the  portion- 
less Margaret  to  the  care  of  the  duchess 
Constantia,  saw  him,  attended  by 
O'Carroll,  on  the  road  to  that  humble 
home  which  had  sheltered  him  in  his 
heaviest  fortune. 

Gradually 
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Gradually  did  his  bruised  and  droop- 
ing spirit  regain  all  its  elasticity  and  all 
its  vigour :  the  death-scene  of  O'Cha- 
hargy,  and  the  narrow  mound  of  earth 
searing  up  his  mortal  relics,  yielded  to 
the  anticipation  of  conquest,  to  the 
bright  hopes  of  renown,  to  the  craving 
thirst  for  enterprise  and  for  preemi- 
nence. Panting  for  action,  zealous  to 
eke  out  fame  and  glory,  to  pluck  the 
blood-steeped  laurel,  and  wear  it  in  the 
gaze  of  thousands,  his  warrior-heart, 
scoffing  at  fatigue  or  hazard,  speeded 
him  on  the  journey  ;  and  not  until  his 
eager  eyes  first  caught  sight  of  the  Gar- 
tampe,  smoothly  gliding  within  its 
green  and  sedgy  borders,  did  nature  rise 
superior  to  every  other  feeling.  Then, 
he  pictured  Matilda,  wearing  the  lag- 
ging hours  in  anxiety  and  sorrow,  pray- 
ing for  his  safety,  watching  for  his  re- 
turn ;  then,  did  every  idea  yield  to  the 
stealing  softness  of  the  parent ;  then, 
through  the  haze  of  distance,  did  ima- 
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gination  conjure  the  outline  of  his  late 
haunts :  and  long  before  that  outline 
grew  perceptible,  did  he  see,  or  fancy 
he  saw,  the  grey  spires  of  St.  Mary's 
monastery,  and  the  tall  trees  skirting 
the  scene  of  his  daily  toil :  and  quick 
followed,  the  rose-embosoined  home  of 
his  rest,  shining,  as  a  brightened  speck, 
and  beckoning  to  exertion.  His  heart 
throbbed  high ;  his  eyes  swam  in  sensi- 
bility and  thankfulness ;  he  had  pro- 
cured an  honourable  asylum  for  the 
child  of  his  love ;  beamy  visions  of  pros- 
perity dappled  his  own  late  sombre 
path  ;  and  though,  like  rainbow  tints, 
his  hopes  were  unreal,  unstable,  still, 
they  gave  spur  to  energy,  and  renova- 
tion to  fatigue. 

"  See  you  yon  darkening  towers  ?"  he 
asked,  reining  in  his  horse,  and  calling 
upon  the  attention  of  his  thoughtful 
follower. 

"  I  see  nought,  save  earth  and  sky," 
said  O'Carroll. 

"Not 
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*'  Not  a  river  ?"  demanded  Walter — 
"  not  trees  and  towers  in  the  distance?" 

"  Ay,  I  see  a  river,"  replied  O'Car- 
roll :  "  not  so  clear,  and  so  bright, 
though,  as  our  own  dear  Shannon.  But 
I  see  nought  beside." 

Walter  sighed  heavily. — "  It  may  be 
the  deception  of  vision,"  he  murmured, 
and  again  he  speeded  forward. 

"  They  talk  of  their  vines  and  their 
fig-trees,"  observed  O'Carroll,  encoura- 
ged to  conversation  by  the  late  advance 
of  Walter.  "  God  wot !  I  love  our 
shamrock  better  than  all  their  lilies: 
and  for  country — by  the  mass !  I  would 
not  yield  one  of  our  own  bogs  for  all 
their  pastures.  I  love  a  bog :  it  che- 
quers the  face  of  things ;  and  like  wet 
weather,  makes  us  better  enjoy  the  sun- 
shine." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Walter,  thought- 
fully. "  The  rough  adds  savour  to  the 
sweet.  If  all  in  this  life  was  smooth 

and  even,  man " 
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"  It  is  so,  your  honour,"  energetically 
interrupted  O'Carroll.  "  If  Ireland  was 
all  bog,  it  would  be  fairer  to  my  eyes, 
and  dearer  to  my  heart,  than  the  green 
fields  of  France !" 

"  And  yet,  voluntarily,  and  un re- 
luctantly, you  exchanged  Ireland  for 
France,"  rejoined  Walter. 

"  Arrah  now !  and  can  you  believe 
so?  No,  no;  many  a  salt  tear  have  I 
shed,  and  many  a  sigh  have  I  blown 
back,  to  my  own  mud  hovel,  and  my 
pretty  Norah.  I  left  it,  your  honour, 
when  Ireland  was  too  hot  to  hold  my 
poor  buried  master :  and  how  could  I 
desert  my  poor  buried  master,  when  all 
the  world  ran  cross  !  I  had  eaten  of  his 
bread,  and  drank  of  his  cup — I  had 
shared  his  sunshine : — and  if,  like  sum- 
mer flies,  I  had  scudded  before  the 
shower,  by  St.  Patrick,  and  I  had  not 
deserved  the  hempen  cord,  which  had 
slung  me  out  of  life  !" 

"  You  are  an  honest  fellow,  O'Carroll, 

and 
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and  I  venerate  your  principles.  Per- 
chance the  season  may  yet  dawn,  when 
Ireland  will  smile  a  welcome." 

"  Ah,  if  I  could  only  think  so !"  and 
joy  illumined  every  feature — "  if  I  could 
only  know  myself  once  more  safe  in  my 
own  blessed  county  of  Meath,  the  devil 
himself  should  no  more  catch  me  trip* 
ping." 

"  Of  Meath— did  you  say  of  Meath?" 
and  Walter's  voice  was  low  and  tremu- 
lous. 

"  Ay,  of  Meath,  your  honour ;  in 
the  barony  of  Navan,  close  beside  the 
snug  hamlet  of  Ardbraccan.  There  was 
I  born ;  and  there  was  my  father  born 
before  me :  and  there  did  he  die ;  and 
there,  but  for  evil  fortune,  may  Conner 
O'Carroll  die  also.  I  see  it  often  in  my 
dreams ;  and  I  see  my  old  mother,  and 
I  see  my  cousin  Norab,  and  I  peep  into 
every  creek  and  cranny,  just  as  I  had 
wont.  'Tis  pity,  your  honour,"  after  a 
long  pause,  that  dreams  fly  away  with 
K  3  sun- 
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sun-light.  Holy  St.  Patrick  !  I  should 
like  to  dream  of  Ardbraccan  to  the  end 
of  life." 

Walter  spoke  not :  his  day-dream, 
like  unto  O'Carroll's  night-dreams,  had 
borne  him  to  his  native  country  ;  and 
all  the  tender  ties,  the  dear  associations 
of  country,  revived,  and  glowed  anew. 

"  Belike,"  pursued  O'Carroll,  press- 
ing close  beside  him,  "  you  too  know 
Meath,  and  Ardbraccan  also." 

"  Yes,  I  know  Meath — I  well  know 
Meath,"  replied  Walter,  and  a  shudder- 
ing sigh  swelled  his  bosom — "  Meath  is 
the  county  in  which  I  was  born — Meath 
was  the  cradle  of  my  infancy.  I  did 
love  its  green  bowers — I  do  love  its 
green  bowers,  more  than  the  sick  man 
loves  health,  more  than  the  blind  man 
loves  light!  But  see,  yonder  is  the 
home  of  my  daughter  !"  and  smothering 
down  his  almost  choking  emotion,  he 
again  hurried  forward. 

The  road,  winding  in  many  a  curve, 

outstripped 
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outstripped  the  measure  of  his  impa- 
tience, and  long  was  it  ere  he  neared  the 
garden-hedge,  and  gained  the  garden- 
wicket.  He  looked  anxiously  around, 
but  no  well-known  countenance  greeted 
his  approach;  he  called  aloud  on  the 
name  of  Matilda,  but  no  Matilda  an- 
swered to  the  summons.  The  stillness 
of  death  prevailed  ;  the  deep  trance,  as 
of  utter  abandonment. 

"  It  is  the  vesper  hour,"  said  Walter, 
"  and  doubtless,  she  is  gone  to  pray  in 
the  chapel  of  the  white  monks  of  Cis- 
teaux. — Dear  child !  tender,  affectionate, 
pious  Matilda  !  Faith  be  thy  reliance; 
prayer  be  thy  staff:  it  will  sustain  thee 
through  every  ill  of  this  world,  and  it 
will  fit  thee  for  thy  translation  to  a  bet- 
ter!— We  will  go  to  St.  Mary's,"  he 
continued,  addressing  O'Carroll,  "  and 
join  in  the  prayers  of  filial  love" — and 
quick  were  the  horses  stowed,  and  the 
next  instant,  saw  them  speeding  along 
K  4  the 
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the  narrow  pathway,  leading  to  the  mo- 
nastery. 

Often,  with  limbs  .aching,  with  spirit 
drooping,  had  he  trodden  that  pathway, 
cheered  but  by  the  cherub  who  prattled 
at  his  side:  for  Matilda  had  sustained 
him  through  every  privation,  had  been 
his  solace  in  the  tempest,  his  sheet-an- 
chor through  each  o'erwhelming  blast  of 
adverse  destiny :  and  as  he  mused  upon 
the  past,  as  he  dwelt  on  the  graces  of 
her  mind,  and  the  rare  loveliness  of  her 
person,  he  mentally  thanked  Heaven 
for  the  new  and  honourable  sanctuary 
she  was  about  to  enter.  His  heart  felt 
lightened  of  every  ill ;  the  rugged  track 
of  war  was  despoiled  of  all  its  terrors :  to 
know  her  safe  was  the  balm  necessary 
to  peace ;  and  whether  he  lived  or  died, 
that  knowledge  would  be  his  solace. 

As  he  pressed  through  the  interlacing 
shrubs  to  seek  a  nearer  track  to  the  cha- 
pel, the  full  deep  tones  of  the  organ 
broke  upon  the  stillness  of  evening,  and 

the 
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the  sacred  psalmody  of  the  choir,  breath 
ing   of  heaven  and  of  heaven's  peace, 
stole  the  wrapt  soul  from  earth.     He 
paused  involuntarily ;  he  faced  the  west, 
and  he  saw  the  sun  trembling  in  its  tran- 
sit: it  was  richly  canopied  in  clouds  of 
burnished  gold,  yet  did  it  shed  care  and 
gloom  upon  his  fancy  !  He  thought  of  the 
transit  from  life  to  death,  of  the  pass  of 
the  spirit ;  and  he  sighed  at  the  destiny 
of  man :  for  whether  he  be  in  joy  or  in 
grief;  whether  bliss  or  woe,  be  his  al- 
lotted portion,  here  below,  he  must  fade 
— he  must  sink  away — he  must  drop 
into  the  cloud  of  time !     A  something 
like  forebodence  pressed  upon  his  heart; 
it  was  a  cold,  a  shivering  sensation,  and 
he  struggled  against  it ;  he  tried  to  smile 
at  the  lurking  weakness,  and  with  the 
name  of  Matilda  rising  to  his  tongue,  he 
entered  the   chapel.     He  stood  in  the 
nave — he  gazed  anxiously  around  :  the 
monks  were  all  assembled,  but  no  Ma- 
tilda knelt  in  the  midst :  his  heart  sick- 
K  5  ened ; 


202  KUNNEMEDE. 

ened;  his  cheeks,  his  lips  grew  blood- 
less ;  he  clung  to  the  tracery  of  one  of 
the  shrines,  and  he  gasped  for  breath. 
This  indeed  was  suspense,  almost  mad- 
dening, was  torture,  almost  too  keen  for 
endurance;  it  robbed  even  heaven  of  a 
thought;  for  though  he  tarried  in  si- 
lence, he  heard  not  a  word  of  the  night- 
ly benediction. 

The  service  closed,  and  one  of  the  bro- 
therhood moved  towards  him.  He  look- 
ed up — he  spoke — surprise  marked  the 
recognition,  and  regret  speedily  followed. 

Matilda  had  but  once  visited  St. 
Mary's  since  the  morn  of  Walter's  de- 
parture: father  Clovis  had  himself 
sought  explanation  at  the  cottage,  but 
he  had  found  it  tenantless.  Dire  was 
this  death-blow  to  peace  and  to  honour : 
the  heart,  which  peril  could  not  daunt, 
yielded  to  this  unexpected  stroke  of  for- 
tune ;  and  Walter,  shuddering  back,  as 
though  smitten  by  the  blast  of  fate,  fell 
en  the  shoulder  of  O'Carroll. 

CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


"  The  thunder-cloud  is  skirted  by  the  sunbeam  ; 

The  bow — God'a  covenant  of  good-will  to  man, 

Tokens  a  brightening  sky  ! 

So  too,  the  travel  of  the  stricken  spirit, 

Upheld  by  heavenward  trust,  finds  grace  and  favour." 

THE  return  of  life  was  the  return  of  an- 
guish. Matilda  struggled  from  the  arms 
which  held  her  captive;  she  gazed  a- 
round ;  she  felt  a  world  of  woe  upon  her 
heart,  for  the  same  scene  of  loneliness 
spread  itself  before  her :  drear  woods — 
tractless  wilds — a  frowning  sky — and 
the  traitor  guide,  who  had  lured  her 
from  security.  Still  did  he  wear  the 
profaned  garb  of  holiness ;  but  exulta- 
tion flashed  in  his  eye,  and  triumph 
glowed  in  his  features.  She  was  alone, 
helpless,  destitute ;  yet  fortitude  and  re- 
K  6  solution 
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solution  grew  in  the  trial ;  she  felt  it  the 
season  for  self-command  and  for  conduct, 
and  firmly  did  she  struggle  against  the 
rising  weakness  of  her  sex.  A  scheme, 
so  deep,  and  so  successful ;  so  artfully 
planned,  and  so  ably  executed,  was  not 
to  be  foiled  by  tears  and  prayers.  Alive 
to  the  fallacy  of  such  dependence,  and 
picturing  security  but  in  seeming  con- 
formity, she  shrunk  not  from  his  prof- 
fered service,  neither  did  she  breathe  in- 
vective or  reproach,  when  the  plaint  of 
passion  grated  on  her  ear.  Cold  and 
passive,  she  suffered  herself  to  be  con- 
ducted back  to  the  litter,  and  without  a 
word,  without  a  murmur,  shrunk  with- 
in its  close  shelter,  eager  to  shut  out  the 
being  most  hateful. 

Left  to  the  torture  of  her  own  thoughts, 
harassed,  perplexed,  almost  hopeless,  a 
thousand  wild  schemes  rose  and  faded 
successively  ;  now  fanning  with  the  pos- 
sibility of  escape,  now  scaring  with  the 
anticipation  of  yet  greater  horror.  She 

knew 
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knew  not  the  name,  the  rank,  the  power 
of  her  persecutor;  yet  observation 
spoke  him  powerful,  for  he  moved  with 
a  mighty  host,  and  his  nod  seemed  as 
the  fiat  of  destiny.  Wild  and  uncurb- 
ed will  was  as  the  pilot  to  his  wander- 
ings, and  doubtless,  the  place  of  intend- 
ed sojourn,  would  alike  be  closely  hem- 
med in  from  all  of  human  intervention. 
She  thought  of  her  father — she  thought 
of  the  stranger,  who  had  before  saved 
her  from  insult ;  but  alas !  that  dear  fa- 
ther, that  gracious  stranger,  was  far  be- 
yond the  reach  of  her  cries.  Desolate, 
as  the  dying  dove  in  the  pounces  of  the 
goshawk,  a  sickening  terror  pressed  upon 
her  feelings ;  she  was  alone,  unseen,  and 
the  weakness  of  nature  prevailed ;  she 
buried  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  she 
yielded  to  a  burst  of  sorrow.  Never  be- 
fore had  fate  worn  an  aspect,  so  rayless, 
so  thoroughly  divested  of  promise,  so  to- 
tally bereaved  of  anticipation :  she  felt 
alone  in  the  vast  universe,  shut  out  from 

all 
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all  of  succour,  and  exposed  to  the  insults 
and  persecution  of  prosperous  vice: 
thrown  upon  the  powers  of  her  own 
mind,  and  left  to  the  desperate  strength 
of  her  own  exertions.  At  any  other  pe- 
riod, the  growing  darkness  of  the  sky, 
the  hollow  gusts  of  the  wind,  the  dismal 
din  of  the  thunder,  and  the  vivid  flashes 
of  heaven's  electric  fire,  had  awakened 
dismay ;  now,  she  heard  the  wild  clatter 
with  feelings  of  melancholy  quiescence, 
for  misery  pressed  at  her  heart,  and  fears, 
keener  and  fiercer  than  death  itself,  sad- 
dened the  dreams  of  her  fancy.  Each 
moment  the  litter  moved  slower  and  less 
steady,  and  the  din  of  voices,  rising  in 
debate,  mingled  with  the  peltings  of  the 
tempest.  Suddenly  it  stopped*  and  then 
the  appalling  accent  of  the  pretended 
friar,  fell  like  a  mildew  on  her  spirits. 

"  A  little  further,"  he  urged:  "gain 
but  yon  tower,  and  safety  and  shelter  are 
our  own." 

The  whip  and  the  spur  moved  at  his 

bidding ; 
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bidding;  but  Heaven  sanctioned  not  the 
enterprise,  for  the  succeeding  moment, 
the  scared  and  goaded  animal,  writhing 
beneath  the  torture,  stumbled  and  fell. 
Consternation  and  dismay  grew  in  the 
instant:  a  loud  shriek  mingled  with  the 
louder  din  of  the  thunder :  the  friar, 
wrenching  open  the  litter,  bore  his  resist- 
less victim  from  the  trammel ;  and  Ma- 
tilda, like  some  fair  flower,  battered  and 
broken,  hung  motionless  upon  his  arm, 
the  rain  falling  on  her  wan  cheek,  her 
eyes  closed,  and  terror  usurping  every 
power  of  her  being. 

"  To  the  tower !  to  the  tower !"  ex- 
claimed the  stranger,  then  tightly  grasp- 
ing his  burden,  he  darted  into  the  thick- 
et ;  and  though  she  felt  the  pressure  of 
his  arms,  though  she  felt  his  quick 
breathing  on  her  cheek,  she  lay  as  power- 
less, and  as  passive,  as  the  infant  nest- 
ling in  the  warm  shelter  of  a  mother's 
bosom. 

Bearing  her  through  the  long  grass, 

with 
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with  giant  strength,  like  one  breasting 
the  waves  of  ocean,  he  broke  through 
the  intersecting  underwood,  and  leaping 
each  brake  and  barrier,  paused  not,  un- 
til he  gained  the  shelter  of  the  tower; 
then,  whispering  assurances  of  safety,  he 
shrunk  within  its  darkened  archway ; 
and  though  it  was  a  spot,  drear  even  to 
desolation,  blackened  with  the  rust  of 
time,  and  by  man,  neglected  and  forsa- 
ken, she  hailed  it  with  thankfulness,  for 
it  freed  her  from  the  trammel  of  his  em- 
brace. With  knees  tottering,  and  a 
heart,  cold,  almost  unto  death,  she  shrunk 
away  from  his  side,  and  clinging  to  the 
damp  wall,  and  murmuring  a  fervent 
prayer,  strove  to  reassure  and  to  fortify 
herself  against  the  fearful  emergency. 

The  stranger  had  cast  off  his  cloak 
and  hood,  and  the  lightning,  playing  a- 
round  the  ruin,  and  piercing  each  nook 
and  crevice,  shone  on  his  coat-of-mail, 
imparting  strength,  and  almost  awful 
dignity,  to  his  still  dark  aspect.  He 

was 
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was  tall,  and  fitly  fashioned,  and  hand- 
some, in  the  world's  acceptation  of  the 
term,  for  his  features  were  regularly 
marked,  and  his  lips  parted  in  a  smile, 
indicative  sometimes  of  sweetness,  but 
oftener  of  irony ;  his  eyes  too  were  dark 
and  penetrating ;  and  the  late  mimicked 
bend  of  age,  was  now  lost  in  the  portly 
gait  of  the  warrior. 

The  clatter  of  feet,  and  the  hum  of 
voices,  spoke  the  advance  of  the  retinue : 
but  when  they  would  have  entered  the 
tower,  the  stranger  waved  them  back, 
and  the  next  instant,  Matilda  was  again 
alone  with  her  persecutor.  Dreadful 
was  the  blank  of  that  instant ;  it  fell  as 
the  precursor  of  death  itself;  a  palsied 
trembling  seized  her,  and  an  ice- chill 
chased  the  blood  from  her  cheeks  and 
from  her  lips ;  for  she  read,  in  the  ready 
obedience  of  this  hireling  crew,  the  per- 
fect dominion  of  their  tyrant  leader. 

The  storm  still  raged,  and  the  advance 
of  night  quickened  in  the  inky  black- 
ness 
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ness  of  the  heavens ;  the  wind  howled 
through  the  high  branches,  and  the 
drifting  rain  mingled  with  the  hoarser 
growl  of  the  thunder.  The  stranger 
paced  the  square  chamber  in  which  they 
tarried ;  often  he  looked  out,  and  often 
he  muttered  impatience  at  delay. — "  I 
fear  we  must  sojourn  until  morning,"  he 
exclaimed,  pausing  at  the  side  of  his 
trembling  charge.  "  Tis  a  rough  shelter 
for  gentleness  and  beauty,  but  'tis  better 
than  a  trackless  wilderness." 

Matilda  bowed  her  head;  sinking 
with  weariness  and  sorrow,  she  had  no 
spirit  for  reply, 

'*  How  like  you  a  soldier's  fortune  ?" 
he  pursued.  "  Marry  !  'tis  thickly  strew- 
ed with  hardship ;  but  hardship  quick- 
ens invention,  and  invention  genders 
comfort.  Tarry  yet  a  moment,  lady, 
and  judge  my  heart,  by  the  bright  blaze 
I  kindle." 

As  he  spoke,  he  retreated  to  the  door 
of  entrance,  and  one  low  blast  of  the 

horn, 
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horn,  was  succeeded  by  cautious  whis- 
pering. Time  had  been  when  curiosity 
had  bent  a  ready  ear,  but  terror  now 
usurped  each  faculty,  and  Matilda  con- 
tinued clinging  to  the  damp  wall,  her 
very  lifeblood  chilled  within  her ;  insen- 
sible to  the  war  of  the  elements,  to  the 
awful  din  of  the  thunder,  cracking  and 
rolling,  "  e'en  to  the  verge  of  heaven ;" 
to  the  quick  and  quivering  flashes  of 
lightning,  piercing,  and  flitting,  and  pe- 
netrating each  time-worn  crevice,  and 
dragging  into  light,  the  utter  desolation 
which  prevailed.  The  tower,  rocking 
to  its  foundation,  had  once  been  a  fast- 
ness of  strength,  sited  on  a  beetling  rock, 
and  frowning  in  defiance  and  security : 
now,  it  was  dismantled  and  forsaken,  an 
aerie  for  the  birds  of  prey,  a  crying  mo- 
nument of  the  instability  of  all  things 
earthly.  But  had  the  page  of  its  resist- 
ance and  its  glory  been  clear  as  meridian 
sunshine  —  had  the  catalogue  of  the 
deeds  of  whole  centuries  been  recorded — 

she 
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she  had  shrunk  from  the  contemplation. 
It  was  self,  it  was  local  ill,  which  mono- 
polized every  thought ;  it  was  the  recol- 
lection of  the  grief  and  despair  of  her 
father,  when  returning  to  seek  her,  he 
should  find  the  cottage  desolate,  which 
wrung  every  fibre  of  her  nature ;  it  was 
that  one  conviction,  which  pressed  eter- 
nally on  her  spirit,  unfitting  her  for  ex- 
ertion, and  harrowing  her,  almost  to  re- 
bel against  Heaven's  enjoined  mandate 
of  submission. 

One  short  hour,  and  the  interior  of 
the  ruined  fastness,  wore  a  contrasting 
livery  to  its  outward  loneliness.  Piled- 
up  fagots  crackled  on  the  huge  hearth, 
and  coats,  and  night-cloaks,  spread  be- 
fore the  bright  and  ruddy  blaze,  lured 
to  the  blank  of  forgetfulness.  But  Ma- 
tilda shrunk  away  from  the  hand  which 
sought  to  lead  her  from  her  dark  and 
cheerless  corner  :  she  had  witnessed  the 
preparations  for  comfort;  she  had  heard 
the  frolic  jest  of  many  a  light  heart ;  she 
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knew  the  retinue  disposed  in  an  outer 
chamber,  and  herself  destined  to  wane 
away  the  hours  of  darkness  in  the  pre- 
sence of  her  persecutor. 

"  I  shall  not  rest  to-night,"  she  ex- 
claimed, waving  him  proudly  back: 
"  sleep  is  for  the  happy,  not  for  the  op- 
pressed and  the  captive." 

"  Sleep  is  for  the  weary,"  replied  the 
stranger,  jestingly ;  "  but  by  the  badge 
of  knighthood,  I  cannot  sleep,  when 
crushed  beneath  the  weight  of  a  lady's 
anger." 

"  Leave  me,"  said  Matilda,  firmly. 
"  I  would  be  alone — I  would,  that  hea- 
ven, and  only  heaven,  should  register 
my  sighs." 

"  And  would  you  turn  me  adrift  on 
such  a  night  ?"  he  reproachfully  asked — 
"  would  you  hurl  me  from  this  warm 
and  genial  atmosphere,  into  all  the 
death-horrors  of  the  tempest  ?  No,  no, 
it  is  not  woman's  kindly  nature :  gentle- 
ness cannot  adjure  so  harshly" — and  as 

he 
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he  spoke,  he  again  essayed  to  draw  her 
forward,  but  she  shrunk  away,  as  though 
his  touch  were  poison. 

"  Words  are  vain,"  Matilda  rejoined; 
"  reproaches  idle.  By  a  base  and  cruel 
fabrication  you  have  cajoled  me  hither. 
I  am  in  your  power :  you  may  despoil 
me  of  life,  but  never  will  I  submit  to 
my  own  degradation.  Let  your  retinue 
be  summoned  hither,  or  grant  me  the 
security  of  a  lone  chamber." 

"  How,  lady !  Would  you,  in  a  spot 
like  this;  a  spot,  so  destitute,  and  so 
forlorn — would  you  brave  the  horrors  of 
solitude?  would  you " 

*'  I  would  brave  utter  darkness — J 
would  brave  the  horrors  of  this  night  of 
storm,"  interrupting  him,  "  rather  than 
sojourn  here." 

A  momentary  crimson  flashed  o'er 
the  bronzed  cheek  of  the  unknown ;  he 
raised  his  eyes  to  her  death- wan  features, 
as  reproachfully  he  uttered — "  'Tis  well 
the  privilege  of  action  rests  not  in  your 

own 
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own  keeping,  else  might  you  play  the 
heroine  to  the  despite  of  life." 

"  I  would  but  fly  the  trammel,  my 
principles,  and  my  heart,  revolts  at," 
said  Matilda  :  "  this  ruin,  and  this  re- 
straint, is  worse  than  bonds  and  death," 

"  Yet  must  you  endure  until  day- 
break," was  his  cold  remark  :  then,  after 
a  pause  of  deep  thought,  he  added — 
"  May  not  danger  lurk  in  this  fitful  per- 
version of  all  my  aims  and  all  my  la- 
bours?" 

"  Danger  to  your  own  soul — danger 
to  your  own  honour,"  firmly  pronounced 
Matilda.  "  Leave  me — I  command 
you,  leave  me.  My  heart  may  be  tu- 
tored to  misery,  but  never  to  temporize 
with  my  own  shame." 

The  stranger  smiled  disdainfully,  but 
curbing  the  bent  of  his  humour — "  How- 
ever the  slave  of  a  passion,  omnipotent 
and  holy,"  he  returned,  "  scorn,  and 
harsh  severity,  may  stimulate  to  daring. 

Have 
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Have  a  care,  lady ;  I  would  but  warn  of 
possibility." 

As  he  spoke,  he  retreated  a  few  paces, 
and  stood,  silent  and  moody,  by  the  bla- 
zing hearth.  Pale,  trembling,  and  a- 
ghast,  Matilda  watched  him  in  silence ; 
watched  the  workings  of  his  distemper- 
ed mind,  as  the  fugitive  flame,  alter- 
nately paled  and  reddened  his  features : 
and  when  again  he  started  into  being, 
when  again  he  pressed  to  her  side,  she 
sprung  back,  with  an  action,  cold  and 
repulsive. — "  Why  dare  me  to  revenge?" 
he  asked;  "  why  compel  me  to  act 
against  my  nature?"  Then  muttering 
something  of  pride  and  woman's  fitful 
perversity,  he  paused,  irresolute  and 
doubtful. 

"  I  crave  but  one  favour,"  said  Matil- 
da, timidly — "  I  crave  but  the  privilege 
of  being  alone.  Surely,"  and  she  raised 
her  dewy  eyes  in  sad  appeal,  "  'tis  little 
to  be  accorded." 

"  'Tis   much — too  much,"  quick  re- 
plied 
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plied  the  stranger.  "  In  other  circum- 
stances, your  wish  should  be  law :  but 
here,  in  this  bleak  and  nearly  roofless 
tower,  tarrying  but  the  return  of  the 
morning,  think  well,  how  can  a  chamber 
be  fashioned  to  your  comfort  ?" 

"  This  chamber,"  said  Matilda,  firm- 
ly ;  "  or,  be  this  chamber,  the  one  com- 
mon rest  of  all." 

"  Not  so,  lady :  the  vulgar  herd  must 
not  gaze  upon  perfection."  Then,  with 
seeming  sorrow,  "  Alack  !  had  I  retain- 
ed my  hood  and  cloak,  counter  had  been 
your  will." 

That  hood  and  cloak  — that  fatal 
guise,  which  had  lured  her  from  her 
home,  which  had  made  her  the  volun- 
tary sharer  of  his  wanderings,  stirred 
every  warring  feeling  within  her :  it 
was  anger,  contempt,  agony,  which 
strove  for  mastery :  tears  swelled  her 
eyes,  and  sighs,  almost  suffocating, 
heaved  her  bosom ;  yet  stifling  down 
the  mighty  conflict,  and  towering  in  out- 

VOL.  i.  L  raged 
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raged  dignity  — "  Respect  and  trust," 
she  exclaimed,  "  lived  in  the  sacred  call- 
ing: the  violation  of  that  calling,  was 
the  forfeiture  of  each." 

"  Nay,  lady,  blame  the  hand  of  Hea- 
ven, which  made  you  all- perfect ;  blame 
that  skin  of  snow,  that  eye  of  fire : 
blame  Fate  herself,  for  strangely  caprici- 
ous, has  she  linked  our  destinies." 

Matilda  shrunk  away  from  the  arm 
which  strove  to  encircle  her ;  she  spoke 
not,  but  she  cast  on  him  a  glance  of  wi- 
thering scorn. 

"  Tis  in  vain  to  contend,"  he  resumed. 
"  The.  hour,  when,  on  the  banks  of  the 
Gartampe,  I  beheld  you,  beamy  as  the 
seraph  of  another  world — that  same  hour 
was  the  last  of  my  freedom.  Lady,  I 
love  you;,  fondly,  macUy  love  you  ;  and 
dear  is  the  rate  at  which  I  have  purchased 
this  privilege  of  breathing  my  love. 
Nay,  bear  with  me — hear  me,"  check- 
ing her  effort  to  speak — "  mine  is  ilo 
cold  and  common  passion,  no  fitful  start 

of 
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of  mere  and  transient  admiration ;  it  has 
become  a  vital  part  of  my  being  ;  it  has 
mingled  with  the  breath  I  draw.  I  saw 
you  in  the  con  vent-chapel,  your  dark  hair, 
contrasting  your  brow  of  snow;  your  eyes, 
your  hands,  upraised,  looking,  like  some 
mediating  spirit,  pluming  for  your  na- 
tive sky !  I  forgot  the  worship  of  the 
saints — I  forgot  all,  but  your  heavenly 
beauty  :  my  heart,  felt  you,  Matilda ; 
felt  you,  as  it  had  never  felt  woman :  it 
inhaled  a  new  principle  of  action  ;  it  bo- 
somed a  dearer  and  a  brighter  hope. — I 
saw  you  depart  from  the  chapel,  and 
darkness  and  gloom  remained.  I  pur- 
sued, I  overtook  you  in  the  wood — I 
spoke  of  admiration,  and  you  shrunk 
terrified  away.  I  would  have  explained 
—I  would  have  besought  you  to  hear 

me— I " 

"  Alas !  why  probe  me  anew  with  that 
moment  of  humiliation  ?"  interrupted 
Matilda.  "  I  would  forget  it — I  would 
blot  out  the  insult  and  the  pang." 

L  2  •    «•  Yet 
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"  Yet  hear  me  to  the  end,"  impetu- 
ously pursued  the  stranger ;  "  hear  your 
triumph  and  my  dependence ;  hear " 

"  Tis  but  vain  words,"  said  Matilda, 
proudly :  "  the  end,  as  the  beginning, 
leaves  me  the  oppressed,  you  the  oppres- 
sor." And  then  she  folded  her  arms  in 
mute  submission,  and  struggled  for  calm- 
ness, spite  of  the  shuddering  throes  of 
outraged  sensibility. 

The  stranger  bit  his  lip ;  a  dark  cloud 
gathered  on  his  brow ;  yet  he  checked 
the  rising  ire,  willing  to  assure,  rather 
than  to  intimidate. — "  Man  is  prone  to 
error,"  he  observed,  after  the  pause  of  a 
moment,  "  and  forgiveness  is  the  one 
bounden  bond  of  brotherhood.  On  this 
side  eternity  we  owe  it  to  each  other,  for 
the  claim  exists  in  the  frailty  of  our  na- 
ture." He  ceased,  but  Matilda  continu- 
ed silent,  for  the  sentiments  of  the  friar, 
did  but  deepen  the  hypocrisy  of  the  man. 
— "  Lady,"  and  he  spoke  with  trepida- 
tion, and  he  bent  his  dark  eyes  upon  the 

ground, 
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ground,  et  in  me  there  is  much  to  be 
forgiven.     I  have  erred,  greatly  erred ; 
yet  is  it  an  error  of  the  judgment,  rather 
than  the  heart.     The  season  for  disguise 
is  passed,  and  gentleness  must  be  taxed. 
My  birth  is  noble ;  and  the  prejudices  of 
noble  birth,  the  false  bias  of  education, 
the  latitude  ofcustom,the — the — Lady," 
confused  and   hesitating,  "  I   must  be 
explicit.     From  one  .of  the  monks  of  St. 
Mary  I  gained  the  outline  of  your  story: 
I  found  that  your  father,  a  moody  and  a 
melancholy  man,  toiled  in  the  convent- 
garden  ;  and  that  yourself,  fashioned  for 
the  homage  of  mankind,  smiled  at  ob- 
scurity, and  shared  his  scant  pittance. 
I  heard  that  you  lived  in  a  lone  cottage ; 
that  you  braved  every  ill  of  life ;  that 
your  mind  was  pure,  as  your  form  was 
matchless !     I  heard  all  this,  and  more 
than  this ;  yet  pride  strove  to  crush  the 
embryo  flame,  strove   to  root   out  the 
strange,  the  maddening  ascendency.  The 
daughter  of  the  gardener  of  the  white 
L  3  monks 
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monks  of  Cisteaux" — and  he  raised  his 
eyes  as  he  spoke,  and  steadfastly  regard- 
ed her — "  was  no  match  for  the  proud 
house  of  De  Mauleon."  Matilda  did 
start,  but  it  was  not  with  surprise  at  the 
rank  of  her  persecutor;  it  was  with  in- 
dignation, at  the  dark  plot  fast  unravel- 
ling itself  to  view.  — "  Lady,"  he  re- 
sumed, self-love  misconstruing  her  agi- 
tation, "  marvel  not  that  pride  should 
have  made  a  stubborn  stand  ;  that  the 
representative  of  a  long  race  of  nobles 
and  of  heroes  should  manfully  have 
wrestled  with  the  weakness  of  nature : 
but  alas!"  and  there  was  much  of  se- 
ductive softness  in  his  look  and  in  his 
accent,  "  beauty,  and  innocence,  and 
love,  are  omnipotent !  Vain  have  I 
wrestled  ;  vain  have  I  strove  :  the  flame 
which  consumes  me  will  burn  to  the  end  : 
up,  or  on  my  pillow:  in  the  gloom  of 
night,  as  in  the  midday  beam,  you,  and 
you  alone,  colour  the  visions  of  fancy! 
To  see^you — to  be  with  you — to  love 

you. 
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you,  have  I  submitted  to  disguise,  have 
I  condescended  to  subterfuge." 

"  And  for  this  unhallowed  privilege, 
am  I  brought  hither;  am  I  dragged,  a 
reluctant  prisoner,  from  home,  and  from 
security,"  exclaimed  the  indignant  girl. 
"  But  know,  proud  lord  of  De  Mauleon, 
not  the  descendant  of  a  race  of  kings 
could  qualify  the  depredation.  Restore 
me  to  the  shelter  from  which  you  have 
torn  me,  or  give  me  safe  conduct  to  the 
nearest  monastery." 

"  What,  and  forego  the  hard-earned 
right  of  possession  ?  No,  lady :  think 
what  the  attainment  of  that  right  has 
cost,  and  tax  my  fealty  in  another 
form." 

"  True,"  and  Matilda  heaved  a  heart- 
wrung  sigh,  "  the  temporizer  of  honour 
yields  no  restitution." 

De  Mauleon  writhed  beneath  the  im- 
plied sting,  yet  displeasure  suited  not  his 
purpose  :  it  was  his  aim,  to  win  by  gen- 
tleness, to  lure  by  conciliation,  to  hush 
L  4  to 
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to  sleep  every  jarring  principle  militating 
against  his  plans,  and  in  the  coveted 
trance  of  security  and  dreaming  confi- 
dence, to  seize  at  last  the  promised  har- 
vest. Born  to  affluence,  and  reared  in 
prodigal  splendour,  mixing  with  the  pro- 
fligate and  the  gay,  the  shameless  lati- 
tude of  example  spurring  the  mad  fren- 
zy of  passion,  he  thought  not — for  how 
can  the  disciple  of  such  a  school  think  ? 
— of  the  peace  he  might  mar — of  the 
heart  he  might  break — of  the  ruin  he 
might  achieve — of  the  total,  the  irre- 
mediable desolation  he  might  heap  upon 
his  victim !  he  thought  but  of  self,  and 
even  that  self-thought  ended  in  the  fe- 
ver of  brief  indulgence:  it  pierced  not 
beyond  this  world  of  illusive  vanity,  be- 
yond the  headlong  race  of  prosperous 
fortune:  it  neared  not  the  shadows  of 
time,  neither  did  it  dare  the  awful  truths 
of  death  and  judgment ! 

Savari,  lord  of  De  Mauleon,  was  a  hero 
in  that  age  of  chivalry,  when,  to  love, 

and 
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and  to  sacrifice  all  to  love,  was  the  boun- 
den  law  of  gallantry.  His  song  was  as 
the  breath  of  passion ;  his  hopes  freight- 
ed on  the  smile  of  favour :  buoyant  on 
the  downy  pinion  of  romance,  and  wrapt 
in  the  tissue  of  illusion,  he  judged  of 
woman's  heart,  as  the  prize  of  bold  ad- 
venture ;  of  woman's  favour,  as  the  sure 
award  to  dauntless  daring. 

"  Lady,"  he  said,  watching  the  vary- 
ing tints  of  her  cheek,  "  tarry,  until  I 
win  your  gratitude,  and  then  deal  with 
me  as  you  list :  tarry,  until  safe  lodged 
in  the  home,  best  suiting  your  worth 
and  my  homage,  and  tax,  without  re- 
serve, my  love  and  my  prowess  !  If  to 
beard  a  world,  give  the  command,  and 
my  sword  shall  fly  its  scabbard  :  ay,  lady, 
me  and  my  brave  followers ;  for  our 
coursers  shall  be  bridled,  our " 

"  I  would  fain  know  a  prelude  to  my 
promised  influence,"  eagerly  interrupt- 
ed Matilda,  "  in  the  boon  I  crave.    Lord 
of  De  Mauleon,  if  you  would  win  my 
L  5  thanks* 
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thanks,  until  morning,  leave  me  Ihis 
chamber  to  sigh  in." 

"  Be  it  even  as  you  wish,"  said  De 
Mauleon,  laying  his  hand  upon Iris  breast, 
and  bowing  in  lowly  submission—"  I 
go,  to  stretch  me  on  the  door-sill,  and 
watch  and  guard  your  safety." 

Even  in  this  moment  of  bitter  trial, 
something  like  gratitude  thrilled  in  the 
pure  bosom  of  Matilda,  when  she  saw 
the  door  close  upon  her  persecutor ; 
when  she  found  herself  alone—-"  Jesu 
be  praised !"  she  ejaculated :  and  then 
she  marvelled  at  the  mere  shadow  of  joy, 
which,  as  light,  darting  askaunt  the  dark- 
ness, seemed  to  vary  the  blank  of  de- 
spair. "  Joy !  no,  no,  not  joy ;  'tis 
thankfulness,"  she  murmured,  "  at  the 
lesser  evil  of  the  train  ;  thankfulness  for 
this  season  of  respite  :  he  yields  me  time 
for  thought  and  for  self-possession  !  God 
grant  the  commune  be  not  vain  !" 

She  stood,  with  her  hands  clasped, 
with  her  eyes  fixed  upon  the  burning 

embers> 
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embers,  revising,  again  and  again,  the 
wild  vicissitudes  of  the  last  few  days, 
and  dwelling  on  the  strange  colour  of 
her  trials,  until  almost  stupified  by  the 
rapidity  and  pressure  of  circumstances. 
Bitter  was  the  heart- pang  with  which 
she  thought  of  her  father ;  painful,  well- 
nigh  to  suffocation,  the  rush  of  her  feel- 
ings :  every  pulse  ached ;  every  breath 
was  laboured:  nought  but  barrenness 
lay  before  her ;  black  despair,  and  rayless 
grief,  spread  itself  on  every  side.  It  was 
the  moment  of  his  return  to  the  cottage, 
it  was  the  utter  waste  of  his  hopes,  it 
was  the  desolation  of  that  once  peaceful 
home,  which  overthrowing  all  compo- 
sure, inflicted  pangs  almost  too  keen  to 
feel  and  live. 

Passing  from  woe  to  woe,  from  out- 
rage to  outrage,  her  cheek,  alternately 
flushing  and  fading,  her  very  spirit 
writhing  beneath  the  sting  of  humilia- 
tion, she  heard  not  the  sound  of  horse- 
hoofs,  and  the  buzz  of  voices,  long  swel- 
L  6  ling 
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ling  and  gathering  in  the  pauses  of  the 
storm;  nor  until  that  buzz  rose  into 
shouts,  until  a  loud  pummelling  on  the 
outer  entrance  of  the  tower,  spoke  con- 
viction to  her  senses,  did  she  rally  into 
the  possible  hope  of  rescue.  She  listen- 
ed— she  held  in  her  breath,  and  tightly 
did  she  press  her  heart,  lest  its  very 
throbbings  should  be  audible,  as  a  thou- 
sand wild  conjectures  crowded  on  each 
other :  for  there  are  situations  in  life, 
there  are  acmes  in  human  ill,  when 
aught  of  change  must  be  welcome !  Ma- 
tilda had  gained  that  point  of  peril;  she 
stood  upon  that  shelving  brink,  where 
change  is  as  unction  to  the  sick  soul, 
and  coveted  freedom,  and  pictured  res- 
cue, broke,  as  a  heavenward  ray,  upon 
the  deep  night  of  her  prospects  ! 

Suddenly,  a  corresponding  commo- 
tion rose  within  the  tower:  she  heard 
conjectures,  and  debates,  and  wavering 
indecision  ;  she  heard  too  the  authorita- 
tive accents  of  her  persecutor,  and  the 

next 
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next  instant,  all  was  lost  in  the  loud  din 
of  the  assailants.  A  crush  marked  the 
falling  barrier;  and  the  mingling  of  voices, 
the  concordance  of  sounds,  quick  sa- 
voured of  recognisance  and  peace. — Alas ! 
where  then  were  her  hopes  ? — where, 
the  fairy  fabric  she  had  erected  ?  Crum- 
bled, fallen,  like  many  a  fabric,  as  base- 
less, and  as  empty  !  She  tottered  back  ; 
she  leant  against  the  flinty  wall,  all  of 
energy  drooping  within  her,  and  looking 
the  death-wan  emblem  of  disappoint- 
ment and  horror. 

As  she  stood,  her  face  bent  upon  her 
bosom,  her  spirit  strickened,  her  hands 
clasped  in  mute  dismay,  a  voice  from 
without  rallied  back  the  truant  blood  to 
her  cheeks. — It  was  familiar,  and  it  thril- 
led upon  her  heart  like  the  harmony  of 
heaven !  —  "I  thought  you  with  De 
Thouars :  how  then  do  I  meet  you,  dri- 
ven by  the  same  storm,  to  the  same  shel- 
ter?" 

De  Mauleon,  in  reply,  uttered  some- 
thing 
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thing  of  disablement  from  illness,  some- 
thing of  excuse,  by  way  of  veiling  his 
share  in  her  removal ;  he  spoke  with  em- 
barrassment and  trepidation,  yet  Matilda 
listened,  but  to  catch  the  milder  accents 
of  the  former  speaker.  That  speaker 
spoke  again ;  spoke  of  a  nigh  camp,  of  a 
sojourn  until  morning ;  spoke,  until 
every  pulse  throbbed,  every  feeling  thril- 
led to  transport!  Could  it  be  the  pal- 
mer ? — could  it  be  the  disguised  warrior, 
who,  on  the  banks  of  the  Gartampe,  had 
rescued  her  from  insult — as  an  uncle's 
messenger,  had  pierced  within  the  cot- 
tage, and  quitted  it  on  the  eve  of  her  fa- 
ther's departure?  Oh  !  if  it  should  be! 
if  it  is  !  The  possibility  suffused  her 
with  the  brightest  crimson  :  and  when, 
in  the  next  instant,  she  marked  the  slow 
opening  of  the  door,  she  made  one 
spring  forward,  panting  and  eager,  yet 
unconscious  who  she  should  meet. 

De  Mauleon — for  it  was  De  Mauleon 
himself,  looked  with  strange  surprise; 

he 
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he  tokened  silence,  and  carefully  reclo- 
sing  the  door,  led  back  to  the  nearly 
darkened  extremity  of  the  chamber; 
then  stopping,  and  pointing  to  the  cloak 
and  hood  he  bore  on  his  arm — "  Lady," 
he  whispered,  "  if  you  would  prevent 
murder — if  you  would  save  yourself 
from  outrage,  quick  assume  this  garb, 
and  speak  not.  A  host,  an  armed  bri- 
gand, surround  the  tower  :  we  will  fight 
to  the  death :  but  caution  may  save  the 
venture." 

"  What,  and  tamper  with  my  own 
disgrace  ?  profane  a  holy  garb  to  aid  a 
ravisher  ?  Never — never  ;"  and  Matilda 
waved  him  back,  and  stood  in  firm  defi- 
ance. 

"  Not  if  1  swear  to  hold  your  wish  as 
holy  ?"  asked  De  Mauleon,  pressing  to 
her  side,  and  earnestly  regarding  her. 
"  Grant  but  my  boon,  and  on  my  soul, 
never  shall  rule  be  mine  !  Nay,  on  my 
knees,  lady,  I  make  it — on  my  knees. 
List  to  me — yield  to  me  :  I  would  but 

save 
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save  you  from  a  ruffian  crew,  whose  law 
is  inclination." 

"And  for  yourself,"  disdainfully  ques- 
tioned Matilda;  "  who  shall  save  me 
from  that  worst  peril  of  the  two  ?" 

"  Nay,  nay,  hear  me — hear  reason," 
urgent  and  anxious — "  This  cloak  will 
veil  all  knowledge  of  your  sex.  Think 
of  the  deadly  snare :  to  brave  the  ill 
is  sure  destruction."  As  he  spoke, 
he  turned  often  to  the  door,  as  though 
apprehensive  of  intrusion  ;  and  when 
he  ceased,  he  tried  to  cast  the  cloak 
around  her :  but  agile  as  a  young  fawn, 
she  eluded  the  effort,  and  in  a  voice  of 
firm  decision,  pronounced  —  "  Be  my 
cause  in  the  hand  of  Heaven  !" 

Agitating,  almost  to  bewilderment, 
was  the  flight  of  the  succeeding  hours. 
Matilda  was  left  alone ;  left  to  conjec- 
ture and  suspense ;  left  to  the  busy  coin- 
age of  her  own  fancy.  The  fire  had  died 
away,  and  a  few  embers  alone  smoked 
and  mouldered  on  the  hearth :  darkness, 

as 
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as  of  the  tomb,  and  silence  too,  reigned 
around  ;  for  nought  could  she  hear,  save 
the  deep  breathing  of  those,  whom  wea- 
riness had  lulled  to  repose; — who,  un- 
like herself,  the  world  forgetting,  had 
lost  its  cares  and  its  thorns  in  the  deep 
blank  of  slumber.  The  storm  too,  spent, 
as  it  were,  by  its  own  fury,  was  now 
hushed  and  still ;  the  rough  gusts  had 
died  away ;  and  the  night-wind,  sighing 
mournfully  and  hollowly,  sounded,  like 
the  plaint  of  some  lone  spirit,  wailing 
o'er  the  havock  of  the  past. 

Often  did  Matilda  recall  the  voice,  so 
silver-sweet,  so  touching,  and  so  thrilling ; 
often  did  she  ponder,  how  best  to  arouse 
the  hero  of  her  fancy,  to  awaken  him  to 
the  sense  of  her  danger  and  her  wrongs : 
but  difficulty  met  her  on  every  side; 
peril  threatened;  interference  teemed 
with  blood  and  murder :  and  such  wild 
fears  crowded  on  each  other,  that  sub- 
dued to  weeping,  and  heedless  of  each 
existing  blessing  in  the  seeming  desola- 
tion around,  she  cast  herself  upon  the 

floor, 
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floor,  despairing  of  the  present,  and  des- 
perate almost  of  the  future. 

Thegloamingof  morning,  seen  through 
a  high  loophole  in  the  tower — -misty  and 
dim,  fit  close  to  a  night,  so  long  and  so 
wearisome — roused  her  to  necessary  ex- 
ertion. Not  once  had  she  lost  herself; 
not  for  one  single  moment  had  sleep 
cheated  her  of  sorrow:  fitful  and  mur- 
muring, she  had  prayed  for  mercy  at 
the  close  of  night ;  now,  at  the  birth  of 
new  day,  did  she  raise  herself  upon  her 
knees,  and  contrite  and  humble,  and 
probing  the  depths  of  her  own  heart, 
did  she  ask — not  a  brighter  destiny- — but 
patience  and  submission  under  every 
trial.—"  It  is  fit  I  should  be  afflicted," 
she  murmured;  "yet  will  the  God  of 
Grace  and  pity  fashion  the  back  to  the 
burden !" 

Assured  and  strengthened;  for  reli- 
gion is  the  sure  staff  to  the  sick  soul,  the 
disseminator  of  comfort,  when  all  of 
earthly  comfort  fails ;  though  the  bright 
blaze  of  her  beauty  was  faded  by  watch- 
ing 
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ing  and  woe,  yet  was  her  young  spirit 
re-braced,  and  her  mind  re- invigorated  : 
and  when  gathering  sounds,  indicative 
of  moving  breathing  man,  grew  with 
the  growing  day,  she  shrunk  not,  nei- 
ther did  she  sicken  at  the  coming  strug- 
gle. Busy  preparation  spoke  in  the 
tread  of  feet  and  hum  of  voices  .-—Ma- 
tilda climbed  to  the  loophole ;  she  gazed 
— not  on  the  lone  forests,  not  on  the  ste- 
rile heights,  capped  in  cloud  and  vapour 
— but  on  the  huddled  group  of  horses 
and  of  men,  immediately  at  the  base  of 
the  tower. 

Was  this  the  armed  brigand,  the  ruf- 
fian crew,  from  whom  she  was  bid  to 
shrink  ?  so  neat  and  trim,  so  fashioned 
to  the  cause  and  purposes  of  war !  Sud- 
denly, her  breath  felt  to  stop,  her  very 
heart's  pulsation  wavered  :  she  saw  De 
Mauleon  ;  and  at  his  side,  the  mysterious 
palmer,  the  brave  unknown,  so  awful  in 
dignity,  so  preeminent  in  beauty,  so 
gifted  above  the  myriad ;  yet  wearing 

the 
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the  same  brow  of  thought  and  sadness ! 
She  bent  forward — she  fixed  her  eyes 
upon  his  towering  form — no  longer 
shrouded  in  the  dun  vest  of  penance, 
but  cased  in  polished  steel;  his  vizor 
up,  shaded,  crested  by  a  plume  of  sable, 
looking,  more  dignified,  and  brighter 
far,  than — 

"  The  poet's  incarnation  of  his  God, 
In  all  his  marble  sculptured  beauty  !" 

She  heard  him  speak,  and  she  felt  that 
within  unfelt  before :  it  was  a  pleasur- 
able, it  was  an  agitating,  it  was  an  un- 
definable  emotion.  She  saw  him  grasp 
the  extended  hand  of  De  Mauleon,  as 
though  in  adieu.  But  when  she  saw 
him  move  forward;  when  she  saw  his 
own  hand  upon  the  flowing  mane  of  his 
war-horse,  the  impulse  and  the  act  were 
one. — She  thrust  her  white  arm  through 
the  loophole — she  shrieked  out — "  Save 
me !  save  me !"  then  losing  all  of  strength 
and  hold,  she  fell  back  upon  the  floor. 

CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  X. 


"  Midst  fear  and  trembling,  peril  and  despair, 
Still  is  the  bond  knit ;  and  all  the  future 
Schemes  of  busy  life,  made  subject  to  the 
Business  of  a  few  brief  minutes." 

RAPID  almost  to  dizziness  was  the  change 
in  Matilda's  destiny:  from  the  lowest 
depths  of  despair,  did  she  find  herself 
called  into  joy,  and  gratitude,  and  hope ! 
— "  Fear  not :  Heaven  sides  with  inno- 
cence!" and  the  voice  which  whispered 
the  glad  conviction,  quickened  the  pulses 
at  her  heart,  and  rallied  the  truant  blood 
to  her  marble-like  features.  She  raised 
her  head  from  the  breast  which  pillowed 
it — she  met  the  softly  beaming  eyes  of 
the  palmer:  all  within  was  gentleness 
and  mild  assurance :  no  blood  had  been 
spilt ;  no  mortal  strife  had  marked  the 

moment 
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moment  of  deliverance:  his  plumed 
casque  lay  on  the  floor  beside  him,  and 
glad  surprise,  and  instinctive  urbanity, 
shining,  as  a  halo,  around  his  brow,  im- 
parted a  radiance  almost  dazzling. 

Still  in  the  dismantled  tower,  in  the 
lone  chamber,  the  seat  of  her  last  night's 
trial,  every  thing  impressed  the  force  of 
obligation :  she  murmured  gratitude, 
but  language  was  too  faint  to  paint  the 
gratitude  she  felt:  hers  was. a  sensation 
at  heart,  wild,  thrilling,  almost  overpow- 
ering; a  sensation  of  delight,  of  tran- 
sport, of  bliss,  past  telling ;  a  sensation, 
flooding  her  cheeks,  and  stamping  irre- 
versibly, the  die  of  her  future  life  !  Ra- 
pid was  the  exchange  of  explanation  : 
soon  was  the  artless  tale  of  Matilda  told : 
the  warrior-palmer  listened  with  touch- 
ing interest ;  sometimes  his  eyes  radia- 
ting in  softness;  but  oftener,  in  the 
known  treachery  of  De  Mauleon,  flash- 
ing the  scathing  fire  of  indignant  rage. 
— "  A  recreant  to  knighthood !  a  stain 

upon 
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upon  his  fellow  men !"  he  exclaimed ; 
and  then,  smothering  down  his  ire,  and 
gently  bending,  his  features  beamed 
such  scintillations  of  soul,  that  his  very 
smile  seemed  to  utter — "  In  thy  rescue, 
am  I  the  debtor  of  De  Mauleon !" 

But  to  the  en  wrapt  Matilda,  darkness 
still  shrouded  the  events  of  the  last  half 
hour,  and  quick  did  her  eloquent  glance 
question  of  what  her  lips  could  not  utter. 
'Twas  then  she  heard,  that  the  season 
for  unmasking  villainy,  is  often  a  season, 
imbecile  and  subduing: — that  her  shriek, 
that  her  hand,  seen  through  the  loophole 
of  the  tower,  like  some  denouncing 
phantom,  ghastly  and  wan  from  the 
tomb,  had  paralyzed  the  power  and  the 
actions  of  her  ravisher  : — that  De  Mau- 
leori,  confounded  and  self-condemned, 
conscious  of  the  weakness  of  his  means, 
and  the  still  greater  weakness  of  his 
cause,  had  slunk  away,  with  shame  burn- 
ing deeper  than  on  his  cheek  ;  that  fol- 
lowed by  his  retinue,  and  abandoning 

her 
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her  to  the  protection  of  her  champion, 
he  had  quitted  the  tower,  without  ex- 
planation, without  one  effort  at  excuse. 

"  But  he  shall  hear  further  of  the 
deed,"  said  the  stranger  knight ;  "  nei- 
ther birth  nor  power  shall  shield  from  the 
just  indignation  of  outraged  honour.  I 
will  confront  him  in  the  face  of  princes, 
and  tax  him  with  the  mildew  on  his 
fame." 

"  Not  so — not  so,  sir  knight,"  implored 
Matilda,  yielding  to  the  strange  wild 
terror  which  pressed  upon  her  heart: 
"  aim  not,  I  pray  you,  a  pang,  so  keen, 
as  the  endangering  your  safety.  Oh, 
spare  me  the  hereafter  horror  of  involv- 
ing you !"  And  then  she  ceased,  and 
trembled;  for  the  eyes  of  the  palmer 
brightened,  and  his  cheeks  glowed  a  co- 
louring, as  vivid  as  her  own. 

Was  it  sin,  to  yield  to  the  dangerous 
charm  of  her  beauty,  to  indulge  in  the 
brief  bliss   of  admiration?     Here   was 
woman,  in  all  her  witchery :  young,  art- 
less, 
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less,  beamy !  lovely  as  Eve  before  the 
fall!  gifted  beyond  her  compeers,  and 
rare,  as  the  fabled  flights  of  poet's  fancy  ! 

"  And  such  interest  for  me !"  mused 
the  palmer,  perusing  her  varying  fea- 
tures, and  yielding  to  the  momentary 
bewilderment  of  joy — "  such  soft,  such 
soul-thrilling  sensibility !  God  of  na- 
ture !  this  then  is  a  creature,  to  indem- 
nify her  whole  sex  !"  Then  quick  reco- 
vering from  the  subtle  dream — "  Fear 
not  for  me,"  he  said.  "  My  life,  lady,  is 
given  to  another  calling :  the  common 
cause  of  right  and  justice  beggars  all 
claim  on  individual  feeling." 

"  Then  should  you  meet  this  lord  of 
De  Mauleon,"  eagerly  returned  Matilda, 
"  you  will  efface  this  incident ;  you  will 
forget  all  of  the  present  hour." 

"  Forget"  and  he  smiled  reproach- 
fully. "  Alack,  lady !  as  well  may  you 
bid  the  weary  forget  rest — the  hungry 
forget  food. — I  shall  never  forget  this 
hour !  Said  I  not" — and  his  voice  sank 

VOL.  i.  M  to 
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to  softness — "  the  daughter  of  the  un- 
known gardener  of  the  white  monks  of 
Cisteaux  would  live  as  a  sunbeam  on 
my  fancy  ?" 

Again  did  Matilda's  eyes  sink  beneath 
the  sunny  glance  of  his ;  again  did  Ma- 
tilda's heart  throb  almost  audibly.  Those 
words,  those  electric  words,  so  fondly 
cherished,  so  often  recalled,  awakened 
such  a  string  of  remembrances,  opened 
such  a  volume  of  the  past,  that  the 
thoughts,  and  the  hopes,  and  the  magic 
speculations  of  infant  passion,  revived 
in  all  their  witchery:  the  wild  and 
woody  pathway,  the  silvery  current  of 
the  Gartampe,  the  rose-embowered  cot- 
tage, mellowing  in  the  fairy  moonbeams, 
recalled  but  the  image  of  her  preserver; 
and  cradled  in  all  the  enthusiasm  of 
youth  and  nature,  drew  such  rich  drafts 
upon  her  gratitude,  that  life  itself  seem- 
ed too  short  a  span  to  pay  back  the  boon. 

"  Lady,"  he  resumed,  joying  in  her 
emotion,  "  there  is  that  in  the  romance 

of 
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of  our  first  meeting,  which  defies  forget- 
fulness ;  and  in  this  our  present  meeting, 
methinks  forgetfulness  can  hold  no  part." 

"  The  forgetfulness  of  death — alone 
the  forgetfulness  of  death,"  faltered  Ma- 
tilda :  then  hesitating,  and  trembling 
with  ill  suppressed  feeling — "  I  fear  this 
lord  of  De  Mauleon — I  fear  his  violence 
— I  fear  his  revenge — I  fear — alas !  I 
know  not  what  I  fear" — and  she  burst 
into  tears. 

The  stranger  knight  bent  over  her;  he 
whispered  the  softest  words  of  assurance; 
he  besought  composure,  until  his  own 
voice  caught  the  infection  of  her  emo- 
tion, until  his  own  heart  thrilled  with  a 
feeling,  he  falsely  judged  was  dead  with- 
in him.  For  a  moment  his  arm  encir- 
cled her  waist ;  for  more  than  a  moment, 
he  yielded  to  the  sweet  delirium  of  the 
senses  :  it  was  Elysium  which  spread  it- 
self around ;  it  was  a  bright  and  beau- 
teous futurity  which  lay  before  him :  the 
past,  the  appalling  past,  was  lost  in  the 
M  2  gay 
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gay  dream :  every  pang  which  had  ari- 
sen, every  tear  which  had  been  shed, 
was  forgotten  in  this  new  era  of  his  be- 
ing. 

"  Matilda,"  he  whispered,  "  you  have 
shed  balm  in  the  cup  of  my  life ;  you 
have  poured  oil  upon  the  rankling  rust 
of  hate  and  malice!  Matilda!  lovely 
Matilda !  I  can  forgive  my  enemy  now." 
As  he  spoke,  he  pressed  her  white  hand 
to  his  lips  and  to  his  forehead;  then, 
with  a  smile,  confiding  and  tender — 
"  You  have  re-moulded  the  man — you 
have  softened  down  the  savage — you 
have  scattered  the  rocky  and  the  barren 
desert  of  life,  with  the  bright  flowers  of 
Paradise !  Ah,  beware,  how  you  cozen 
me  with  other  than  reality  !"  He  shud- 
dered as  he  spoke,  and  Matilda  shudder- 
ed also;  for  she  saw  that  open  brow 
clouded,  and  those  bright  blue  eyes, 
kindling  with  more  than  their  wonted 
fire :  yet  was  it  a  transient  overclouding, 
a  brief  gust  of  anger,  rather  than  of 

bleeding 
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bleeding  feeling;  a  gust,  scudding  as  a 
summer  storm,  and  yielding,  like  a  sum- 
mer storm,  to  quick  returning  sunshine. 
He  looked  up,  and  every  vestige  of  care 
was  flown :  it  was  happiness,  it  was  con- 
fidence, it  was  peace,  which  lived  in  that 
look !  "  I  bless  Heaven,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  for  the  trials  of  the  past !  I  bless  Hea- 
ven, for  griefs,  which  were  wellnigh 
overwhelming !  They  have  chastened 
me ;  they  have  fashioned  me  for  mode- 
ration and  for  gratitude;  they  have 
taught  me  the  salutary  lesson  of  self- 
knowledge,  and  armed  me  against  all 
the  subtle  snares  of  pride  and  distemper- 
ed arrogance."  Then  turning  to  the 
wondering  girl — "  Matilda,"  he  pursued, 
"  the  present  alone  is  before  us :  the  fu- 
ture baffles  all  research.  Will  you  con- 
fide in  the  honour  of  a  soldier? — will 
you  submit  to  the  rough  shelter  of  a 
camp?  Trust  me,  fair  one,"  and  he 
smiled  encouragement,  "  though  harsh 
ungentle  spirits,  we  will  hem  you  in 
M  3  from 
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from  danger;  we  will  tend  you  with 
firm  and  tried  zeal :  for,  as  the  blessed 
reliquaries  of  holy  church,  ever  sacred  be 
the  daughter  of  a  brother  warrior." 

Matilda  could  not  speak;  her  heart 
was  full ;  her  eyes  alone  were  eloquent ; 
she  could  only  stretch  forth  her  hand,  in 
token  of  the  confidence  she  felt :  and 
when  again  he  uttered  something  of 
apology  for  the  coarse  fare  and  coarser 
usages  of  a  camp,  something  of  assurance 
for  safety  and  protection,  she  placed  that 
hand  upon  that  wildly  throbbing  heart, 
as  softly  she  articulated — "  In  Heaven 
and  you  I  trust !" 

How  often,  in  our  progress  through 
life,  does  external  objects  take  colour 
from  internal  thoughts ;  does  the  mind's 
tranquillity,  as  "the  halcyon  brooding 
on  the  wave,"  impart  tranquillity  around! 
Matilda  had  quitted  the  tower,  and 
mounted  on  a  low  palfrey,  at  the  side  of 
the  stranger  knight,  threaded  the  same 
wild  passes,  which  scarce  twelve  hours 

before, 
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before,  she  had  tracked  in  such  diffe- 
rent fellowship :  then,  the  very  hea- 
vens frowning  on  the  calling ;  now,  a 
gay  and  cloudless  sun,  gladdening,  and 
cheering  all  of  created  nature. 

Could  it  be  the  same  rocks,  the  same 
woods,  the  same  ridgy  summits  ? — 
could  it  be  the  same  mountain  passes, 
which  then  wore  an  aspect  so  desolate  ? 
"  Oh,  no,  no !"  and  Matilda  spoke 
aloud  her  thoughts — "  not  the  same 
wilds — scarce  the  same  world  !" — and 
then  she  blushed  at  the  import  of  the 
words  she  uttered. 

"  Yes,  the  same  wilds ;  the  same, 
same  world,"  said  the  stranger,  smiling 
at  her  enthusiasm.  "  Then  a  captive  ; 
now  free  to  exercise  your  slightest  wish. 
I  bear  you  to  the  camp,  because  duty 
claims  my  presence :  when  at  the  camp, 
lady,  you  become  the  agent  of  your 
own  actions." 

The  distance  was  scarce  felt ;  the  three 

hours'  travel,   brief  as  a  blissful  dream  : 
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the   palmer-warrior    pointed   out    each 
beauty  of  the  varying  landscape ;    and 
he  lingered  o'er  each  beauty,    and  he 
mingled  each  beauty,  with  such  poetic 
colourings,  with  such  sportive  flights  of 
rich  and  luxuriant  fancy,  that  enwrapt 
and    wondering,    Matilda    lost    all    of 
earth,  exchanged  all  of  this  world's  tur- 
moil,  for  the  brighter  and  the  calmer 
glories  of  Elysium.    Every  green  valley, 
and  every  meandering  stream,  and  every 
wooded  knoll,  seen  through  the  magic 
vista  of  illusion,    was  tranced  in  other 
than  their  native  loveliness  :    it  was  the 
rosy  finger  of  first  passion  which  spread 
the  fairy  veil  ;    it  was  Love,  mysterious 
Love,  which  scattered  the  tints  of  Iris  ! 

The  busy  action  of  a  camp,  the  clat- 
ter of  arms,  the  buzz  and  hum  of  com- 
mingling sounds,  recalled  Matilda  from 
her  dream  of  other  worlds.  She  heard 
the  exchange  of  watchwords,  and  soon 
lifted  from  the  palfrey,  and  upheld  by 
the  arm  of  her  conductor,  and  blushing, 

and 
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and  sensitive,  and  shrinking  from  every 
eye,  did  she  thread  the  narrow  avenues 
leading  to  her  canvassed  home !     Yes, 
it  was  home,    sweet  home !    and  grati- 
tude embalmed  it  in  her  heart's  core ; 
for  within  its  close  and  calm  shelter,  did 
she  woo  the  only  repose  she  had  known 
since   her   removal    from   the   cottage ! 
There  did  she  live  again  o'er  the  past ; 
there   did   she   experience   the  studied 
service,  did  she  smile  upon  those  silent, 
unobtrusive,  kindly  attentions,  so  dear 
and  so  dangerous,  so  replete  with  the 
after  joy  or  misery  of  life ;  did  she  inhale 
the  magic  breath  of  first  enthralment, 
and  forge  the  rivets  of  an  adamantine 
chain.     Scarce  conscious  of  the  lapse  of 
time,  whose 

" Wheel  moves  on, 

With  life's  dread  changes  fraught," 

the  evening  of  the  second  day  found 

Matilda  still  sojourning  in  the  camp  ; 

still  tended  by  the  mysterious  palmer, 
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her  safety  guarded,  and  her  comforts 
watched;  joying  in  the  attentions,  in 
the  growing  solicitude  of  a  being,  whose 
rank  and  whose  very  name  was  yet  un- 
guessed  at ;  pining  for  nought  beyond 
his  converse,  and  bartering  peace  for  the 
mere  dream  of  indulgence.  Once  she 
spoke  of  parting,  and  the  bare  anticipa- 
tion chased  the  bloom  from  her  cheek ; 
she  met  the  eyes  of  the  warrior  rivetted 
upon  her,  and  in  the  glance  she  deci- 
phered care  and  sorrow. 

"  Whither  would  your  wishes  tend?" 
he  asked.  "  Say  not  to  the  cottage, 
Matilda,  for  danger  lurks  in  the  perse- 
verance of  De  Mauleon." 

Matilda  stifled  down  a  sigh. — "  True," 
she  murmured ;  "  the  game  of  treachery 
may  be  reacted.  Not  in  the  cottage, 
but  in  the  sure  protection  of  my  dear 
father." 

"  Your  father,  lady,  seeks  the  scenes 
of  hostile  strife  :  he  sides  with  the  legions 
of  the  king  of  France  : — and  called  to 

active 
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active  service,  how  can  he  hold  forth 
shelter?" 

"  Yet  will  he  seek  me  at  the  cottage," 
said  Matilda,  earnestly.  "  He  bid  me 
tarry  his  return :  alas !  should  he  have 
returned  already" — and  the  pictured  pang 
of  his  despair  flooded  her  eyes  with 
tears. 

Every  tear  fell  upon  the  heart  of  the 
stranger :  he  stood,  silent  and  watchful, 
for  he  reverenced  the  throes  of  filial 
love,  and  he  felt  almost  to  worship  the 
young  and  guileless  being  before  him. 
— "  Matilda,"  he  said,  and  his  accent 
was  soft  and  thrilling,  "  name  what  can 
give  you  peace  ?  Tax  me  even  to  the 
risk  of  life." 

"  My  father,"  faltered  the  maid—'*  I 
would  learn  of  the  movements  of  my 
dear  father." 

"  What  if  I  dispatch  a  messenger  to 
the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  ?" 

Matilda  stretched  forth  her  hand. — 

"  Honoured  friend  of  my  father,"    she 

M6  pronounced, 
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pronounced,  "  what — what  do  I  not  owe 
you  ?" 

"  Pay  me  with  a  smile,"  whispered 
the  palmer  ;  then  bowing  on  the  hand 
he  held — "  Matilda,"  he  pursued,  "  you 
have  paid  me — amply  repaid  me  al- 
ready !" 

It  is  not  for  us  to  resolve  the  balmy 
dream  of  the  palmer,  or  to  dive  amid 
the  darkened  folds  of  the  past :  if  sorrow 
had  harboured  in  his  bosom,  hope  now 
chased  the  intruder  thence ;  if  treachery 
had  once  gnawed  on  his  quiet,  and 
waged  against  his  repose,  confidence 
and  exultation  now  triumphed  over 
every  lingering  weakness!  Here  was 
a  creature,  more  rare  than  ought  he  had 
ever  seen  of  breathing  woman !  more 
beautiful — 

"  Than  precious  sardonyx,  or  purple  rocks 
Of  amethysts,  or  glistering  hyacinth  !" 

A  creature,  all  heart,  all  feeling,  uncon- 
scious even  of  the  power  of  her  extreme 

loveliness, 
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loveliness,  and  unvitiated  by  one  single 
taint  of  the  world's  levities,  formed  to 
grace  a  courtly  circle,  yet  shining  best 
in  the  still  circle  of  domestic  life !  a  crea- 
ture, worthy  of  love,  almost  of  worship, 
reposing  on  his  honour,  confiding  peace 
and  fame  to  his  guardianship  !  "  And 
is  it  for  me,"  he  mused,  gazing  on  her  va- 
rying features — "  is  it  for  me  to  awaken 
love  in  that  soft  bosom  ? — to  steal,  by 
the  honeyed  path  of  gratitude,  to  that 
soft  heart  ?  God  of  nature !  how  blind 
are  we  to  our  own  good  !  how  often  are 
seeming  evils  blessings  in  disguise !  how 
often  do  we  arraign  destiny,  when  the 
seeds  of  trial  gender  in  our  own  passions  !" 
Scarce  a  sound  was  stirring ;  scarce  a 
breeze  ruffled  the  calm  repose  of  sunset  : 
supported  by  the  arm  of  the  stranger, 
Matilda  had  wandered  from  the  camp ; 
and  now  far  beyond  the  busy  hum  of 
men,  was  she  in  a  spot,  beneath  a  sky, 
challenging  the  boasted  preeminence  of 
Italy ;  a  sky,  still  burnished  with  golden 

glory, 
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glory,  still  tissued  with  many  a  purple 
and  many  a  crimson  cloud  !  a  spot,  wild, 
and  wide,  and  diversified ;  dotted  with 
hills  and  forests,  and  freshened  with 
wreathy  rivulets ! 

The  palmer  spoke  of  the  joys  and  the 
ills  of  human  life ;  of  the  few  evils  in- 
flicted by  Providence,  of  the  numerous 
evils  inflicted  by  man.  'Twas  evident 
he  had  drank  of  the  wormwood-draught 
of  disappointment  and  endurance ;  yet 
was  that  draught  so  tempered,  that  in 
expatiating  upon  the  shadowy  base  of 
sublunary  reliance,  he  spoke,  he  looked, 
as  though  young  hope  still  harboured 
midst  the  ruin. 

"  Time  has  been,  when  I  uttered 
nought  save  murmurs,"  he  exclaimed: 
"  now,  my  murmurs  are  turned  into 
thankfulness.  I  was  the  victim  of  illu- 
sion and  false  reliance :  I  now  joy  in  the 
very  privation,  which  then  made  up  the 
sum  of  my  misery." 

"  Perchance, 
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"  Perchance,  the  fancied,  was  greater 
than  the  real  ill,"  said  Matilda,  timidly. 

"  Rather  deem  it  the  wounds  of  bleed- 
ing self-love,"  quick  rejoined  the  un- 
known, "  the  struggles  of  mortified  pride. 
Surely,  in  our  intercourse  through  life, 
in  our  gradual  appreciation  of  charac- 
ter, the  ingratitude  of  those  we  have 
loved  and  trusted,  is  the  sharpest,  keen- 
est shaft,  aimed  at  the  heart :  it  recoils 
upon  judgment ;  it  shames  us,  in  the 
shallowness  of  our  own  foresight." 

Matilda  looked  up ;  she  traced  sadness 
on  the  brow  of  her  companion ;  his  cheek 
was  pale — his  lip  quivered — and  his  eyes 
were  bent  upon  the  earth. — "  Ingrati- 
tude," she  repeated,  and  she  spoke  in 
the  artlessness  of  her  nature — "  Holy 
Mary  !  can  your  love  have  been  slight- 
ed— can  your  trust  have  been  deceived  !" 

Ah!  what  had  she  uttered !  what  fairy 
spell  had  she  cast  around  !  She  turned 
away  her  blushing  face ;  she  bent  it — 
almost  buried  it  on  her  bosom — for  the 

start, 
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start,  the  gaze,  the  emotion  of  the  palmer, 
filled  her  with  dismay. 

"  Know  you  what  you  say,  Matilda  ? 
—know  you  the  import  of  your  words  ?'"' 
"I  did  but  say— I  did  but  think," 
she  faltered  out,  "  that  the  play  of  feel- 
ing, the  farce  of  pretended  love,  could 
ne'er  have  been  practised  upon  you." 

"  Did  you  think,"  said  the  stranger, 
eagerly  and  anxiously,  "  that  treachery 
harboured  not  in  woman  ? — or,  did  you 
think,  that  my  love — that  my  trust,  me- 
rited a  better  fate  ?" 

"  A  better — a  brighter  fate,"  exclaim- 
ed Matilda,  yielding  to  the  enthusiasm 
of  her  feelings — "  a  fate  of  cloudless,  of 
setless  sunshine  !  Oh  !  if  my  prayers  be 
but  heard,  your  fate  on  earth,  will  be  the 
earnest  of  hereafter  heaven  !" 

"  Beware,  Matilda  !  I  am  but  man — 
I  am  frail,  and  weak,  and  vain  :  enthu- 
siasm, mere  enthusiasm,  may  tempt  to 
my  undoing.  If  the  fervour  of  grati- 
tude alone — if  it  spring  not  from  a  deeper 

dearer 
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dearer  source,  beware  !  beware !"  He 
spoke  with  passion,  and  his  whole  frame 
shook  with  the  agitation  of  his  feelings. 

"  Alas  !"  and  Matilda's  voice  was  tre- 
pidation, "  what  can  I  say  ?  I  scarce 
know  what  I  would  say.  Surely,"  and 
she  glanced  timidly  upon  him,  "  grati- 
tude is  the  deepest — dearest  spring  of 
human  feeling  !  Have  you  not  snatch- 
ed me  from  a  fate  more  insupportable 
than  death  ?  How  then,  through  a  long 
life — should  Heaven  so  will  it— can  I 
divorce  you,  from  the  brightest,  sweet- 
est recollections  ?" 

"  But,  Matilda" — and  he  spoke  with 
earnestness — "  know  you  not  that  man 
is  presumptuous,  encroaching,  aspiring ; 
that  craving  after  something,  unposses- 
sed, the  pure  cold  meed  of  gratitude 
would  fall  short  of  happiness  ? — know 
you  not,  that  the  heart  craves  more  than 
thanks  ? — that  the  heart  covets  more 
than  gratitude  ?  Till  I  beheld  you,  the 
sweet  current  of  social  feeling  was  dead 

within 
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within  me  :  the  smile  of  woman,  mock- 
ery ;  the  love  of  woman,  a  snare,  baited 
with  poison.  Outraged  confidence,  and 
misplaced  reliance,  had  stirred  a  hell 
within  me — I  lived  but  for  revenge  and 
hate — I  waged  war  with  my  whole  race 
— I  thought  interest  the  spur  of  every 
action ;  sinister  design,  and  ravening 
ambition,  the  soul  of  every  aim.  Tot- 
tering on  the  verge  of  cold  misanthropy, 
I  judged  man,  immersed  in  self;  and 
woman — forgive  me,  Matilda — beaute- 
ous, and  tempting,  and  rapturous  to  the 
eye  :  but  as  the  painted  waxen  apples 
of  Sodom,  full  of  emptiness  and  ashes. 
It  was  you,  so  innocent,  so  unconscious, 
so  confiding,  who  were  destined  to  re- 
deem your  whole  sex  ;  to  melt  the  mar- 
ble ;  to  lure  me  back  to  sanity  and  to 
health !  Ah,  then,  Matilda !  talk  no 
more  of  gratitude !  To  you — what  do 
I  not  owe  to  you  !" 

"  Be  it  the  mutual  bond  of  good-will 
and  harmony,"  replied  Matilda,  and  her 

smile 
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smile  spoke  the  joy  and  thankfulness  of 
her  heart. 

"  Plighted  here  in  the  sight  of  Hea- 
ven," said  the  palmer :  "  far  away  from 
the  scenes  of  active  life,  and  witnessed 
but  by  God  and  nature  !"  The  tone  of 
his  voice  was  soft,  but  it  was  solemn ;  the 
words  themselves— and  more  than  the 
words,  the  manner,  thrilled  on  her  feel- 
ings, and  awakened  thought  and  sad- 
ness :  it  seemed  as  the  prelude  to  sepa- 
ration ;  it  sounded  almost  as  the  melan- 
choly knell  of  adieu.  She  raised  her 
eyes,  and  she  met  his  fixed  upon  her : 
his  features  wore  more  than  their  ordi- 
nary paleness;  or  perhaps,  it  was  the 
deepening  shadows,  for  the  dying  light 
of  day  but  faintly  tinged  the  distant  up- 
lands.— "  Matilda,"  he  resumed,  "  in 
life  or  death,  be  the  compact  preserved. 
If  I  live,  be  it  my  guerdon ;  if  I  die,  be 
it  the  last  bright  ray  of  earth." 

He  paused,  but  Matilda  could  not  an- 
swer ;  her  eyes,  her  heart  was  full;  her 

arm 
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arm  was  linked  in  his — her  hand  lay 
passive  in  his :  she  felt  the  security  of 
his  presence,  yet  did  an  unknown  horror 
press  upon  her  spirits;  never,  till  now, 
had  war  teemed  with  such  desolation ; 
never  had  the  prospect  of  after-life  as- 
sumed an  aspect  so  blank.  Often  did 
she  shudder,  and  often  did  she  start,  as 
the  sighing  wind  swept  o'er  the  long 
grass :  in  every  waving  shrub  she  con- 
jured some  ambushed  foe ;  in  every  pass- 
ing sound,  some  herald  of  approaching 
danger. — He  spoke  again,  and  her  dis- 
quietude and  her  despondence  increased ; 
for  he  spoke  of  the  cause  of  conflict — of 
the  pressing  calls  upon  his  own  exertion 
— of  a  land  rent  with  civil  discord. 

"  Yet  be  my  fate  prosperous,  or  be  it 
adverse,"  he  pronounced,  "  the  remem- 
brance of  this  night,  Matilda,  will  shed 
sunshine  upon  the  gloom.  If  doomed 
to  a  dungeon's  darkness,  your  image  will 
bear  me  fellowship  ;  if  gasping  forth  life 
on  the  field  of  honour,  your  remember- 
ed 
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ed  pity,  will  fall,  as  precious  unction  on 
my  wounds.  Nay,  weep  not,  gentlest 
of  friends  !  sweetest,  best  of  comforters ! 
Time  was,  when  no  such  panacea  was 
mine;  when  like  a  rough  and  stormy 
sea,  my  heart  owned  no  one  anchor  of ~ 
reliance;  now,  Matilda,  to  know  you 
safe,  to  place  you  beyond  the  threat  of 
peril;  and  the  path  of  duty,  though 
winding  amid  thorns  and  briars,  becomes 
a  path  of  down." 

Alas !  that  place  of  safety,  that  spot  of 
refuge,  augured  separation,  and  Matilda 
shuddered  beneath  the  ice-chill  which 
bleached  her  cheek ;  yet  never,  in  the 
hours  of  brightest  bloom,  had  she  looked 
more  lovely  : — the  tear  which  swam  in 
her  eye,  gave  softness  to  expression  ;  the 
sigh  which  swelled  her  bosom,  spoke  vo- 
lumes to  the  heart.  Cast  by  imperious 
circumstances  upon  his  protection,  shut 
away  from  every  kindred  tie,  bound  to 
him  by  gratitude  and  by  feeling,  was  it 
marvel,  that  the  combining  magic  of 

youth, 
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youth,  and  innocence,  and  beauty,  should 
supersede  every  past  impression — should 
expunge  every  dream  of  former  thral- 
dom? He  read  interest  in  that  dark 
and  melting  eye ;  he  read  favour  in  that 
sensitive  emotion. 

The  breeze  bared  her  snow-white  fore- 
head ;  the  moonbeams  played  upon  her 
features;  for 

"  Peering  in  silv'ry  panoply  of  light, 
And  scattering  round  her  imitative  day," 

night's  crested  planet  had  arisen  from  the 
dark  deep  umbrage  of  wood-crowned 
heights,  and  sailing,  in  silence,  and  in 
glory,  dappled  earth's  carpet  with  a  thou- 
sand picturesque  varieties.  Often,  did 
his  name,  his  rank,  his  expectations,  rise 
to  his  lips:  he  wished  not  concealment ; 
he  wished  to  woo  her  in  his  own  ac- 
knowledged calling:  but  caution,  and 
policy,  and  some  secret  cause  within, 
checking  the  disclosure,  drove  the  half- 
formed  impulse  back  into  his  heart.  It 

was 
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was  fear  for  her  safety,  not  for  her  discre- 
tion ;  it  was  the  knowledge  of  her  enthu- 
siasm, which  hurrying  into  danger,  might 
bare  her  to  the  recklessness  of  revenge. 
He  knew  not  how  to  body  the  wild  ro- 
mance floating  on  his  fancy ;  yet  was 
his  fancy,  pregnant  with  a  romance,  so 
harmonizing,  so  freighted  with  all  that 
was  bright  and  joyous,  that  it  made  up 
the  measure  of  felicity  :  and  when  again 
he  spoke,  his  voice  thrilled  with  such 
pleasurable  sensations,  his  features  radi- 
ated with  such  internal  sunshine,  that 
Matilda  gazed  on  him  with  glad  sur- 
prise. —  "  Marvel  not,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  though  in  a  land,  torn  by  conflict,  and 
cursed  with  the  rage  and  ravages  of  war, 
at  this  blessed  moment,  I  feel  an  earnest 
of  hereafter  happiness.  Matilda,  this 
storm  may  pass  away  ;  this  civil  discord, 
may  become  smooth  and  still,  as  yon 
halcyon  scene  around  us.  The  very  hea- 
vens sleep  on  the  broad  blue  waters  fer- 
tilizing the  fields  and  the  valleys  :  why 

may 
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may  not  man,  for  whom  those  fields  and 
valleys  smile,  for  whom  nature  holds 
forth  so  many  blessings — why  may  not 
man,  grateful  for  the  prodigal  bounty, 
pay  back  the  mighty  debt,  in  other  than 
war  and  ruin.  Matilda" — and  he  spoke 
with  earnestness  and  feeling — "  till  now, 
I  never  hoped  so  much  at  the  hands  of 
my  fellow- men ;  now,  you  have  taught 
me  the  precept,  to  forgive,  as  we  would 
be  forgiven  !" 

"  Ah !  may  that  hope  be  realized  !" 
exclaimed  Matilda,  bosoming  all  his  en- 
thusiasm— "  may  that  precept  be  ful- 
filled !  may  man,  in  gratitude  to  Heaven, 
deal  mercy  to  his  fellow  !" 

"  Amen  !"  pronounced  the  palmer ; 
and  he  gazed  on  her  as  on  a  creature  of 
another  world;  for  her  features  had 
caught  the  colour  of  her  feelings,  and 
her  dark  eyes,  raised  to  the  vaulted  sky, 
and  her  smile,  savouring  of  pious  trust, 
gave  token  of  holiness  and  heaven. 
"  Yet,  Matilda,"  he  pursued,  after  a 

pause 
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pause  of  deep  thought,  "  knowing  man 
as  he  is,  we  must  guard  against  his  vio- 
lence and  his  injustice.  Your  father  is 
away — I  may  be  away — Alas  !  why 
should  I  wound  you?  I  would  but 
snatch  the  tender  dove  from  the  pounces 
of  the  vulture.  Matilda,  I  fear  more 
than  De  Mauleon  :  seeing  you,  I  fear 
all  who  see  you." 

"  Perchance,"  said  Matilda,  eagerly, 
"  my  dear  father  already  seeks  me  at 
the  cottage  ;  perchance " 

"  Tis  best  we  tarry  the  return  of  our 
messenger  then,"  interrupted  the  un- 
known. "  Be  your  father  the  fittest  fa- 
shioner of  our  movements." 

The  words  of  Walter,  when  intrust- 
ing her  with  the  sad  tale  of  his  sorrows, 
recurred  to  memory  ;  and  heavily  did 
Matilda  sigh,  as  she  rejoined — "  My  fa- 
ther once  spoke  of  a  religious  sanctuary. 
He  bid  me,  should  I  survive  him; 
should  I  stand  alone  in  the  world ; 
should — should "  Her  voice  falter- 

VOL.  i.  N  ed, 
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ed,   and    her    eyes   were    gemmed   in 
tears. 

Terror  marked  the  start  of  the  palmer. 
"  Not  the  veil  :  speak,  Matilda  :  surely 
your  father  willed  not  a  fate  so  rayless  ?" 
"  Oh  no !  not  willed,"  replied  the  art- 
less girl.  "  He  bid  me  seek  it,  as  a  last 
resource,  when  all  of  human  hope,  and 
human  comfort  failed." 

"  Be  it  the  last  resource,  the  very  last 
resource  of  earth,"  said  the  palmer : 
then  fervently  and  solemnly  —  "God 
grant,  that  other  duties,  that  other  claims, 
rivet  you  to  this  world,  and  to  this 
world's  interests!  Matilda" — and  he 
spoke  almost  inwardly — "  whilst  I  live, 
be  the  offering  withheld." 

The  walk  back  to  the  camp  passed  in 

silence,  but  it  was — 

« 

"  Silence  that  speaks,  and  eloquence  of  qyes," 

for  each  alike  was  absorbed  in  the  one 
bright  trance  of  fascination  and  interest : 
—Matilda,  pondering  on  the  words  of 

the 
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the  palmer ; — the  palmer  busied  in  the 
speculations  of  his  own  fancy;  gazing 
on  the  angel  form  upheld  by  his  arm, 
and  quaffing  rich  draughts  of  future  care 
at' the  enigmatical  and  mystic  fount  of 
love  and  beauty:  nor  till  they  neared 
the  camp,  till  human  sounds  boded  of 
human  calling,  did  other  than  illusion 
prevail.  Hapless  Matilda!  well  might 
she  dwell  upon  the  brief  bright  mo- 
ments of  bliss ; — moments,  in  the  drear 
gulf  of  destiny,  which  as  the  splendour 
of  a  cloudless  sunset,  lingers  long  after 
the  burnished  orb  has  disappeared ; — 
moments,  in  this  our  pass  to  the  tomb, 
so  transient  and  so  rare,  that  to  cherish 
them,  is  but  to  shed  a  borrowed  ray,  to 
chequer  the  every-day  contrast  of  blank 
uniformity  !  and  when  within  the  can- 
vassed shelter  of  her  tent — when  alone 
and  musing  on  the  thrilling  "  good 
night"  of  the  palmer — she  did  cherish 
them  ;  and  she  bosomed  the  rich  remem- 
brance, and  she  hugged  the  flower-  tis- 
N  2  sued 
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sued  illusion,  as  the  brilliant  of  purest 
water,  most  shining,  and  most  dazzling, 
in  its  own  dark  pit  of  earth ! 

She  sank  to  sleep,  with  thanksgiving 
on  her  lip,  and  hope  nestling  in  her  bo- 
som !  and  she  awoke  from  a  balmy 
dream,  cheating  with  all  that  her  heart 
pined  after : — her  father  and  the  palmer : 
— she  saw  them  blest  and  blessing,  knit 
in  firm  concord,  and  pouring  on  her  head, 
all  that  earth  could  claim  or  yield !  She 
awoke,  and  she  started  erect,  and  every 
bright  image  vanished ;  for  she  heard 
confused  and  mingled  sounds ;  the  clank 
of  arms,  and  presently  the  blast  of  trum- 
pets ;  the  tramp  of  feet  too,  and  the 
buzz  of  voices. 

Quick  did  terror  steal  over  the  calm 
peace  of  the  preceding  night :  her  pulses 
wildly  throbbed ;  her  heart  misgave  her ; 
she  listened,  and  each  moment  suspense 
and  apprehension  gathered.  She  heard 
a  low  whispering,  and  springing  from 
the  couch,  and  quick  resuming  her  habit. 

and 
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and  wrapping  herself  in  the  close  folds 
of  her  veil,  she  pressed  close  to  the  en- 
trance. Distinctly  did  she  hear  the 
voice  of  the  palmer. 

"  Every  other  tent  must  be  struck," 
he  exclaimed.  "  The  notice  is  peremp- 
tory, and  little  time  is  given  to  prepara- 
tion." 

"  Say  you  at  Parthenay,  my  lord  ?" 
asked  a  voice. 

"  Ay,"  rejoined  the  palmer.  "  King 
John  and  his  legions  have  invaded  the 
territory  of  our  stanch  ally  the  lord 
Geoffry  de  Lirenan  ;  and  now  besieged 
in  his  castle  of  Novent,  he  claims  suc- 
cour at  our  hands." 

Matilda  shuddered  back :  cold  grief 
pressed  at  her  heart :  here  indeed  was  a 
solution  to  the  mystery ;  here  was  the 
termination  of  peace  and  safety. 

"  Bestir  thee !"  pursued  the  palmer. 
"  I  would  be  chary  of  time,  /et  would 
I  not  rudely  break  upon  the  slumbers 
of  our  unconscious  charge." 

N  3  Scarce 
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Scarce  sensible  of  the  action,  Matilda 
drew  back  the  canvas  entrance.  It  was 
the  hour  when  night  and  morning  meet ; 
— arid  white  as  the  foam  of  ocean,  she 
stood  in  the  door-way,  like  some  fair 
ghost  of  the  hill,  descending  amid  mist 
and  gloom  ! 

The  palmer  sprung  to  her  side — he 
took  her  hand — he  drew  her  gently  into 
the  tent ;  then  quickly  closing  it — "  Ma- 
tilda," he  exclaimed,  and  his  cheek  was 
flushed,  and  his  accent  hurried,  "  the 
pang  of  parting  threatens;  the  dream  of 
bliss  terminates.  I  must  bear  you  hence 
— I  must  place  you  in  security ;  and 
shaking  off  the  enervating  trammel  of 
thought,  I  must  awaken  to  the  call  of 
duty." 

Matilda  could  only  sob. — 

"  Presentiment,  the  superstition  of  tender  hearts," 

gathered  in  such  thick  and  darkened 
clouds,  that,  future  life  held  forth  no  ray 
of  promise. 

"  List 
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"  List  to  me,  dear  one,"  he  continued, 
"  and  let  that  gentle  heart  plead  for  the 
seeming  charge  of  precipitation.  I  had 
hoped  here  to  have  tarried  the  return  ot 
our  messenger:  but  it  must  not  be: 
neither  must  I  bear  you  into  the  strifes 
and  perils  of  war.  Alack !  it  would 
make  a  coward  of  me — it  would  dispos- 
sess me  of  myself.  The  mandate  of  the 
royal  Philip  is  imperative.  I  go  to  meet 
the  usurper  John :  but  ere  I  go — almost 
this  very  hour — Dear,  dearest  Matilda, 
I  come  a  suppliant.  If  I  could  bare  my 
heart,  you  would  see — you  would  read 
— you — you — Matilda,"  earnestly  and 
eagerly,  "  truth,  affection,  warm  tender 
interest,  shape  the  boon  I  crave :  it  is  no 
sudden  gust  of  passion,  bewildered  by 
seductive  beauty;  no  imperious  spring 
of  maddened  feeling.  I  have  brooded 
over  it,  weighed  it,  analyzed  it ;  and 
cool  unbiassed  reason,  and  necessity,  and 
common  worldly  policy,  side  on  the  ac- 
tion." 

N  4  "  What 
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"  What  mean  you? — what  action?" 
questioned  Matilda,  for  the  palmer  had 
ceased,  and  though  steadfastly  regarding 
her,  was  evidently  methodizing  his  own 
designs. 

"  This  is  no  time  for  delay,"  he  re- 
sumed, starting  from  absorption.  "  Ma- 
tilda," and  he  took  her  hand,  and  held 
it  clasped  within  his  own,  "  list  to  me. 
Time  was  when  my  heart  was  ice :  you 
have  melted  the  ice ;  you  have  stirred  all 
of  humanity  within  me ;  you  have  awa- 
kened other  feelings,  other  hopes.  Ah  ! 
can  you  not  read  those  feelings  ?-*can 
you  not  decipher  those  hopes  ?  Angel 
of  my  destiny  !  friend  !  soother  !  com- 
forter !  Matilda"— and  he  bent  his  knee 
before  her  —  "I  love  you  ;  tenderly, 
fondly  love  you :  love  you  with  a  fer- 
vour I  never  thought  tny  worn-out  heart 
could  have  felt — love  you,  for  your  inno- 
cence, for  your  confidence — love  you, 
with  a  love,  holy  and  sacred.  Become 
my  own — become  my  wife ;  the  partner 

of 
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of  my  weal  and  woe :  give  me  the  right 
to  defend  you  :  and  though  we  part  on 
the  instant,  that  conscious  right,  will 
be  as  a  heaven-lighted  pharos,  through 
all  the  gloom  and  blank  of  absence." 

He  ceased,  but  Matilda  could  not 
answer ;  power  was  denied  her ;  emotion 
was  too  wild  for  speech ;  alternately 
did  her  cheek  vary  from  crimson  to 
snow ;  her  brain  felt  dizzy ;  her  very 
breathing  became  suffocating.  It  was 
joy,  overwhelming  joy,  which  rushed 
in  full  tide  on  her  feelings,  which  bent 
her,  trembling  and  panting,  upon  the 
upholding  arm  of  her  acknowledged 
lover  : — for  wrapped  as  he  was  in  mys- 
tery and  disguise,  long  had  he  been  the 
secret  wish  of  her  soul,  the  dear,  the 
coveted  pledge  of  this  world's  happi- 
ness. 

"  Matilda,"    he  murmured,    and   for 

the  first  time  he  folded  her  to  his  heart, 

"  be  one  hope,  one  destiny,  ours.     In 

N  5  this 
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this  our  parting,  be  the  rite  of  holy 
church,  our  bond  of  future  union." 

"  My  father !  my  dear  father !"  fal- 
tered Matilda,  and  the  recollection  of 
the  absent  Walter  roused  her  to  exer- 
tion and  to  fortitude.  "  Oh,  no,  no !" 
she  pursued,  struggling  against  the 
weakness  of  her  own  nature,  "  not  im- 
sanctified  by  my  father's  approval — not 
unblessed  by  my  father's  presence." 

"  At  any  other  season,"  said  the  pal- 
mer, eagerly,  "  I  could  worship  these 
scruples,  these  tender  delicacies :  now, 
I  must  strive  to  conquer  them.  Ob- 
servation tells  me  your  father  was  not 
born  to  the  humble  calling  of  gardener 
to  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux  :  yet, 
Matilda" — and  he  spoke  with  conscious 
dignity—"  did  royal  blood  flow  in  the 
veins  of  your  father,  my  blood  would 
be  no  stain  to  the  lineage.  Fears  for 
your  security  bid  me  veil  the  splendour 
of  my  name :  did  I  fight  the  mere  bat- 
tles of  my  cowntry,  my  name  might 

gird 
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gird  you  in  with  safety ;  as  it  is,  my 
name  would  but  graft  revenge  on  the 
chance  exultation  of  conquest.  I  would 
become  your  husband,  Matilda — strange 
stipulation  !  yet  would  I — must  I  with- 
hold my  name.  Bear  with  me,  dear 
one :  be  my  unblenched  honour  the  in- 
demnity for  my  future  actions." 

"  Your  honour" — and  Matilda  spoke 
with  energy  and  feeling — "  the  saints 
be  my  witness,  your  honour  stands  as 
unimpeached  as  heavenward  truth !  Yet 
— yet" — and  her  voice  faltered,  and 
her  every  feature  grew  convulsed — 
"  such  a  step !  such  a  fearful  recogni- 
sance !  Ah  !  spare  me  !  I  implore  you, 
spare  me  !  Your  honour,  your  image," 
in  all  the  genuine  warmth  of  innocence, 
"  will  live  in  my  bosom,  will  bide  with 
me  unto  death  :  in  absence,  in  distance, 
whatever  be  my  future  destiny,  you — 
you " 

"  Matilda,  answer  me" — and  the  pal- 
mer trembled  with  the  like  emotion— 

"  answer 
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"  answer  me,  on  your  hopes  of  hereafter 
blessedness.  If  sanctioned  by  your  fa- 
ther's approval,  would  your  heart  war 
against  the  compact?" 

Matilda  raised  her  eyes  to  the  face  of 
her  lover :  softness,  tenderness,  lived  in 
the  glance ;  her  cheek  was  suffused  with 
blushes ;  her  smile  betokened  assurance 
and  trust. — "  My  heart,"  she  pronounced 
— •"  Virgin  Mother !  my  heart  would 
glory  in  the  bond !" 

"  Then  be  the  bond  accomplished !" 
exultingly  returned  the  palmer.  "  This 
day — this  blessed  day,  Matilda,  give  me 
the  right  I  supplicate.  Nay,  no  more 
scruples,"  checking  her  effort  to  speak. 
"  Your  father,  your  own  father,  would 
absolve  me  even  of  precipitancy.  Cra- 
dled in  innocence  and  security,  living 
away  from  the  world  and  the  world's 
habits,  you  dream  not  the  despotic  rules 
of  custom :  but  there  are  imperious 
laws,  there  are  iron  boundaries,  which  to 
o'erleap,  is  to  incur  obloquy.  Three 

whole 
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whole  days  in  a  camp — with  a  stranger 
— a  soldier.*— The  fame  of  woman,  though 

pure  as  vestal  saints "  He  ceased, 

for  Matilda  turned  death-sick,  and  bu- 
ried her  face  in  her  hands.  A  new  trial 
felt  to  assail  her — a  pang,  unknown  be- 
fore. "  As  my  bride,"  resumed  the  pal- 
mer, pitying  her  agitation,  and  tenderly 
supporting  her,  "  who  shall  dare  arraign 
the  confidence  ?  Give  me  the  right  to 
defend  your  actions,  your  motives ;  give 
your  honour  to  my  keeping.  Matilda, 
I  ask  it,  as  a  claim,  vested  in  me  by 
Heaven ;  for  sure,  the  overruling  hand 
of  Heaven  fashioned  our  last  meeting." 

The  last  meeting  revived,  and  every 
scruple  vanished :  it  was  security  from 
the  future  machinations  of  De  Mau- 
leon ;  it  was  the  fruition  of  every  earth- 
ly hope,  in  the  plighted  love  of  her  pre- 
server. 

"  For  ever,  and  for  ever !"  murmured 
Matilda,  and  panting,  and  almost  breath- 
less, subdued  by  the  whispers  of  persua- 
sion, 
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sion,  and  betrayed  by  the  pleadings  of 
her  own  heart,  she  yielded  implicitly  to 
the  guidance  of  her  lover. 

A  few  short  hours,  and  how  wild, 
how  vast,  the  transition !  Ere  night's 
murky  vapours  had  scudded  before  the 
advance  of  day,  ere  the  dappled  east  had 
glowed  into  perfect  beauty,  mounted  on 
her  palfrey,  Matilda  again  moved  at  the 
side  of  the  palmer.  But  alas !  she  mo- 
ved not,  as  heretofore,  with  gratitude 
and  exultation  in  her  heart:  now,  her 
heart  was  sick  And  drooping;  for  the 
prospect  of  adieu,  hung,  like  a  death- 
shroud  on  her  feelings ;  and  the  din  of 
battle,  and  the  ensanguined  field  of 
slaughter,  the  parting  struggle,  the  groan 
of  anguish,  the  faint  last  moan  of  human 
strength,  flitted,  in  such  grim  and  ghast- 
ly fantasies,  that  hope  herself  was  scared, 
and  coming  life  looked  dark  as  a  moon- 
less midnight ! 

Detached  from  the  main  body  of  his 
followers,  and  surrounded  but  by  a  cho- 
sen 
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sen  few,  the  palmer's  immediate  destina- 
tion was  a  monastery  within  three  hours' 
journey  from  the  camp :  there,  he  pur- 
posed tarrying,  to  pledge  faith  at  Hea- 
ven's altar ;  and  there,  he  meant  to  yield 
up  his  youthful  bride  to  the  care  and 
guardianship  of  holy  church,  until  time 
and  happier  prospects  warranted  reunion. 
But  though  in  his  own  breast  he  che- 
rished the  rainbow-tints  of  brightening 
fortune — though  he  strove  to  enliven 
and  reassure  the  almost  breathing  statue 
at  his  side — though  dismounting,  he  led 
her  palfrey,  and  talked  of  richer  promises 
and  gayer  scenes — the  funereal  gloom, 
embosoming  the  cells,  and  shrines,  and 
cloisters  of  fanatic  worship,  struck  cold 
and  damp  upon  his  spirit.  He  looked 
up ;  he  saw  the  cheek  of  Matilda  white 
as  her  bosom,  her  very  lips  fast  fading 
to  clay :  and  as  he  struck  into  the  path, 
as  he  broke  through  the  fern  and  bushes, 
as  he  neared  the  walls — 

"  Where  awful  arches  made  a  noonday  night," 

his 
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his  own  cheek  grew  as  wan,  his  own  lips 
became  as  bloodless.  Alas !  in  one  brief 
instant,  no  more  did — 


-That  spirit  of  his 


In  inspiration  lift  him  from  the  earth  :" 

he  was  chained  down  in  gloom  and 
thought ;  he  was  called  back  to  care  and 
to  inquietude ;  he  was  shackled  with  as 
sad  fancies,  as  ever  harboured  in  the 
breast  of  weaker  woman  : — and  when 
the  iron-tongued  bell  knolled  through 
the  solitude — when  the  gate  was  unbar- 
red, and  hospitality  smiled  a  greeting — 
he  lifted  his  promised  bride  from  the 
palfrey,  and  he  held  her  to  his  bosom, 
with  such  a  clasp  of  agony,  that  it  seem- 
ed as  though  the  oracle  of  ill  omen  to- 
kened the  doubt  of  his  return. 

Swift  as  the  shifting  scenes  of  the 
drama,  did  the  hymeneal  torch  lighten 
to  the  high  altar,  did  the  officiating 
priest  counsel  of  the  duties  of  married 
life :  the  pledge  was  exchanged,  the  bond 

of 
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of  mutual  fellowship  and  love ;  the  sa- 
cred, the  mystic  compact,  uniting  unto 
death:  and  though  many  a  happier, 
still  never  a  fairer  bride  graced  the  holy 
ritual.  The  palmer,  wrapt  in  the  be- 
wilderment of  passion,  gazed  upon  the 
maiden-rose-blush  deepening  and  fading 
on  her  cheek,  upon  the  mingling  joy 
and  sadness  living  in  her  eye :  yet  was 
the  indulgence  brief:  calls  more  urgent, 
duties  more  imperious,  tore  him  from 
the  blissful  contemplation;  the  soldier 
triumphed  o'er  the  lover;  the  stern  com- 
mand of  honour  wedded  him  to  another 
calling. 

"  I  must  away,"  he  murmured,  wrest- 
ling with  the  pang  within—"  I  must 
leave  you  to  watch  and  to  pray,  to  while 
out  the  long,  long  days  of  absence.  Yet, 
Matilda" — and  he  clasped  her  to  his 
heart,  and  he  impressed  on  her  pale  qui- 
vering lips  the  hallowed  first  kiss  of  holy 
faith — "  thou  art  my  own  !  wedded, 
plighted,  in  the  sight  of  Heaven  !  Ma- 
tilda, 
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tilda,  distance  may  interpose ;  but  man, 
nor  fortune,  can  separate  us  now  !" 

Again,  in  the  strength  of  assurance, 
he  folded,  he  held  her  to  his  bosom,  as 
though  to  part  were  death  : — and  then, 
with  many  an  admonition,  and  many 
an  enjoined  care;  with  promises  of  re- 
turn, and  half-breathed  exclamations  of 
regret,  and  hope,  and  fondness — tintless, 
and  tear-fraught,  as  the  lily  gemmed  in 
morn's  earliest  dew,  he  yielded  her  to 
the  care  of  the  pious  sisters ; — then  rush- 
ing to  the  court-yard,  and  vaulting  into 
his  saddle,  nor  daring  a  second  glance  at 
the  asylum  of  his  bride,  he  clapped 
spurs  to  horse,  and  followed  by  his  re- 
tinue, quick,  as  a  shooting  star,  was  lost 
in  distance. 


END  OF  VOL.  I. 


Printed  by  J.  Darling,  Leadenhall-street,  London. 


R  U  N  N  E  M  E  D  E. 


AN   ANCIENT  LEGEND, 


Printed  by  J.  Darling,  Leadenhall-Street,  London. 


RUNNEMEDE. 


IN  THREE  VOLUMES. 


BY  LOUISA  SIDNEY  STANHOPE, 

AUTHOR    OF 

THE  TJANDIT'S  BRIDE ;  THE  CRUSADERS ;  THE  SIEGE  OF  KENILWORTH ; 
FESTIVAL  OF  MORA ;  AGE  WE  LIVE  IN,  &c.  &c. 


Where  are  the  chiefs  of  the  times  of  old  ?  They  have  set  like  stars  that  have  shone. 
We  only  hear  the  sound  of  their  praise.  They  were  renowned  in  their  year* : 
the  terror  of  other  times.  OSSIAN. 


VOL.  II. 


LONDON  I 

PRINTED  FOR 

A,    K.  NEWMAN  AND  CO.    LEADENHALL-STBEET. 


1825. 


RUNNEMEDE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


"  Hope  is  a  shadow  ! 


Life  a  shadow  !  man  himself  a  shadow  ! 
His  dreams,  his  plans,  his  speculations,  and 
His  promises  —  all,  all,  shadow  !" 


Walter  awakened  from  the 
stupor,  which,  in  the  first  blow,  had 
overpowered  his  faculties,  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  mighty  ill  which  had  befal- 
len him,  threatened  the  seat  of  reason. 
Vain  were  the  efforts  at  consolation  es- 
sayed by  the  brothers  of  St.  Mary  ;  vain 
the  combatting  arguments  of  religion, 
so  ably  maintained,  so  subtilely  adminis- 
VOL.  n.  B  tered  : 
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tered :  his  ear  was  deaf  to  every  plead- 
ing— his  heart  was  dead  to  every  hope 
— his  bleeding  spirit,  stricken  and  bro- 
ken, spurned  at  the  enjoined  duty  of 
submission :  and  for  whole  hours,  alive 
but  to  the  magnitude  of  his  loss,  did  he 
remain,  like  one,  without  helm  or  gui- 
dance, drifted  by  alternate  gusts  of  pas- 
sion :  now,  yielding  to  hysteric  bursts ; 
now,  marbled  into  wan  and  tearless  de- 
spondence. 

"  Morning  finds  us  where  night  left 
us,"  said  O'Carroll,  creeping  close  to  the 
side  of  the  morbid  and  melancholy  Wal- 
ter. "  A  man,  your  honour,  soused  in 
one  of  the  bogs  of  dear  Ireland,  must 
die,  if  he  tax  not  his  own  strength." 

Walter  raised  his  dim  eyes. — "  In  an 
evil,  like  the  present,"  he  asked,  "  what 
can  strength  avail?" 

"  In  every  evil — and  the  world,  God- 
wot,  teems  with  evil !"  quick  rejoined 
O'Carroll — "  a  man's  own  strength  is  a 
man's  best  helper." 

The 
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The  axiom  was  plain  and  unvarnish- 
ed :  it  was  spoken  too  by  one  of  Nature's 
roughest  children  ;  yet  did  it  bring  con- 
viction  to  the  sick  mind  of  Walter.  He 
remembered  that  we  are  bidden  to  wres- 
tle long  and  manfully ;  that  sorrows,  and 
disappointments,  and  afflictions  —  like 
light  and  shade  in  the  colouring — serve 
but  as  trials,  in  this  our  sublunary  pass ; 
that  dazzled  by  unclouded  sunshine,  we 
should  but  stumble  in  our  wanderings ; 
that  the  human  heart,  elated  by  a  too 
prosperous  destiny,  needs  the  counter- 
scourge  of  opposition  to  impress  of  its 
own  unworthiness : — and  rousing,  like 
the  chafed  lion,  into  fury,  still  ram- 
pant, writhing  in  the  anguish  of  the 
sting,  he  felt  that  individual  grief  must 
yield  to  the  stormy  tide  of  necessity; 
that  private  wrong,  like  thistle-beard 
in  the  wind,  must  be  as  nought  to  the 
one  o'erwhelming  call  of  public  duty : 
he  felt  himself,  in  the  present  moment- 
ous juncture,  bound  to  the  fortune  of 
B  2  the 
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the  oppressed ;  grappled,  by  more  than 
faith,  by  gratitude  and  by  principle,  to 
the  confederate  nobles,  in  espousing  the 
wrongs  of  the  murdered  prince  Arthur, 
in  bosoming  the  just  hate  of  the  bereaved 
earl  of  La  Marche.  Chance,  or  Provi- 
dence, he  trusted,  might  yet  unreave 
the  deep  mystery  of  Matilda's  disappear- 
ance, might  yet  yield  to  his  thirst  for 
vengeance,  the  recreant  knave  who  had 
spirited  her  from  her  home  :  for  the  busy 
wanderings  of  imagination,  settled  upon 
the  wily  palmer,  whose  tongue  and 
whose  eye  had  played  traitor  to  his  call- 
ing; who,  in  the  outward  seeming  of 
holiness,  had  profaned  his  mission,  out- 
raging with  unhallowed  passion  the  pure 
ear  of  innocence.  But  how  to  follow, 
how  to  trace,  how  to  fasten  a  quarrel  on 
one,  who  was  a  stranger  in  person ;  one, 
whose  very  name  was  unknown  ? 

"  God  direct  me !"  he  would  ejaculate, 
as  these  perplexing  difficulties  rose  in 
array  before  him — "  God  direct  my  err- 
ing 
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ing  judgment!  gift  too  my  angel  child 
with  more  than  woman's  courage;  gift 
her  with  fortitude,  to  play  a  Roman 
part,  to  martyr  life,  in  preservation  of 
her  honour!"  And  then  he  would  dwell 
on  the  purity  of  her  mind,  on  that  in- 
stinctive pride,  which  forms  the  glory 
and  the  safeguard  of  woman :  he  would 
take  comfort  to  himself,  in  her  remem- 
bered principles,  in  her  firmness  under 
ill,  in  her  patience  under  trial.  "  She 
will  come  forth,  as  gold,  as  pure  gold !" 
he  would  exclaim  in  the  exulting  confi- 
dence of  the  father.  "  Be  the  fire  fierce 
as  the  burning  furnace  of  the  king  of 
Babylon,  she  will  pass  through  the  midst 
unsinged !" 

Spurred  by  necessity,  and  instigated 
by  the  bosomed  hope  of  yet  rescuing  his 
hapless  child,  Walter  hailed  the  hour  of 
departure  with  something  like  thankful- 
ness: he  besought  the  prayers  of  the 
church,  and  he  left  in  the  hands  of  the 
pastor-abbot,  a  rule  of  conduct,  should 
B  3  Heaven 
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Heaven  so  will,  that  Matilda,  escaping 
the  trammel,  sought  again  the  shelter 
of  her  home.  It  was  a  written  docu- 
ment, penned  with  zeal  and  trust;  and 
first  greeting  her  with  paternal  love  and 
pious  benediction,  it  bid  her  hasten  with 
all  speed  to  the  tendered  guardianship 
of  the  duchess  Constantia ;  there  to  tarry 
in  fitly  fellowship,  until  his  death  or 
glory,  should  cast  a  deeper  shade  or 
brighter  ray  upon  her  fortune. 

Passing  o'er  his  brief  sojourn  in  the 
court  of  the  duchess  Constantia,  his  dire 
explanation  of  his  successless  mission, 
his  joy  in  the  safety,  and  comfort,  and 
gratitude  of  the  orphan  Margaret — we 
tarry  not  again  until  after  the  successful 
siege  of  the  castle  of  Loches,  until  the 
whole  of  Touraine  was  added  to  the 
conquests  of  the  French  arms :  then 
passing  over  the  brief  truce  obtained,  by 
the  interposition  of  the  pope  Innocent 
the  Third — nor  dwelling  for  a  moment, 
on  the  strifes  and  merciless  persecutions 

of 
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of  intolerant  zeal,  known  in  the  sangui- 
nary croisade,  preached  and  prosecuted 
by  the  pope's  mandate  against  the  Albi- 
genses — we  pitch  our  tent,  and  collect 
our  forces,  in  the  vicinity  of  Damme, 
eager,  sanguine,  and  confiding;  await- 
ing but  the  order  of  embarkation,  to  re- 
alize the  dream  of  invasion,  to  carry  fire 
and  sword  into  the  home  territories  of 
the  false  and  perfidious  John.  But  that 
God,  who  to  the  prayers  of  the  pious 
Abraham,  promised  mercy  to  a  populous 
city,  in  the  'approved  righteousness  of 
ten ;  that  God,  willed  not  a  whole  na- 
tion to  bleed,  through  the  turpitude  of 
one  single  sinner :  besides,  the  early  su- 
premacy of  that  naval  valour,  which  for 
whole  centuries  has  stamped 

"  All  British  ground  which  lies  under  the  ocean," 

ited  but  the  season  to  erect  its  grow- 
ig  fame ;   and  the  destruction  of  the 
French  navy,  lying  in  the  road  of  Damme, 
consisting  of  seventeen  hundred  sail,  sud- 
B  4  denly 
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denly  and  ably  attacked  by  the  English 
fleet,  under  the  command  of  the  earls  of 
Salisbury  and  Boulogne,  gave  to  here- 
after ages  the  bright  earnest  of  its  future 
and  its  still  brighter  triumphs. 

But  though  Walter  was  the  last  man 
who  ever  drew  sword  to  turn  in  the  face 
of  a  foe,  strong  and  imperious  necessity 
bore  him  wounded  and  bleeding  in  the 
simultaneous  rush  who  fled  before  the 
depopulating  strides  of  the  victorious 
English :  and  passing  rapidly  over  the 
return  of  Philip  Augustus,  his  burning 
the  city  of  Damme,  plundering  Bruges, 
sacking  Lisle,  and  departure  out  of 
Flanders : — for  in  the  page  of  romance, 
events  lose  their  order,  and  dates  be- 
come subservient  to  circumstances — we 
next  find  the  father  of  Matilda,  signa- 
lized by  his  intrepidity,  by*  the  favour 
of  the  viscount  de  Thouars,  and  by  the 
mysterious  signet,  the  gift  of  the  un- 
known palmer, — immediately  in  the 
train  of  the  earl  of  Dreux,  summoned  by 

king 
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king  Philip  into  Brittany,  to  oppose  the 
advance  of  the  king  of  England,  who, 
with  a  mighty  force,  landing  at  Rochelle, 
and  crossing  Poitou,  had  reduced  many 
parts  of  Anjou. 

"  Let  him  come  on,"  said  the  buoy- 
ant and  the  youthful  prince  Louis  :  "  let 
him  come  on,  my  good  lords ;  and  by  the 
blood  of  the  Capets,  we  will  give  him, 
cool  courage,  and  firm  steel !" 

"  Ay,  and  we  will  give  him  a  grave, 
if  God  so  will  it!"  And  the  lord  de 
Retel  laughed  in  the  lightness  of  his 
heart. 

"  I  would  he  were  now  within  the 
reach  of  this  good  sword  !"  mused  Wal- 
ter, sickening  at  the  gay  pageant  before 
him :  for  many  a  plumed  crest  waved 
in  the  breeze,  and  many  a  gorgeous  sym- 
bol, sparkling  in  the  rays  of  the  sun, 
gave  token  of  noble  bearing — "  I  would 
I  could  now  beard  this  John  of  England, 
and  grapple  with  him  unto  death !" 

It  was  not  habitual  rancour— it  was 
B  5  the 
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the  crowd  of  indignities,  trials,  and 
wrongs,  heaped  at  the  hands  of  the 
royal  murderer,  which,  as  fuel  to  the 
flames,  changed  the  still  current  of  his 
feelings,  and  turned  his  blood  to  gall. 
tVdter  was  a  man  more  sinned  against 
than  sinning — a  man,  prone  to  error,  as 
all  men  are ;  but  impulsive  goodness, 
and  genuine  urbanity,  and  undeviating 
honour,  in  the  fitful  compound  of  hu- 
man inconsistency,  counterpoised  all  its 
common  every-day  dregs : — he  had  been 
the  slave  of  circumstances,  and  he  now 
lived  the  victim  of  injustice. 

"  What  if  he  dare  our  good  city  of 
Nantes,"  remarked  the  prince ;  "  shall  we 
not  give  him  warm  cheer,  my  lords  ?" 
and  he  looked  with  proud  triumph  on 
the  close  ranks  of  his  followers — "  Shall 
we  not  make  the  dastard  spirit  quail, 
who  seeks  for  rule  in  deeds  of  murder?" 

"  Marry,  will  we !"  exclaimed  De  Re- 
tel,  "  and  drive  him,  halt  and  limping, 
back,  to  crave  a  cataplasm  at  the  hands 

of 
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of  beauty.     The  pretty  Isabel,  forsooth, 
will  have  but  sorry  pastime !" 

"  Fit  meet  for  the  traitress,"  said  the 
count  d'Eu.  "  I  would  her  heart  be 
torn  with  the  like  thorns  she  scatters  in 
my  brother's  pathway  !  I  pray  of  her 
no  more,  my  lord  :  the  name  of  Isabel  is 
poison  to  me." 

"  Think  you,  she  fashions  not  her  own 
scourge?"  asked  DeRetel;  "  think  you, 
the  jewelled  diadem  always  retains  its 
brightness?  What  if  we  could  pierce 
within  her  closet — what  if  we  could  dive 
within  her  heart " 

"  A  woman's  heart!"  interrupted  the 
count,  and  he  spoke  with  irony  and  ran- 
cour— "  a  woman's  heart,  forsooth,  like 
unto  a  woman's  face,  is  full  of  trick  and 
subtilty  !  From  the  cradle  to  the  grave, 
she  loves  to  cozen,  to  torment,  and  to 
destroy.  On  my  soul,  I  would  trust  my 
body  with  the  crocodile,  rather  than  my 
peace  in  the  hands  of  woman." 

"  Beshrew  me,"  resumed  De  Retel 
B  6  "  but 
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but  yours  is  a  bold  spirit  to  wage  war 
with  the  charming  sex  !  I  would  rather 
live  and  die  their  dupe,  if  it  should 
chance  so."  And  then  he  turned  to 
prince  Louis,  and  spoke  again  of  the  ad- 
vance of  king  John,  scoffed  at  the  tame 
submission  of  the  English,  and  marvell- 
ed how  men  could  be  found  to  wed  their 
fortunes  to  such  a  leader. 

Walter  was  all  ear  :  for  though  torn 
in  the  strife  of  warring  passions,  and 
writhing  beneath  the  smart  of  festering 
ills,  the  propinquity  of  his  mortal  foe, 
rousing  from  the  deep  absorption  of  pri- 
vate sorrow,  gave  all  his  hopes  to  venge- 
ance. 

"  The  native  bond  betwixt  the  mo- 
narch and  the  subject,  resolves  the  seem- 
ing inconsistency,"  observed  the  count 
d'Eu.  "  Men,  born  and  reared  to  quiet 
calm  submission,  know  not  how  to  snap 
the  rivet.  It  must  be  oppression,  per- 
severing systematic  oppression,  which 


goads  to  wild  revolt. 
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"  Then  be  the  revolt  speedy  !  be  the 
revolt  effectual !"  exclaimed  the  baron 
Fitz- Walter,  a  nobleman,  who  accused 
of  treason,  had  fled  from  England,  and 
leagued  himself  with  the  forces  of  France. 
"  If  aggression  holds  forth  one  single 
plea,  be  the  subjects  of  John  of  England 
absolved  of  all  offence.  God- wot,  my 
lords,  he  labours  for  his  own  debase- 
ment !  Odious  alike  in  all  his  bearings, 
his  insolence,  his  tyranny,  and  his  im- 
positions, drive  to  the  headlong  leap  of 
desperation." 

"  Yet  still  he  moves  with  thousands 
in  his  train,"  said  the  lord  de  Retel ; 
"  still  he  wields  the  sceptre  of  his  great- 
ness." 

"  He  moves  a  blight  upon  the  hopes, 
upon  the  peace,  upon  the  prosperity  of 
a  whole  nation,"  quick  rejoined  Fitz- 
Walter ;  "  a  blast  upon  a  reeking  world ; 
a  commissioned  bolt  from  heaven,  to  ra- 
vage and  destroy." 

"  Power,"  remarked  the  count  d'Eu, 

"  unless 
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"  unless  tempered  with  moderation  and 
with  justice,  is  as  a  limed  twig  to  snare 
the  soul :  leading  from  crime  to  crime, 
from  enormity  to  enormity,  it  leaps  all 
barrier,  and  tramples  on  all  law.  Pow- 
er  " 

"  Ay,  for  a  season,"  significantly  in- 
terrupted the  baron  Fitz- Walter :  "  but 
where  is  the  surety  for  a  tyrant's  safety  ? 
— where  the  bond  to  indemnify  from  vi- 
olence ?  Not  in  the  heart  of  the  sub- 
ject :  for  oppression,  loosening  the  link, 
destroys  the  mighty  chain  of  social  com- 
pact ;  oppression,  wantonly,  wilfully  en- 
forced, is  as  hot  breath  to  the  igniting 
fire  of  rebellion." 

"  We  lack  not  the  aid  of  rebellion," 
exclaimed  the  dauntless  prince  Louis : 
"  here,  upon  our  own  ground,  we  lack 
nought  save  opportunity.  Let  him  come 
on,  and  try  the  mettle  of  our  nature!" 

As  he  spoke,  his  eye  glanced  with  ex- 
ultation o'er  his  followers,  and  his  look 
and  his  smile  tokened  defiance.  Alas  ! 

he 
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he  dreamt  not  the  insufficiency  of  hu- 
man strength ;  he  dreamt  not  the  futi- 
lity of  human  dependence  !  Dizzy  in 
the  springtide  of  youth,  and  health,  and 
promise,  he  dreamt  not  the  reflux  of  that 
tide,  which  now — as  some  gay  bark, 
with  all  her  pennons  floating  in  the 
breeze — bore  him  on  his  prosperous  for- 
tune :  the  lesson  of  dependence  he  had 
yet  to  learn  ;  that  lesson,  which  adversi- 
ty brings  home,  even  to  the  hearts  of 
princes ! 

In  a  season  like  the  present,  when  the 
firebrand  of  war,  ravaging  the  fair  fields 
of  France,  trampled  down  her  vineyards, 
and  laid  waste  all  her  promises,  Walter 
had  no  heart  for  war's  mimic  games. 
He  sickened  at  the  tilt  and  the  revel ; 
he  shrank  away  from  the  light  hilarity 
and  sportive  jests  of  the  thoughtless  and 
the  happy ;  nursing  the  cares  of  a  mind 
fraught  with  care,  forgetting  the  trials 
of  the  past  in  the  anxieties  of  the  pre- 
sent— for  time  had  shed  no  light  on  the 

dark 
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dark  tale  of  Matilda's  disappearance — 
though  attached  to  the  forces  command- 
ed by  the  earl  of  Dreux,  and  diligent  in 
the  discharge  of  his  military  duties,  in 
the  hours  of  relaxation,  when  lighter 
sports  prevailed,  his  mind  was  given  to 
the  conjured  sorrows  of  his  absent  child ; 
his  aim,  his  study,  his  ability,  how  to 
pierce  the  mystery,  and  drag  the  hid- 
den secret  into  light.  Often  had  O'Car- 
roll  been  dispatched  on  errands  of  es- 
pial, to  explore,  almost  without  clue, 
every  whisper  gathering  into  rumour, 
every  tale  which  gallantry  and  knight- 
errantry  fashioned  :  but  though  the 
Quixotic  spirit  of  the  age  furnished 
many  a  wild  romance ;  though  many  a 
damsel  sighed  in  durance,  and  many  a 
doughty  knight  gloried  in  his  bonds  and 
in  his  spells,  the  parental  heart  reaped 
nought  of  solace.  As  the  dove,  wander- 
ing o'er  the  troubled  face  of  the  waters, 
O'Carroll  ever  returned  to  the  expectant 
presence  of  his  master,  without  one  sin- 

gle 
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gle  olive-leaf  savouring  of  hope :  all  was 
desolation  and  dreariness  :  the  flood  had 
indeed  passed  over  the  garner  of  his  pro- 
mise, and  barrenness  and  emptiness  pre- 
vailed. 

Not  once,  in  all  the  busy  fluctuations 
of  his  fortune,  since  exchanging  his  own 
quiet  home,  for  toil,  and  war,  and  active 
life,  had  he  encountered  the  palmer,  from 
whose  hands  he  had  obtained  the  signet- 
ring,  which  had  gained  him  the  favour 
of  the  powerful  and  the  great :  his  bro- 
ther too,  was  swept  from  earth,  or  cap- 
tured in  the  train  of  the  earl  de  la 
Marche ;  for  that  nobleman,  in  a  chance 
skirmish  with  the  English,  had  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  his  relentless  foe  : 
nought  then  remained  to  the  unhappy 
Walter,  save  interest  in  the  well-being 
of  his  adopted  charge ;  and  sometimes, 
like  a  winter  sunbeam,  gleaming  amid 
ice  and  snow,  would  the  remembered 
benefits  and  the  heartfelt  gratitude  of 
the  absent  Margaret,  chequer  the  deep 

blank 
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blank  of  his  prospects.  An  agent  in  the 
hands  of  Heaven,  he  had  placed  her  in 
security,  above  the  pressure  of  want  and 
woe  :  and  though  she  had  changed  with 
the  ever-shifting  fortunes  of  her  royal 
protectress ;  sometimes  in  her  own  du- 
chy of  Brittany ;  sometimes  flying  be- 
fore the  advance  of  her  enemies ;  some- 
times in  the  court  of  Philip  Augustus  : 
— for  still  did  France  veil  a  war  of  inter- 
est and  peculation  beneath  the  high- 
sounding  plea  of  generous  assumption  of 
the  wrongs  of  others  : — she  was  safe- 
die  was  comparatively  prosperous  ;  sha- 
ring the  smiles  of  the  duchess  Constan- 
tia,  and  living,  perchance,  to  brighter 
days,  and  more  substantial  happiness. 

"  God  be  praised,  I  have  shed  joy  in 
the  path  of  one  Margaret !"  thought 
Walter,  softening  almost  to  tears.  "  Per- 
chance, had  my  own  wedded  Margaret 
— had  our  own  cherub  Margaret,  been 
spared  me,  in  their  paths  I  might  have 
shed  gall.  Wretch !  wretch,  that  I  am ! 

my 
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my  destiny  has  been  the  ruin  of  my 
whole  race." 

The  approach  of  O'Carroll  varied  not 
the  colour  of  his  musings :  it  was  but 
shifting  from  woe  to  woe  ;  for  his  gaunt 
form,  seen  through  the  gloom  of  twi- 
light, recalled  the  hour  of  first  encoun- 
ter in  the  streets  of  Angers — his  pilot- 
ing to  the  desolate  tower; — and  quick 
followed,  the  horrors  of  the  storm,  and 
all  the  despair,  and  all  the  death-strug- 
gles of  Symmachus  O'Chahargy.  The 
start  of  Walter  was  as  the  start  of  one 
crossed  by  the  fiend  of  evil  destiny ; 
again  did  the  strange  concatenation  of 
events  bleach  his  cheek  to  clay ;  again 
did  he  stagger  back,  as  though  the  ac- 
knowledged murderer  lay  before  him. 

«  'Tis  I— 'tis  Conner  O'Carroll,  your 
honour.  I  come,  craving  counsel ;  for  I 
am  after  hunting  one  friar  Dennis,  who 
holds  the  keystone  of  the  lady  Marga- 
ret's fortune." 

"  Friar  Dennis,"  repeated  Walter, 

and 
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and  he  pressed  his  hand  on  his  forehead, 
to  collect  his  scattered  thoughts. 

«  Ay,  by  St.  Patrick,  friar  Dennis !  He 
shrived  the  soul  of  a  sinner,  just  twenty 
months  back,  here,  in  this  very  city  of 
Nantes.  Speed  me,  I  pray  your  honour, 
and  I  shall  catch  him,  now,  before  he 
sails  for  Palestine." 

"  Friar  Dennis,  of  Mellifont  Abbey, 
in  the  county  of  Louth  ?"  asked  Wal- 
ter ;  and  so  wild,  and  so  mournful  was 
the  thrill  of  recollection,  that  it  flooded 
his  eyes  in  tears. 

"  Evil  betide  me!"  said  O'Carroll, 
mournfully,  "  I  am  always  marring 
where  I  would  mend.  Your  honour,  I 
have  just  caught  scent  of  one  friar  Den- 
nis ;  but  whether  of  Mellifont  Abbey, 
or  whether  of  Louth,  or  whether  even 
of  dear  Ireland,  by  the  powers,  I  know 
not !"  i 

At  any  other  moment  Walter  had 
smiled  at  the  simplicity  of  O'Carroll; 
now,  alas !  a  smile  had  been  mockery  to 

his 
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his  feelings  :  every  warring  passion  rose 
and  rioted  within  him  ;  grieft  and  in- 
dignation, and  despair :  the  isle  of  his 
birth — the  cherished  cradle  of  his  infancy 
— the  dear  home  of  his  happiest  hours, 
was  the  spot  interdicted,  was  the  spot 
hemmed  in  from  approach — guarded 
with  jealous  hate,  and  menaced  with  the 
forfeit  of  ignominious  death.  Oh,  what 
a  string  of  misery,  outrage,  and  horror, 
grew  out  of  time's  dark  shadows!  A 
few  brief  years,  and  from  splendor  aricl 
power — like  unto  the  plunge  of  the  sul- 
tan of  Egypt,  in  the  mystic  tub  of  the 
Chec  Cahabaddin — his  transition  had 
been  want,  and  peril,  and  woe:  from  af- 
fluence he  had  passed  almost  to  mendi- 
city ;  from  the  rule  of  others,  to  the 
drudgery  of  manual  toil ! 

"  'Tis  a  dark  picture,  yet  is  the  mo- 
ral salutary,"  mused  Walter,  "  for  it 
speaks  the  emptiness  of  human  trust'' 
And  then  he  struggled  down  the  load 
within,  and  strove  to  fashion  his  thoughts 

to 
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to  the  immediate  subject  which  agitated 
the  well-meaning  O'Carroll.  "  I  would 
learn  further  of  this  friar  Dennis,"  he 
said :  "  be  brief,  and  give  me  the  clear 
story." 

"  Truth  will  I,  clear  as  the  sun  in  the 
heavens.     This  friar  Dennis,  your  ho- 

hour By  St.  Patrick,  and  I  am  after 

believing  the  selfsame  friar  Dennis  who 
shrived  and  who  holds  the  shrift  of  my 
dead  master;  for  they  have  both  dealt 
out  the  selfsame  penance,  and  that  speaks 
them  to  be  one  and  the  selfsame  man — 
just  twenty  months  back,  was  here,  in 
this  city  of  Nantes,  tarrying  with  the 
brothers  of  St.  Nicholas." 

"  Proceed,  O'Carroll,  I  lack  proof." 
"  Ay,  and  you  shall  have  proof,  strong 
as  certainty.  A  friend,  an  acquaintance, 
a  dweller  here  in  Nantes,  just  twenty 
months  back  was  sore  laden  with  a  bleed- 
ing conscience : — he  was  an  artisan,  your 
honour ;  and  artisans  are  not  always 
over  scrupulous  in  matters  of  conscience. 

Well* 


RUNNEMEDE.  23 

Well,  he  was  very  sick,  and  he  needs  go 
to  confess ;  and  his  penance  was  the  like 
penance  awarded  my  late  master. — For 
nine  whole  years,  each  and  every  morn- 
ing, at  the  tolling  of  the  ave-bell,  was 
he  to  repeat,  nine  times,  the  entire  salu- 
tation of  our  lady,  Ave-Maria  gratia  : 
— at  six  of  the  morning  clock,  nine  Ave- 
Marias  : — at  twelve  of  the  noon  clock, 
nine  Ave- Marias : — and  at  six  of  the 
even  clock,  nine  Ave-Marias.  Well, 
your  honour,  this  selfsame  penance,  of 
which  I  closely  questioned,  was  given 
by  a  wayfaring  monk  sojourning  in  the 
convent  of  St.  Nicholas,  and  the  monk 
was  called  friar  Dennis : — and  when  I 
visited  the  convent  of  St.  Nicholas — for 
I  have  sifted  it  to  the  very  bottom — this 
friar  Dennis  had  slipped  away  for  Pales- 
tine :  and  now  I  would  be  after  follow- 
ing this  friar  Dennis,  and  craving  for 
the  confession  of  one  Symmachus  O'Cha- 
hargy." 

"And 
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"  And  if  you  could  overtake  him, 
O'Carroll,  what  then  ?" 

"  Why  then — "  and  pleasure  burnt 
upon  his  cheek,  and  brightened  in  his 
eye — "  I  should  be  serving  the  good  and 
the  beautiful  Margaret." 

"  Tis  a  wild  chase,"  said  Walter, 
thoughtfully. 

"  Arrah  !  and  I  would  be  the  wild 
goose  to  follow  it,"  quick  rejoined  O'Car- 
roll. "  Speed  me,  I  pray  you ;  and 
may  I  be  burnt  for  a  heretic,  your  ho- 
nour, if  I  suffer  one  Dennis  to  pass  with- 
out questioning !" 

"  But  twenty  months,"  observed  Wal- 
ter, wondering  at  the  wildness  of  the  en- 
terprise :  "  and  how  to  follow,  and  whi- 
ther to  steer  your  course." 

"  Age  is  stiff-jointed,"  eagerly  replied 
O'Carroll;  "  and  friar  Dennis  was  bound 
to  many  a  religious  house  in  his  route 
to  Marseilles.  Npw,  your  honour,  with 
God's  good  grace — "  and  the  certainty 
of  success  glowed  in  every  feature — "  I 

will 
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will  be  after  calling  at  every  religious 
house  betwixt  here  and  Marseilles,  and 
query  whether  I  tread  not  upon  his 
heels." 

"  What  though  you  tread  upon  his 
heels  even  to  the  water's  edge,"  said 
Walter — "Alas!  my  poor  fellow,  should 
it  prove  so,  think  of  the  disappointment, 
the  risk,  and  the  labour." 

"  The  disappointment,  your  honour, 
might  go  wellnigh  to  try  one's  spirit : 
for  the  risk,  forsooth,  I  have  light  heels 
and  a  firm  heart :  and  for  the  labour — 
holy  St.  Patrick  !  in  the  service  of  a 
friend,  I  value  labour  no  more  than  I 
value  a  brass  farthing.  Speed  me,  I  pray 
you,  on  the  venture ;  and  betide  what 
may,  my  conscience  will  be  the  lighter." 

"  On  such  an  errand,  and  in  such  a 
season  of  turmoil  and  blood,"  mused 
Walter ;  then  giving  words  to  thought, 
and  shuddering  as  he  spoke — "  What  if 
I  speed  you  to  your  death  ?" 

"  We  must  all  die,"  said  O'Garroll ; 
VOL.  II.  c  and 
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and  though  twilight  had  deepened  into 
night,  and  the  scene  and  the  stillness 
was  solemn,  his  voice  lost  not  its  firm- 
ness. "  The  mort-cloth,  your  honour, 
may  tend  me  here,  as  well  as  on  my  mis- 
sion :  and,  by  the  saints,  I  had  rather 
march  and  meet  the  foe,  than  tarry  till 
he  overtake  me !" 

"  'Tis  an  ill  theme  for  banter,"  said 
Walter,  gravely.  "  Man  lives  in  death, 
O'Carroll ;  and  his  strongest  hold  is  thin 
and  weak  as  the  silkworm's  line." 

"  Banter,  your  honour !  By  the  mass, 
and  I  am  as  ill  fitted  for  banter,  as  a 
lamb  in  the  fangs  of  the  tiger  !  God's 
truth  !  banter  and  I  are  sworn  foes  :  if  I 
chance  laugh  on  the  one  side  my  mouth, 
woe  come  after,  I  am  sure  to  cry  on 
t'other!  No — no,  I  have  had  no  heart 
for  banter,  since  I  quitted  dear  little  Ire- 
land." 

Walter  groaned  aloud :  it  was  the 
chord,  the  vibrating  chord  to  all  his  sor- 
rows :  and  though  touched  by  a  random 

hand, 
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hand,  yet  did  he  writhe  beneath  the 
chastening.  Quick  recovering  himself 
— "  I  would  not  curb  your  spirit,  my 
honest  friend,  or  infect  you  with  my 
morbid  fancies.  Holy  Heaven !  the  name 
of  Ireland,  is  as  oil  on  consuming  fire ; 
the  dream  of  Ireland,  as  a  deathblow  to 
my  fortitude." 

"  Worse  luck !"  exclaimed  O'Carroll, 
"  for  dearly  do  I  love  to  talk  of  Ireland: 
but  we  will  sink  even  Ireland,  your  ho- 
nour, if  it  gall  your  green  wrounds.  And 
now  for  friar  Dennis ;  for  I  lack  but  a 
God-speed,  to  start  with  the  first  cock- 
crow." 

"  And  when  you  return,  O'Carroll," 
asked  Walter,  "  should  the  chances  of 
war  have  called  me  hence,  or  have  cra- 
dled me  beneath  the  sward,  what  fresh 
course  of  fortune  will  you  adventure  ?" 

O'Carroll  mused  for  a  moment,  then 

hastily  drawing  his  hand  across  his  eyes 

— "  The  Jezabel !"  he  murmured — "  Til 

have  nought  else  to  do  with  her,  if  she 

C  2  play 


28  RUNNEMEDE. 

play  such  scurvy  tricks.  Arrab !  for- 
tune, your  honour  !  By  the  powers,  it 
will  be  evil  fortune  to  me !  No — no, 
the  like  never  yet  befell  a  true  Christian  : 
and  so,  by  your  leave,  we  will  meet  here 
in  Nantes,  and  unriddle  friar  Dennis  to- 
gether." 

"  May  it  prove  so !"  sighed  Walter, 
long  after  he  had  lost  sight  of  his  faith- 
ful follower  ;  yet  was  there  a  feeling 
within,  an  ice-chilling  forebodence,  a 
presentiment  of  trial  to  come ;  or,  was 
it,  that  calamity  had  lain  a  hand  so  hea- 
vy on  him,  that  he  could  picture  nought, 
save  endurance  and  persecution ! 

On  the  third  day-dawn  of  O'Carroli's 
absence,  ere  yet 

"  The  fiery  streaks  with  purple  beams, 
Dispersed  the  shadows  of  the  misty  night," 

a  wild  tumult,  gathering  in  the  suburbs, 
banished  rest  from  every  warrior- breast : 
an  alarm-signal  from  the  out-posts  pro- 
claimed the  advance  of  an  enemy,  and 

the 
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the  hated  name  of  John  of  England,  like 
a  scathing  blast  from  heaven,  panic- 
struck  the  inhabitants  of  Nantes. 
Nought  was  heard,  save  the  shrill  bray- 
ing of  the  trumpets ;  nought  seen,  save 
busy  troops  of  men  and  horses,  gather- 
ing for  the  fray.  Prince  Louis,  awaken- 
ing from  the  beamy  dream  of  youth  and 
happiness,  buckled  on  his  war-gear.  It 
was  military  ardour,  it  was  the  thirst  for 
conquest,  the  heart-yearnings  for  renown, 
which  gave  him,  an  eye  so  bright,  and 
a  step  so  buoyant  !  It  was  Fame, 
wreathed  in  laurels,  and  tending  to  im- 
mortality, which  swelled  so  high  in  the 
mailed  breast  of  all  his  gay  contempora- 
ries !  Not  so  with  Walter  :  vengeance 
burnt  upon  his  cheek ;  vengeance  bra- 
ced his  nerves  to  iron :  the  hour  had 
wellnigh  dawned,  the  pined-for  hour,  to 
bring  his  wrongs  to  issue;  and  never 
did  soul  more  dearly  crave  for  ought  of 
earthly  bearing,  than  his  to  measure 
sword  with  the  usurper  John. 

c  3  Day 
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Day  gradually  advancing,  and  dissi- 
pating every  wreathy  vapour,  bright- 
ened the  rich  suburbs  and  far-spread- 
ing country.  The  Loire  sparkled  be- 
neath the  refulgent  sunbeams,  and 
scarce  rippling  in  the  breeze  of  heaven, 
bore  on  its  glassy  bosom,  the  mild 
freightage  of  a  cloudless  sky  :  all  in  na- 
ture was  placid  harmony  and  bland  con- 
tent ;  all  with  man,  riot  and  confusion  : 
it  was  a  striking  contrast ;  yet  it  passed 
unnoted  on  the  mind,  like  many  a  con- 
trast, as  striking  and  as  flagrant. 

Cries  of  terror  and  dismay  rose  from 
amid  the  mixed  multitude :  children 
and  women,  crowding  the  streets,  ban- 
died the  tales  of  rumour ;  and  busy  con- 
jecture, swollen  into  reality,  and  distort- 
ed into  truth,  magnified,  as  in  every 
emergency,  the  real  evil.  King  John, 
heading  his  thousands,  had  lain  waste 
the  whole  province  ;  and  each  returning 
scout,  furnishing  fresh  food  for  busy  cal- 
culation, 
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culation,  confirmed  his  advance  upon  the 
suburbs. 

Spurning  at  the  cold  policy  of  self- 
caution,  and  cased  in  the  adamantine 
breastplate  of  his  own  courage,  prince 
Louis  smiled  at  the  implied  danger;  and 
collecting  around  him  his  brave  band, 
gorgeous  in  the  ensignias  of  his  high 
birth,  stood  in  the  midst,  eager  for  pre- 
eminence, and  panting  to  head  the  van 
of  hazard.  Fresh  sounds  gathered,  and 
fresh  tumults  rose.  Was  it  the  blast  of 
trumpets  in  the  distance  ? — or  was  it  the 
mere  coinage  of  a  fervid  fancy  ?  Cer- 
tain it  is,  it  quickened  his  even  pulse, 
and  blew  to  flame  his  warrior  spirit. 

"  Betake  thee  to  the  saddle,  my  lords," 
he  exclaimed :  "  the  enemy  are  at  our 
gates.  On — on,  for  victory  !  The  grea- 
ter the  numbers,  the  greater  the  glory !" 
Then,  with  one  bound,  he  crossed  his 
war-horse,  and  waving  high  his  snow- 
plumed  casque,  the  next  instant  saw 
him  galloping  over  the  bridge,  outstrip- 
c  4 
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ping  the  fleetest,  and  daring  the  brunt  of 
hostile  swords. 

Although  time  has  enwrapped  in  his 
dark  mantle  the  minutias  of  that  distant 
period,  history  records  the  bridge  of 
Nantes  as  the  scene  of  prince  Louis's 
capture  and  humiliation  ;  when,  too 
venturous,  and  too  eager,  spurred  by 
the  concomitant  rashness  of  youth,  he 
sought  to  beard  the  foe,  and  fell  amid 
the  toil  of  strength  and  numbers.  His- 
tory speaks  also  of  many  of  his  followers 
perishing  by  the  sword : — and  though 
perhaps  it  enumerates  not  that  same 
Walter  so  prominent  in  our  present  me- 
moir— still,  as  that  same  Walter  lived 
signalized  and  marked  in  the  early  an- 
nals of  the  thirteenth  century,  the  flight 
of  romance  becomes  admissible,  in  num- 
bering him— not  among  the  slain — but 
among  the  victims  of  that  day  of  disas- 
ter! 

Walter  was  the  first  to  track  the  foot- 
steps of  his  royal  leader,  and  he  grasped 

the 
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the  sword,  the  prized  gift  of  the  viscount 
de  Hautefort,  and  he  felt  a  thousand 
hearts  swelling  in  his  brave  bosom,  when 
the  trumpets  sounded  a  charge.  Glan- 
cing over  the  well  marshalled  ranks  of 
the  foe,  he  encountered  not  the  adver- 
sary he  sought ;  for  it  was  not  the  king 
of  England — it  was  one  high  in  the  ser- 
vice of  the  king  of  England,  who  met 
the  brunt  of  prince  Louis's  rash  ardour. 
The  next  instant,  and  like  the  dark  and 
rolling  waves  of  ocean,  one  universal 
fray  prevailed ;— the  next,  and  earth's 
green  bed  was  strewed  with  heroes : 
malice  and  party-hate  grappled  unto 
death  ;  and  every  warrior-sword,  gleam- 
ed "  terrible,  as  the  streaming  meteor  of 
night."  Walter  felt  not  the  smart  of 
many  gushing  wounds  ;  he  felt  nought 
save  the  hope  of  conquest :  his  helm  was 
bruised  and  battered  ;  his  corselet  hack- 
ed in  twain ;  yet  did  he  fight  like  Os- 
sian's  heroes  :  "  he  strode  in  blood ;  he 
stood  like  a  rock  in  the  midst  of  a  roari 
c  5  ing 
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ing  sea  :" — nor  till  the  shout  of  victory 
rose  in  the  capture  of  prince  Louis,  till 
mortal  faintness  steeped  all  his  faculties, 
did  he  drop  upon  the  blood-stained 
earth,  as  powerless,  and  as  unconscious, 
as  those,  who  with  the  morning  light, 
had  arisen  in  vigour ;  but  whose  light, 
and  whose  vigour,  was  now  set,  and 
quenched  in  death. 


CHAPTER  II. 


«  .  .          Like  the  breath  of  pestilence, 

War's  scourge  lays  waste  all  that  it  rests  upon/' 

IK  a  land,  cursed  as  the  theatre  of  war, 
torn,  and  distracted,  and  rent  with  tur- 
moil, depopulated  by  the  sword,  and  de- 
solated by  fire  and  party-hate,  not  even 
the  holy  sanctuary  of  religion  can  se- 
cure against  the  mad  and  infuriate  pas* 

sions 
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sions  of  men;  like  an  overwhelming 
flood,  breaking  down  every  dam,  and 
sweeping  away  every  barrier,  foaming, 
raging,  spurning  all  of  human  order,  and 
laying  waste  all  of  divine  ordinance ! 

For  a  season,  Matilda  knew  no  cessa- 
tion to  her  grief,  no  single  balm  to  her 
anxiety  and  her  terror  ;  the  night  waned 
among  strangers  and  in  tears,  in  bitter 
reflection  and  in  woe-fraught  anticipa- 
tion ;  for  life  seemed  despoiled  of  every 
colouring,   and  futurity  uncheered   by 
one  single  ray,  chequering  the  darkened 
pass  'twixt  earth  and  heaven.     In  vain 
the  pious  sisters,  zealous  in  the  cause  of 
grace,  enjoined  conformity  and  submis- 
sion ;  in  vain  they  dwelt  on  the  shallow- 
ness  of  sublunary  happiness:    Matilda 
could  only  weep;  for  though  her  ear 
was  open  to  the  homily,  her  heart  Wed 
beneath  the  probe.     Young  in  years, 
and  untutored  by  misfortune — for  too 
sure  the  afflictions  of  others  comes  not 
home  to  our  own  bosoms— -she  had  yet 
c  6  to 
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to  learn,  for  the  better  exercise  of  her 
faith,  that  oft, 


•All-pitying  Heaven, 


Severe  in  mercy,  chasteneth  in  love;" 

she  had  yet  to  learn,  that  at  best,  by 
gentle  and  almost  imperceptible  grada- 
tions, the  links  in  the  great  chain  of  hu- 
man life  become  loosened,  and  our  hold 
upon  earth  and  earthly  things,  shallow, 
and  perishable,  and  unsubstantial,  as 
ourselves !  She  had  yet  to  learn,  that 
"  born  to  trouble  as  the  sparks  fly  up- 
wards," the  warfare  of  iour  spirits,  and 
the  trials  of  our  fortitude,  cleansing  and 
purifying  from  the  dross  of  flesh,  fits  it 
for  the  change  of  hereafter  blessedness  ! 
What  was  it,  that  the  morning-sun  was 
cloudless,  that  its  beams,  piercing  the 
storied  panes  of  the  chapel,  shone,  as  if 
in  mockery,  on  the  altar  which  had  sanc- 
tified the  pledge  of  her  virgin  faith ! 
Alas !  the  bridegroom  was  far  distant  ; 
and  the  lovely  bride,  like  some  melan- 
choly 
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choly  ringdove  wailing  its  mate,  could 
only  sigh  forth  her  plaint,  and  brood, 
almost  to  madness,  on  the  strange  colour 
of  her  destiny. 

The  little  cell  in  which  she  had  sought 
sanctuary,  subordinate  to  the  rich  mo- 
nastery of  St.  Claire,  was  tenanted  by 
six  solitary  sisters, 

"  The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  forgot ;" 

and  weaned  from  every  terrestrial  call- 
ing, and  dedicating  life  and  strength  to 
offices  of  holiness,  and  living  in  prayer, 
in  penance,  and  in  peace,  they  could  yet 
weep  for  others'  woe,  and  pity  those 
whom  the  storms  of  adverse  fate  most 
desolated. 

"  What  boots  it,  whether  in  trial  or 
in  joy,  we  toil  out  an  inheritance  of 
grace  ?"  asked  the  gentle  sister  Clarisse, 
leading  into  the  garden,  and  striving  to 
lure  the  mourner  from  the  contempla- 
tion of  her  sorrows.  "  The  fevered 
dream  of  life,  my  poor  child,  is  soon 

ended, 
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ended,  whether  the  cold  heart,  stilled  in 
death  and  cradled  in  earth,  beat  in  the 
sunshine  or  in  the  shadow:  nay,"  and 
she  tried  to  smile,  "  I  know  not  whether 
shadow  be  not  the  better  suiting  of  the 
twain  ;  for  adversity  thaws  the  ice  which 
prosperity  too  often  scatters." 

"  Alas !  sister,"  and  Matilda  sighed 
heavily,  "  however  it  prove  so,  the  lesson 
is  hard  to  learn." 

"  Reason,  and  reflection,  and  religion, 
will  make  the  lesson  easy,"  rejoined  the 
nun.  "  In  the  world,  we  are  the  slaves 
of  our  own  feelings,  hunting  after  sha- 
dow, and  wearing  out  youth  and  health 
in  the  mere  chase:  in  the  world,  we 
spurn  what  is  offered,  and  crave  for  what 
is  withheld ;  we  are  blind  to  our  own 

good,   and   dull   to  our  own  interest; 
mmrA » 

u  God  wot  1  have  seen  little  of  the 
world,"  interrupted  Matilda,  "  and  all  I 
crave  is  peace." 

"  And  would  you  model  your  own 

peace  ?H 
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peace  ?"  questioned  the  sister — "  would 
you  fashion  your  own  destiny? — would 
you  take  poison  to  your  bosom,  and  woo 
the  heaviest  curse  entailed  on  man  ?— 
*  He  gave  them  their  own  desire :  there- 
fore their  days  did  he  consume  in  vanity, 
and  their  years  in  trouble." 

"  Not  so,  sister.  I  would  eke  out  the 
blessing,  in  lowliness  of  spirit,  in  humi- 
lity and  prayer." 

"  Be  the  prayer  accepted !"  piously 
pronounced  the  nun — "  be  the  blessing 
vouchsafed !" 

Matilda  looked  up,  and  her  own  per- 
turbed heart  felt  to  imbibe  the  quietude, 
and  submission,  and  reliance,  which 
spoke  in  every  feature  of  the  holy  Cla- 
risse.  Her  veil,  floating  like  a  darkened 
cloud,  half  shadowed  her  forehead ;  her 
mild  eyes  were  raised  to  heaven :  cares, 
not  years,  had  ploughed  deep  furrows : 
her  face  was  pale  with  lenten  fare  and 
midnight  watching ;  yet  did  meek  and 
legitimate  devotion,  impart  such  holy 

zeal. 
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zeal,  such  perfect  trust,  such  unmurmur- 
ing quiescence,  that,  as  a  radiating  glo- 
ry, it  bore  the  earnest  of  hereafter  hea- 
ven! 

"  Once,"  she  resumed,  heedless  of  the 
interest  she  elicited,  "  I  bled  beneath 
the  seeming  scourge — I  weakly  rebelled 
against  the  ordinations  of  Heaven  :  but 
now,  the  trials  of  my  youth  appear  but 
the  salutary  chiding  of  mercy.  I  can 
revise  them ;  I  can  dwell  upon  them, 
and  bless  the  hand  which  dealt  out  the 
chastening ;  for  every  pang  I  have  felt, 
every  woe  I  have  mourned,  was  but  the 
gradual  weaning  of  the  spirit  from  the 
delusions  and  snares  of  the  world/* 

."  Ah,  would  I  could  think  like  you  ! 
would  I  could  act  like  you  !"  sighed  Ma- 
tilda. "  But  my  heart,  sister,  feels  lone 
and  tempest-tossed ;  my  heart " 

"  Religion  will  still  the  tempest,"  in- 
terrupted the  nun  ;  "  religion  will  calm 
every  rough  rude  breaker.  Often  has  it 
poured  consolation  upon  the  bleeding 

wounds 
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wounds  of  my  spirit,  and  been  as  my 
towering  rock  of  dependence,  when  all 
of  earthly  hope  has  failed.  Go  with  me 
to  chapel,  my  poor  child :  kneel  with 
me  at  the  foot  of  the  blessed  cross ;  cast 
your  burden  on  the  redeem  ng  love  of  a 
crucified  Saviour ;  and  the  green  wounds 
will  become  healed,  and  the  grace  to  en- 
dure and  to  submit  will  be  vouchsafed." 
But  though  Matilda  found  consola- 
tion in  the  Christian  piety  and  meek 
conciliation  of  the  sister  Clarisse ;  though 
she  walked  with  her  in  the  garden,  and 
prayed  with  her  in  the  chapel,  and  aided 
her  in  many  an  imposing  rite  of  faith ; 
still  the  slow  flight  of  the  long,  long 
days,  brought  a  renewal  of  care  and 
thought :  grief  preyed  upon  her  bloom, 
and  anxiety  aggravated  every  ill,  which 
war,  and  circumstances,  and  adverse  fate 
could  threaten.  A  whole  week  had 
waned  since  the  bridegroom  had  fled 
from  the  altar,  and  still  was  she  doomed 
to  the  goadings  of  suspense ;  still  did 

she 
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she  watch  and  wait  in  vain :  no  messen- 
ger gladdened  the  lone  season  :  no  breath 
of  busy  rumour,  no  single  intimation  of 
a  world  beyond,  varied  the  still  mono- 
tony of  cloisteral  seclusion : — all  which 
might  have  passed — all  which  had  pass- 
ed, was  shut  out :  news  of  her  father — 
news  of  her  mysterious  lover — news,  to 
make  glad,  or  to  make  sick  the  heart, 
was  alike  withheld.  It  was  a  melan- 
choly blank  in  her  short  life ;  a  blank, 
perhaps,  more  trying  than  active  sorrow ; 
for  active  sorrow  brings  with  it  the  ne- 
cessity for  exertion,  whereas,  the  stilly 
poison  of  suspense,  sapping,  and  corro- 
ding, renders  blunt  and  flat  all  of  native 
energy. 

Another  and  another  day  dawned  and 
closed,  and  alternately  was  Matilda  sunk 
into  listless  inaction  or  goaded  to  the 
mad  stretch  of  desperation :  now,  pray- 
ing for  mortality's  last  rest  of  earth ;  and 
now,  brooding  on  the  venture  of  flying 
her  abiding  place,  and  daring  all  the  hor- 
rors 
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rors  of  distance  and  war ; — not  in  search 
of  the  husband  whose  very  name  was 
unknown,  but  in  search  of  that  distant 
home,  from  which  she  had  been  so  fatal- 
ly deluded : — there,  perchance,  to  gain 
tidings  of  her  father,  or  to  crave  counsel 
at  the  hands  of  the  white  monks  of  Cis- 
teaux. 

It  was  a  wild  and  a  visionary  project, 
yet  did  she  mentally  pursue  it,  until  the 
hazard  seemed  as  nought,  and  the  ven- 
ture but  the  mere  calling  of  duty. — "  It 
is  but  fitting  the  sluggard  should  awa- 
ken," she  exclaimed,  eager  to  win  the 
sister  Clarisse  to  her  interest.  "  Who 
knows,"  and  a  fearful  shudder  crept  over 
her,  "  whether  this  long,  long  slumber, 
has  not  called  down  the  judgment!" 
And  then  she  explained  her  deliverance 
from  the  power  of  De  Mauleon,  and  her 
calm  and  unmurmuring  sojourn  beneath 
the  protection  of  her  deliverer. 

The  nun  listened  attentively  to  every 
intricate  winding  in  her  strange  story : 

the 
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the  arrival  of  the  palmer  at  the  convent 
of  St.  Mary ;  his  visit  to  the  cottage  of 
Walter ;  his  confident  assertion  that  his 
signet-ring  would  open  to  the  wearer  a 
pass  even  to  the  presence  of  the  king  of 
France : — all  alike  bespoke  him  high  in 
office  and  in  power : — office  and  power 
too  resolved  his  easy  supremacy  over  the 
recreant  De  Mauleon; — and  next,  his 
hasty  marriage  stood  revealed,  in  the  ex- 
treme loveliness  of  his  youthful  bride ; 
for  never  was  woman  fitter  fashioned, 

~** —  To  create 

Wonder  ?md  love  in  man  !" 

But  his  quick  abandonment,  and  his  ab- 
sence, and  his  persevering  silence,  baffled 
.  all  the  conjectures  of  busy  fancy. 

"  Strange !"  mused  the  nun  ;  then 
speaking  aloud  her  thoughts — "  So  wild, 
and  so  variable,  is  this  world  of  change, 
that  I,  who  for  many  years  have  tenant- 
ed a  religious  cell,  ween  not  how  to  re- 
solve actions  and  motives." 

"I 
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"  I  can  resolve  all,  in  misfortune,  in 
overthrow,  perchance  in  death,"  and  Ma- 
tilda burst  into  tears. 

The  nun  bent  over  her  in  sorrowing 
commiseration  :  the  fearful  throes  of  the 
mourner  recalled  the  trials  of  her  own 
youth ;  and  the  tear  which  swam  in  her 
eye,  bore  token,  that  however  the  cold 
rules,  and  colder  regimen  of  the  cloister, 
may  deaden,  they  exterminate  not  the 
feelings  of  the  heart. 

"  I  would  but  seek  out  consolation  in 
the  known  safety  of  my  dear  father," 
sobbed  Matilda — "  I  would  but  tell  him 

all  of  the  fearful  past ;  and  then — then 
>j 

"  And  your  husband  ?"  questioned 
the  sister  Clarisse.  "  Should  he  return 
— should  he  crave  you  at  our  hands  ?" 

Matilda  looked  up :  that  name,  that 
electric  name,  awakened  the  blush  and 
the  smile;  but  the  blush  and  the  smile, 
and  the  momentary  kindling  of  hope, 
vanished  ;  like  the  lightning, 

"  Which 


46  RUNNEMEDE. 

"  Which  doth  cease  to  be, 
Ere  one  can  say  it  lightens." 

"  Alas !  alas !"  she  faltered,  "  I  may 
chance  see  him  no  more." 

"  And  you  may  chance  be  happy  with 
him,"  eagerly  resumed  the  nun ;  "  and 
you  may  chance  surmount  all  of  this 
world's  ill.  List  to  me,  poor  child,  and 
learn  to  estimate  that  blessed  chance." 
She  smothered  down  a  sob — she  raised 
her  shadowy  hand  to  brush  away  a  blind- 
ing tear — then  mastering  her  feelings: 
"  Like  you,  I  once  loved,  and  was  be- 
loved," she  pursued.  "  I  approached 
the  altar  with  a  worshipped  bridegroom: 
favoured  by  Heaven  and  by  man,  I  felt 
to  have  no  wish  ungratified — I  glanced 
around  with  exultation  in  my  heart — I 
met  his  eye  of  love,  and  my  brain  grew 
dizzy  with  o'erflowing  happiness.  Per- 
haps I  was  too  confident ;  perhaps  I  had 
forgotten  our  slim — slim  thread  of  life. 
Like  you,  I  saw  him  in  health  and 
strength ;  like  you,  I  heard  the  vow  con- 
secrated : — 
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secrated  :  —  but  —  unlike  you,"  and  her 
voice  was  broken,  and  her  features  grew 
convulsed,  "  I  saw  him  borne  a  corse 
from  the  altar."  She  paused  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  for  a  moment  did  she  yield 
to  the  burst  of  lingering  feeling ;  then 
slowly  dropping  her  beads,  and  inward- 
ly praying  against  the  interdicted  weak- 
ness— "  All  this  I  saw,"  she  continued, 
"  and  yet  I  live  to  tell  it ;  all  this " 

(S  Spare  yourself  dear  sister,"  implored 
the  sympathizing  Matilda,  "  nor  teach 
submission  by  a  tax  so  keen.  Oh,  yes  ! 
I  do  feel  grateful  for  that  blessed  chance, 
which  so  wofully  contrasts  your  own  sad 
story." 

"  The  reality,"  said  the  nun,  forcing  a 
melancholy  smile,  "  did  not  kill  me :  why 
then  should  I  shrink  from  the  recital? 
Perhaps,  had  he  lived,  my  very  felicity 
had  been  the  bait  to  tempt  me  to  my  ruin ; 
perhaps,  I  had  forgotten  to  be  humble,  to 
be  grateful ;  perhaps,  deeper,  more  irre- 
mediable woe  had  been  mine :  but  no 
matter :  'tis  reality  I  would  narrate ;  it 

is 
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is  the  past  ill,  tending  to  shew  your  now 
existing  ill  the  lighter.  List  to  me,  my 
poor  child,  and  learn  to  be  grateful,  learn 
to  thank  Heaven,  that  the  world  is  not 
yet  quite  barren.  I  had  no  father,  no 
mother,  to  sooth  and  to  share  my  sor- 
rows :  the  grave  had  closed  upon  them 
both :  and  standing  alone,  as  it  were, 
with  every  link  severed,  and  a  heart 
formed  for  love,  marvel  not,  that  I  loved 
one  born  of  earth,  with  a  love  which 
turned  despair  into  madness.  Many — 
many  winters  have  desolated  creation ; 
and  many — many  summers  have  re-deck- 
ed creation  in  her  own  garb  of  loveli- 
ness ;  yet  well  do  I  remember  the  tran- 
sition from  joy  to  agony.  I  saw  him 
totter  and  fall — I  saw  his  glazed  eye — I 
saw  the  roses  of  his  cheek  give  place  to 
death's  wan  livery — I  cast  myself  beside 
him — I  could  not  speak — I  could  not 
shriek — I  could  not  shed  one  tear.  All 
my  powers  were  numbed ;  all  my  facul- 
ties suspended :  a  world  of  lead  lay  cold 

at 
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at  ray  heart,  yet  did  my  brain  burn  with 
internal  fire.  I  was  mad,  quite  mad, 
lady ;  and  weeks  and  months  passed 
away  ere  I  awoke  to  reality.  But  why 
weary  with  the  recapitulation  ? — why 
wear  away  the  present  hour,  with  the 
dull  slow  progress  of  recovery  ?  I  did 
recover  to  health  and  to  strength ;  but 
never,  never,  to  peace  of  mind.  The 
world  itself  seemed  changed ;  for,  alas ! 
the  jaundiced  mind  diseases  all  it  looks 
upon  :  anticipation,  that  richest  balm  to 
the  wounded  spirit,  lay  buried  in  the 
grave  of  my  lover :  the  past  was  torture ; 
the  present  unblest;  the  future,  uncheer- 
ed  by  one  single  ray  of  promise.  Mine 
was  not  the  love  of  the  myriad ;  not  the 
lovej  which  glows,  and  dies,  and  is  for- 
gotten :  mine,  was  the  love  of  principle ; 
the  love,  founded  upon  known  worth, 
and  reciprocity  of  feeling ;  the  love, 
which  once  felt,  becomes  eternal !  What 
was  it,  that  the  world  sought  to  lure  me 
back  into  its  circles  : — my  world  was  the 
VOL.  ii.  D  lone 
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lone  sward  which  closed  upon  my  lover : 
— there,  eluding  every  eye,  and  bosom- 
ing wild  and  blessed  fancies,  did  I  watch 
the  gloaming  of  twilight,  and  invoking 
his  freed  spirit,  and  piercing  the  shadows 
of  time  and  of  eternity,  did  I  frame  the 
first  pure  wish  of  wedding  my  future 
life  to  holiness." 

"  And  here,"  said  Matilda,  sympathi- 
zing in  the  tale  of  early  woe,  "  has  sor- 
row's sharpest  thorn  been  blunted ;  here, 
has  the  true  estimate  of  life  been  elicit- 
ed." 

"  Yes,  here,"  resumed  sister  Clarisse, 
and  the  smile  which  dilated  her  features 
was  heavenward,  "  the  true  estimate  of 
life  stands  revealed,  in  faith  and  in  piety  ; 
for  here,  has  the  distilled  dew  of  grace 
been  shed  upon  my  spirit;  here,  has  my 
festering  wound  been  healed." 

"  Here,  you  are  at  peace,  you  are  re- 
signed," observed  Matilda,  yet  wonder- 
ing, how  that  peace,  how  that  resigna- 
tion, could  have  arisen. 

"  Say, 
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"  Say,  too,  and  calm  and  contented, 
and  tarrying  in  glad  submission  the  aw- 
ful fiat  of  human  destiny,"  replied  the 
nun.  "  Prayer,  my  child,  and  occupa- 
tion, have  wrought  the  miracle.  In  the 
world,  I  had  hours  and  days  for  thought : 
here,  I  have  neither  days  nor  hours  of  my 
own  :  devotion,  and  the  duties  of  my 
calling,  rouse  me  into  action  :  devotion, 
as  the  sun,  dispelling  the  vapours  of 
ideal  night ;  the  duties  of  my  calling, 
impressing  the  home-lesson,  that  indus- 
try and  usefulness,  as  the  bee,  extracts 
ever  its  own  honey.  But  hark  !  the  bell 
chimes  to  the  even-song :  the  shadows 
are  fast  lengthening,  and  we  must  to 
chapel.  There,  my  daughter,  cull  thou 
the  heart's-balm  ;  and  rise,  and  seek  thy 
pallet,  refreshed  and  humble  :  sleep  will 
come  at  thy  wooing,  and  the  morning 
sun  will  find  thee  fitter  fashioned  to  the 
day's  trial." 

Matilda  followed  to  the  chapel ;  and 
as  she  was  bidden,  in  the  chapel,  at  the 
D  2  step 
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step  of  the  altar  which  had  sanctified  the 
vow  of  plighted  faith,  did  she  strive  to 
lay  down  the  burden  of  her  cares,  and 
to  gather,  in  their  stead,  the  peace-yield- 
ing balm  of  grace  and  faith  :  there  did 
she  pray  for  her  father — for  her  husband 
— for  herself — for  the  destitute  and  the 
sore-laden — for  the  sin-bound  soul — for 
the  bruised  and  broken  spirit — for  all 
who  were  sorrowing  and  oppressed ;  and 
she  joined  in  the  holy  psalmody,  and  she 
aided  in  every  pious  rite,  until,  as  the 
sister  Clarisse,  she  almost  began  to  feel, 
that  the  trials  and  travails  of  earth,  like 
unto  flitting  clouds  over  a  summer  sky, 
ripening  to  fruition,  frames  and  models 
the  human  mind  to  every  dispensation 
of  Divine  Providence. — "  And  here," 
she  mused,  glancing  timidly  around, 
.".if  it  be  thy  will,  oh,  Saviour  of  the 
universe  !  that  I  wither  and  die,  teach 
me  to  curb  the  backslidings  of  unruly 
nature,  and  to  tutor  my  stubborn  heart 
to  thy  inscrutable  decree !" 

The 
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The  night-breeze  scarce  waved  the 
shrubs  and  flowers  as  Matilda  sought 
the  garden  ;  she  struck  into  the  loneliest 
path,  eager  to  escape  the  scrutiny  of 
eyes,  to  commune  with  herself,  to  sift 
the  inward  spring  of  feeling,  that  whe- 
ther to  enthusiasm,  or  whether  to  a  fir- 
mer, better  source,  might  be  traced,  the 
calm  she  had  bosomed  in  the  chapel.  If 
to  enthusiasm,  like  every  gust  of  passion, 
it  might  fade  and  die,  and  repentarice 
be  awakened  ;  if  to  true  and  genuine 
piety,  then  did  the  cloister  hold  forth  the 
fittest  resting-place.  But  though  Ma- 
tilda knew  little  more  of  the  world  than 
if  the  cloister  had  indeed  been  her  abi- 
ding-place ;  though  its  manners  and  its 
customs  were  hid  in  shade ;  its  virtues, 
all  visionary ;  its  vices,  summed,  in  the 
persecution  of  her  father,  and  the  law- 
less violence  of  De  Mauleon  ;  still  her 
heart  turned  to  the  world ;  and  its  ties 
and  its  associations,  glowing  in  the  form 
of  her  mysterious  bridegroom,  imparted 
D  3  such 
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stich  gay  and  brilliant  colourings,  such 
thrilling  hopes,  and  such  rainbow  fan- 
cies, that  to  forget  them,  to  desert  them, 
to  muffle  them  in  the  shroud  of  profes- 
sion, was  an  effort,  too  mighty,  a  sacri- 
fice, too  vast  for  woman's  strength.  She 
yielded  to  the  light  fantasy ;  she  lured 
the  cheating  vision;  she  threaded  the 
mazy  pathway,  heedless  of  the  waning 
hours :  the  blessed  chance,  contrasting 
the  woe-fraught  story  of  the  sister  Cla- 
risse,  seen  through  the  fevered  medium 
of  a  buoyant  spirit,  augured  hope  and 
bliss ;  and  lulling  every  fear,  and  dili- 
gently chasing  every  inquietude,  with  a 
mind,  as  calm,  as  the  star-spangled  hea- 
vens above,  she  retraced  her  steps,  and 
stealing  to  her  narrow  dortnitory,  soon 
wooed  that  rest  which  innocence  ever 
bosoms. 

In  our  progress  to  the  world  of  sha- 
dows, how  often  does  the  storm,  riding 
on  the  sunbeam,  proclaim  the  instability 
of  all  things  earthly  !  how  often  does  the 

o'er- 
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overwhelming  blast  of  calamity,  crowd- 
ing on  the  very  trance  of  enjoyment, 
baffle  human  skill,  and  human  penetra- 
tion ! 

Matilda  had  sunk  to  sleep  in  hope, 
but  she  awakened  in  wild  terror.  It 
was  not  the  voice  of  storm  and  tempest, 
not  the  howling  of  wind,  or  the  roar  of 
thunder ;  but  it  was  a  commingling  din 
of  sounds,  discordant,  grating,  terrific : 
it  was  loud  pummelling,  and  louder 
shouts,  which  rang  through  every  corner 
of  the  holy  dwelling.  The  chamber  too 
was  filled  with  suffocating  smoke,  and  a 
lurid  ray,  quick  brightening  into  flame, 
gave  fearful  meaning  to  the  strange  con- 
fusion. 

She  sprung  from  her  bed  of  rest ;  she 
hurried  on  her  clothes ;  she  burst  open 
the  door;  and  when  she  entered  the 
gallery,  a  scorching  flame  felt  to  envelop 
her.  To  pause  was  death.  In  such  a 
moment,  was  it  nature  to  pause?  Oh 
no!  Though  a  heroine,  Matilda  was 
D  4  human 
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human  nature ;  and  she  fled  for  life,  and 
she  struggled  for  life,  unconscious  whe- 
ther that  protracted  life  might  tend  to 
rejoicing  or  to  anguish.  By  a  low  door 
she  escaped  the  burning  gallery  ;  and  at 
the  instant  that  she  found  herself  in  the 
open  air,  she  heard  a  piercing  shriek,  and 
she  saw  a  veiled  sister  flying  from  the 
flaming  pile.  She  followed — she  gained 
upon  her ;  she  heard  a  second  shriek ; 
she  saw  her  totter  and  fall.  It  was  the 
last  shriek — it  was  the  sister  Clarisse ! 

Convulsed  and  dying,  Matilda  sunk 
beside  her ;  and  when,  mingling  with 
the  yell  of  a  thousand  demons,  with  a 
fearful  crash,  the  roof  and  the  walls  fell 
in — when  a  black  and  shapeless  mass 
alone  remained  of  the  late  peaceful  fane 
to  holiness,  the  nun,  struggling,  half 
raised  herself.  "  The  miserable  rem- 
nant !  the  sole  wreck !"  she  ejaculated ; 
then  closing  her  eyes,  to  shut  out  the 
reeky  desolation — "  Mighty  Jesu !  oft- 
times  tremendous  in  mercy,  ofttimes 

merciful 
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merciful  in  wrath ;  for  a  hidden,  for  a 
blessed  cause,  hast  thou  dealt  this  visita- 
tion !"  A  sickening"  spasm  seized  her  ; 
the  shudder  of  death  chilled  her  stiffen- 
ing limbs  ;  she  dropped  her  head  on  the 
bosom  of  Matilda ;  yet  still  did  the  spirit 
struggle.  "  Thy  will,  be  to  thy  erring 
creature,  law  !"  she  gasped  out. 
"Through  fire — through  violence,  be 
the  pass  to  thy  presence  !"  She  clasped 
the  hand  of  her  terrified  supporter  ;  she 
pressed  it  tighter  and  tighter ;  she  look- 
ed up,  and  a  smile,  wintry  and  faint,  il- 
lumined her  features,  and  a  bright  and  a 
dying  gleam  gathered  in  her  eye.  Sud- 
denly her  hand  relaxed  its  pressure ;  her 
head  sunk  back  ;  and  in  one  deep-drawn 
sigh,  her  freed  spirit  winged  to  its  kin- 
dred angels. 

No  tear  bedewed  the  cheek  of  Matil- 
da ;  no  cry  escaped  her :  strangely  calm, 
she  felt  wound  to  ought  of  earthly  vicis- 
situde, to  ought  of  human  daring :  she 
heard  the  shouts  of  triumph,  the  jar  of 
D  5  com- 
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commingling  voices,  the  tramp  of  feet ; 
and  even  when  an  armed  host  crowded 
into  the  garden,  desperately  firm,  she 
continued  holding  the  breathless  corse  of 
the  departed  nun. 


-Come  what,  come  may, 


Time  and  the  hour  run  through  ihe  roughest  day." 

So  wrote  our  immortal  bard :  and  Ma- 
tilda ran  through  that  roughest  day  in 
her  life,  with  a  consistency  and  resolu- 
tion, marvellous  in  her  own  eyes :  it 
dawned  upon  her,  a  sojourn er  in  the 
calm  cell  of  religion  ;  it  closed  upon  her, 
a  captive  to  the  arms  of  an  enemy  :  and 
so  wildly  rapid  had  been  each  fluctua- 
tion, that  it  bore  rather  the  contexture 
of  a  dream  than  the  chances  of  every- 
day existence'. 

The  voice  and  the  interference  of  au- 
thority had  alone  stayed  the  brutal  ri- 
baldry of  the  soldiery,  when,  in  the  gar- 
den, loudly  descanting  on  her  beauty, 
they  would  have  torn  her  from  the  cold 

clay 
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clay  she  supported.  She  looked  up,  and 
she  beheld  a  tall  stranger,  hastily  ap- 
proaching, whose  jewelled  cap,  and  wa- 
ving plume,  spoke  him  noble.  The 
soldiers  broke  way,  and  the  stranger 
doffed  his  cap  in  token  of  respect ;  yet 
when  his  eye  fell  upon  the  wan  face  of 
the  departed  nun,  he  shuddered  fearfully 
back. 

"  She  is  past  harm,"  said  Matilda, 
meekly — "  I  would  I  were  as  safe !" 

The  stranger  felt  the  reproach ;  he 
placed  his  hand  upon  his  breast. — "  La- 
dy," he  exclaimed,  "  you  cannot  mourn 
the  mad  havock  of  intemperance  more 
than  I  mourn  it.  Worlds  would  I  give, 
to  restore  yon  holy  dwelling,  and  its 
harmless  inmates ;  but  the  scourge  of 
war  has  fallen,  and  reparation  is  impos- 
sible." 

"  A  grave,"  murmured  Matilda,  bend- 
ing her  lips  to  the  cold  forehead  of  the 
sister  Clarisse. 

"  Yes,  a  grave,  lady,  for  this  departed 
D  6  sister — 
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sister — and  for  yourself,  protection,  on 
the  honour  of  an  English  noble." 

Matilda  led  to  the  spot  on  which  had 
stood  the  little  chapel,  but  not  one  stone 
remained  upon  another :  the  aisles,  the 
sacristy,  the  altar,  all — all,  had  yielded  to 
the  ruthless  sweep. 

"  Here,  in  consecrated  ground,"  she 
said — "  though  all  this  ground  be  holy 
— still,  in  this  place,  on  this  spot — "  and 
she  paused,  where  so  late  had  stood  the 
altar,  at  which  she  had  plighted  her  vir- 
gin faith  to  the  mysterious  palmer.  The 
universal  ruin  felt  prophetic  of  a  doom 
of  sorrow,  and  her  tears  streamed  as  she 
marked  out  the  narrow  grave  of  the 
nun  ; — and  heedless  of  the  bitter  tax 
upon  her  own  feelings,  she  saw  the  earth 
delved,  and  she  saw  the  earth  close  upon 
all  that  was  mortal  of  the  departed  Cla- 
risse : — then,  turning  to  the  noble  who 
had  upheld  her  through  the  trial — "  Ac- 
cept my  gratitude,"  she  pronounced, 

"  and 
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"  and  be  your  humanity,  sir  knight,  my 
best  pledge  of  security." 

"  Fear  not,  lady :  never  yet  has  the 
honour  of  a  De  Cantilupe  been  forfeit : 
my  word  and  my  sword  be  your  surety. 
Here,"  and  he  forced  a  smile,  "  my  call- 
ing is  rough  and  ill-favoured ;  but  a  sol- 
dier's province  is  obedience,  and  disaf- 
fection ever  draws  reprisal." 

"  Dreadful,  deadly  reprisal !"  sighed 
Matilda,  glancing  o'er  the  defaced  and 
blackened  record  of  human  wrath. 

A  sudden  cloud  scared  away  the  smile, 
and  the  fine  features  of  the  lord  de  Can- 
tilupe, like  unto  her  own,  became  grief- 
struck. — "  Not  all  the  usages  of  war  can 
familiarize  such  a  wreck,"  he  feelingly 
exclaimed ;  "  the  human  wreck,  I  mean, 
lady  ;"  and  he  shuddered,  as  he  bent  his 
eye  on  the  new-made  grave  of  the  nun. 
"  Holy  Mary !"  he  ejaculated,  dashing 
away  the  starting  tear,  "  one  little  half- 
hour  had  saved  all :  had  I  arrived  one 
little  half-hour  earlier,  this  cell,  and  its 

pious 
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pious  votaries,  had  been  spared,  per- 
chance to  pray  for  us !  But  we  cannot 
awaken  the  dead,"  striving  at  compo- 
sure, "  neither  can  we  recall  the  blast  of 
a  moment :  we  may  lament,  and  we  may 
mourn ;  and  I  shall  lament,  and  I  shall 
mourn,  lady,  when  the  long  grass  and 
the  moss-weed  thick  mantles  these  mo- 
numents of  war.  But  now  of  the  pre- 
sent— I  pray  you,  tax  my  courtesy." 
And  he  questioned  of  her  prospect,  and 
named  the  wish  of  quick  restoring  her 
to  her  family. 

Alas !  Matilda's  heart  sickened  in  that 
desolated  prospect:  the  blast  of  a  mo- 
ment had  blighted  all  the  blossoms  of 
promise,  had  cast  her  on  a  wide  world, 
without  shelter,  almost  without  hope. — 
She  hesitated ;  she  scarce  knew  how  to 
answer. 

"  Lady,"  resumed  the  lord  de  Canti- 
lupe,  "  I  await  your  bidding.  Name 
the  service,  and  if  duty  clash  with  incli- 
nation, my  care  be  to  submit  you  to  safe 

and 
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and  honourable  guardianship:  name  your 
family,  and  then " 

"  War  and  misfortune  have  scattered 
my  family,"  interrupted  Matilda.  "  On 
earth,  my  lord,  I  have  no  home."  She 
clasped  her  hands  as  she  spoke;  and 
though  so  young  in  years,  and  so  rare  in 
beauty,  she  looked  as  one  familiar  with 
ill  fortune. 

The  warrior  sank  into  deep  thought, 
then  attentively  survey  ing  her  fast-fading 
and  flushing  countenance — "  Through- 
out the  whole  of  these  distracted  pro- 
vinces,"  he  remarked,  "  no  single  haven 
of  security  remains :  other  religious 
houses  may  fall,  as  this  religious  house: 
other  victors  may  not  feel  compunction. 
Lady,"  and  every  feature  beamed  with 
the  benevolence  within — "  I  have  a  fa- 
ther— a  family  ;  I  have  a  sister,  whose 
nature  is  to  feel  for  others'  woe.  Once 
in  that  asylum,  misfortune  will  not  reach, 
persecution  will  not  harm  you." 

"  Oh  I  that  I  were  now  in  that  asy- 
lum I" 
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lum!"  exclaimed  Matilda;  "  that  I  were 
now  safe  from  the  storms  and  the  perils 
of  the  world  !" 

"  I  take  you  at  your  word,  lady,"  quick 
rejoined  the  lord  de  Cantilupe;  "and  soon 
transferred  to  gentler  keeping,  will  my 
sister  Millicent  chase  every  tear." 

From  that  instant  no  time  was  yield- 
ed to  thought :  preparation  and  execu- 
tion were  as  one:  hurrying  from  the 
scene  of  conflagration  and  outrage,  at 
Rochelle  —  where  king  John  and  his 
youthful  queen  Isabel  sojourned  in  tri- 
umph at  a  few  brief  conquests — consign- 
ed by  the  lord  de  Cantilupe  to  the  pro- 
tection of  an  old  and  tried  vassal  of  his 
house,  Matilda  embarked  on  the  dancing 
wave ;  and  swayed  by  a  destiny,  as  fickle 
as  the  dancing  wave  which  bore  her,  lost 
sight  of  the  shores  of  France,  and  soon 
exchanged  them  for  the  then  as  troubled 
shores  of  England. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  III. 


Though  dark,  as  the  troubled  face  of  the  deep, 
Be  all  of  prospect  here ;  there  lurks  u  ray, 
In  conscious  worth,  to  qualify  the  storm." 

EVERY  one  who  reads  the  annals  of  their 
own  country,  knows  that  the  turbulent 
reign  of  king  John  teemed  wijh  all  that 
was  vile,  and  arbitrary,  and  vindictive : 
and  however  good  may  spring  out  of 
seeming  evil ;  however,  through  the 
morbid  haze  of  tyranny  and  oppression, 
a  bright  and  brilliant  sun  arose  on  the 
plain  of  RUNNEMEDE,  destined  to  invi- 
gorate and  ripen  to  perfection  the  juris- 
prudence of  England ;  still,  that  morbid 
haze,  gendered  in  menace,  violence,  and 
indignity,  spurred  to  the  mighty  effort 
of  general  manumission ! 

Casting  our  eyes  o'er  that  blistered 

page 
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page  of  crime  and  human  turpitude,  we 
find  all  that  is  odious  and  mean  ascribed 
to  that  unhappy  prince ;  destructive  to 
his  subjects;  disastrous  to  himself;  liv- 
ing at  enmity  with  God  and  man ;  tram- 
pling on  all  of  justice;  violating  all  of 
faith  and  honour ;  alternately,  the  oppo- 
ser  and  slave  of  the  church ;  now  daring, 
and  now  cowering  beneath  the  fulmi- 
nated ban ;  ridiculing  the  threat  of  here- 
after judgment,  yet  weakly,  wickedly, 
yielding  his  kingdom,  in  shameful  vas- 
salage to  the  see  of  Rome.  Nay,  in  eve- 
ry relative  tie — or  historians  have  con- 
jured a  monster  of  their  own — we  find 
him  also  wofully  deficient :  as  a  son,  as  a 
brother,  as  an  uncle,  as  a  friend,  as  a 
man,  alike  an  alien  to  principle,  alike  a 
hardy  violator  of  every  bond  of  trust. 
But  passing  over  the  heavy  controversy 
arising  in  the  death  of  Hubert  arch- 
bishop of  Canterbury,  and  the  pope's 
election  of  cardinal  Langton — the  king's 
war  with  the  clergy — his  confiscation  of 

their 
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their  estates — his  rigorous  persecution  of 
all  the  primate's  adherents — the  woful 
period  of  interdict,  shrouding  all  Eng- 
land in  gloom — the  systematic  policy  of 
the  sovereign  pontiff — the  abject  humili- 
ation and  terror  of  the  king,  arising  in 
the  threat  of  foreign  invasion — his  for- 
mal renunciation  of  his  crown,  at  the 
feet  of  Pandolf,  the  pope's  legate,  there- 
by acknowledging,  and  yoking  the  king- 
dom in  tributary  vassalage — his  gradu- 
ally awakening  to  the  fraudulent  and  in- 
terested conduct  of  the  apostolic  see — 
his  recall  of  the  exiled  prelates  —  his 
seeming  penitence  for  past  violence,  and 
his  reparation  to  the  monks  and  abbots 
whom  he  had  dislodged  and  persecuted: 
— stay  we  the  attention  of  our  readers, 
to  that  period,  chequering  the  inky  die 
of  his  reign,  when  rallying  from  the 
vexations  of  the  past,  for  a  brief  season, 
he  reaped  something  like  victory  and 
triumph ;  for  in  his  letter  to  the  earl- 
marshal,  dated  Rochelle,  and  now  on  re- 
cord 
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cord  in  the  Tower,  he  boasts  of  the  sur- 
render to  his  arms,  of  twenty-six  castles 
and  fortresses ! 

Be  it  that  period,  then,  when  England 
was  finally  freed  from  the  papal  inter- 
dict, and  when  England's  king  still  so- 
journed in  Poitou  ;  for  it  was  at  that  pe- 
riod, that  on  the  deck  of  her  small  ves- 
sel, Matilda  first  distinguished  the  loom- 
ing of  distant  land ;  and  soon — for  the 
wind  swelled  the  canvas,  and  the  prow 
cut  through  the  rippling  waves — did  that 
distant  land, 

"  That  precious  stone  set  in  the  silver  sea/' 

grow  into  giant  mould ;  white,  and  co- 
ned, and  towering,  like  some  mighty 
bulwark,  hemming  in  with  safety,  and 
frowning  defiance  even  to  the  inroads  of 
ocean's  self !  It  was  not  the  land  of  her 
father,  and  yet  her  heart  throbbed  more 
than  it  were  wont ;  it  was  not  the  land 
of  her  husband,  and  yet  it  felt  to  offer 
her  a  resting-place.  She  had  heard  from 

Adam 
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Adam  Morley,  the  aged  yeoman,  to 
whose  care  she  had  been  intrusted  by 
the  lord  George  de  Cantilupe,  much  of 
the  worth  of  the  baron  his  father,  much 
in  praise  of  the  lady  Millicent  his  sister; 
and  she  looked  forward  to  the  calm  har- 
bour of  their  home  and  their-  friendship, 
with  a  feeling  almost  amounting  to  hope. 

"  On  my  troth,  lady,"  said  the  good 
yeoman,  watching  the  tears  silently  cha- 
sing each  other  down  her  faded  cheek, 
"  but  my  lord  the  baron,  and  the  lady 
Millicent,  will  soon  lure  back  the  sun- 
shine. Tarry  till  we  once  gain  the  banks 
of  the  Welland,  and  then  you  will  fain 
smile." 

Matilda  tried  to  smile,  but  the  effort 
was  as  mockery  to  her  feelings. — "  I  may 
be  grateful — I  am  grateful,  my  kind 
Adam,"  she  replied  ;  "  but  grief  is  a 
heavy  taskmaster." 

"  In  age,"  said  Morley,  feelingly, 
"  grief  may  be  deep,  and  still,  and  last- 
ing— I  grant  it  in  age,  because  age,  as 

a  win- 
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a  winter-sky,  tokens  little"  other  than 
storm :  but  in  youth,  in  scarce  full  spring, 
as  with  you,  lady,  grief  must  be  lost  in 
the  blaze  of  coming  summer.  Age  has 
nought  to  look  to ;  youth  has  all  to  look 
to;  age  sees  nought  save  the  grave; 
youth  sees  nought  of  the  grave ; — for 
even  though  the  grave  be  prematurely 
dug,  the  pass  is  hid  in  flowers.  But  let 
us  talk  of  Hering worth,  I  pray  you, 
lady  ;  for  spite  of  war  and  warriors,  there 
does  my  heart  rest." 

"  Your  abiding-place  ?"  asked  Matil- 
da. 

"  Ay,  lady,  I  was  born  in  the  nigh 
hamlet,  almost  within  the  shadow  of  the 
castle-walls;  and  there,  boy  and  man, 
have  I  numbered  well  nigh  threescore 
summers ;  and  there,  if  God  so  will  it, 
would  I  be  gathered  to  my  fathers. 
But,"  and  he  spoke  with  emotion,"  should 
duty  summon  again  to  the  field,  then  be 
my  grave  within  the  shadow  of  my  lord's 
banner." 

Matilda 
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Matilda  gazed  on  him  with  reverence 
and  respect:  his  cheeks  were  bronzed 
with  long  service ;  his  temples  strewed 
with  the  frost  of  age:  gratitude  and 
principle  wedded  him  to  the  fortunes 
of  his  feudal  lord,  for  even  against  na- 
ture was  he  content  to  lay  down  life  in 
tributary  homage. 

"  If  it  should  chance  so,"  he  pursued, 
heedless  of  the  notice  he  elicited,  "  then 
shall  this  good  sword  again  fly  its  scab- 
bard; and  if  it  should  chance  counter, 
why  then,  with  God's  grace,  Mable  and  I, 
knit  in  Christ,  will  toil  the  last  hill  of  our 
pilgrimage  together : — and  whichever  of 
the  twain  first  reach  the  goal,  the  riven 
must  pray  for  patience,  and  tarry  the 
coming  hour." 

"  Your  wife;"  and  Matilda's  voice 
thrilled  the  sympathy  she  felt. 

Morley  hesitated  for  a  moment,  then 
drawing  the  back  of  his  hand  across  his 
eyes — "  Ay,  lady,"  he  replied,  "  the  wife 
of  my  youth  :  her,  who  has  sipped  with 

me 
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me  out  of  the  one  cup,  whether  of  joy 
or  of  sorrow ;  and  her,  who  to  the  end, 
will  repose  on  the  one  pillow,  whether  it 
be  of  down  or  of  thorns. — We  live  hard 
by  the  castle  of  Heringworth — askaunt 
one  corner  of  the  chase ;  and  there,  hid 
in  woods,  stands  our  snug  dwelling.  My 
Mable  was  the  fosterdam  of  the  lady 
MillicenJ :  and  often,  ere  the  sun  has 
drank  the  dewdrops,  does  the  dear  child, 
with  cheeks  out-blushing  the  rose,  and 
steps,  sportive  and  light  as  the  young 
fawns  in  the  pasture,  come  to  crave  a 
blessing." 

"  Then  the  baron  de  Cantilupe,  and 
the  lady  Millicent,  abide  alway  at  the 
castle  of  Heringworth,"  said  Matilda. 

"  My  lord  the  baron  ofttimes  visits 
estates  far  distant,"  rejoined  Morley ; 
"  and  at  Christmas,  and  at  Easter,  and  at 
Whitsuntide,  I  have  known  him  join 
the  court- revel  of  our  liege  the  king:  but 
the  lady  Millicent,  save  when  a  sojourn- 
er  in  the  nunnery  of  St.  Mary  de  la  Free 

at 
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at  Northampton,  has  ever  lived  at  He- 
ringworth.  Marry !  she  is  a  God-send 
to  the  country  round !  so  good  to  all 
who  lack ;  so  benevolent,  and  so  gentle ! 
but  for  the  early  blight  of  the  beautiful 
baroness,  there  lives  not  a  happier  family 
in  all  Christendom.  Would  you  be- 
lieve it,  lady,  when  broken  down  by 
sickness,  she  visits  the  meanest  hind,  and 
with  her  own  white  hand,  administers 
such  salves  and  simples,  as  she  has  learnt 
to  decoct  at  the  convent  ?  Ay,  and  she 
is  so  kind  to  all  who  are  sorrowing ;  she 
deals  such  gentle  words,  and  is  so  prodi- 
gal of  favour !  I  often  think,  forsooth, 
her  breath  is  like  the  south-wind,  soften- 
ing and  mellowing  all  the  storms  of  the 
past :  yet  has  she  a  rare  spirit  too  in  a 
good  cause ;  for  I  have  seen  her  fair  face 
flush  crimson,  and  her  blue  eyes  kindle 
flame,  at  the  mere  tale  of  oppression !" 

"  She  must  be  very  amiable !  she  must 
be  very  dear  to  the  heart  of  her  bro- 

VOL.  ii.  E  ther," 
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ther,"  observed  Matilda,    "  for  he  too 
scatters  kindness  with  a  lavish  hand !" 

"  It  is  the  nature  of  the  whole  family!" 
proudly  resumed  Morley.  "  Not  a  vas- 
sal, on  all  of  my  lord's  manors,  young 
and  old,  who  would  not  follow  my  lord 
George  de  Cantilupe  to  the  death.  Mar- 
ry! when  they  were  dear  children  to- 
gether, I  have  seen  them  wrestle,  and 
run  to  distribute  the  dole ;  and  many  a 
petty  grievance  have  they  righted,  and 
yet  gained  the  good  will  of  all,  by  beg- 
ging off  the  adjudged  forfeit.  On  my 
troth,  and  I  do  believe,  my  lord  the  ba- 
ron had  sunk  into  the  grave  with  my 
lady  baroness,  but  for  the  love  of  those 
two  dear  children: — they,  God  speed 
them!  nestled,  and  warmed  his  heart, 
and  melted  all  the  ice  which  cold  grief 
had  scattered — for  they  taught  him  to 
hope : — and  like  two  beacons,  set  up  in 
a  drear  land,  they  did  but  shine  the 
brighter,  as  the  night  of  sorrow  thick- 
ened." 

"  Then 
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"  Then  the  brother  and  sister  were  a- 
like  very  young,  when  Heaven  judged 
fit  to  deprive  them  of  their  mother,"  said 
Matilda,  sympathizing  in  the  past  woes 
of  the  family. 

"  The  lord  George  was  five  years  old, 
and  the  lady  Millicent  had  breathed  just 
six  weeks  in  this  rough  world,  when  the 
beautiful  baroness,  worn  to  a  shadow, 
left  us  all  to  mourn.  It  was  fell  con- 
sumption, which,  like  the  canker  in  the 
rose,  preyed  on  her  strength,  and  bent 
her  to  the  tomb.  Though  eighteen  years 
have  passed  away,  well  do  I  remember 
every  solemn  scene  at  that  most  solemn 
period.  Alas !"  and  Morley's  voice  fal- 
tered, "  it  seemed  as  a  blight  upon  us 
all — perchance,  to  teach  us,  that  youth, 
nor  beauty,  nor  rank,  nor  riches,  can 
stay  our  inevitable  doom.  I  saw  her  in 
her  coffin,  sweet  saint!  and  never  did 
my  eyes  rest  on  aught  so  lovely  ! — and 
I  saw  her  borne  to  her  last  bed  of  earth. 
The  baron  followed ;  and  his  suffocating 
E  2  sobs, 
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sobs,  and  his  heart-rending  anguish — I 
can  see  all — I  can  hear  all,  now.  He — - 
he  The  baroness  lies  buried  in  the 
chapel,"  struggling  for  composure — "  and 
I  never  go  into  that  chapel,  lady,  but 
with  awful  reverence  and  godly  fear.  It 
stands  within  the  limit  of  the  chase ;  and 
so  thick  is  it  shrouded  in  yew  and  cy- 
press, that  the  noonday  sun  ne'er  finds 
an  entrance." 

"  But  of  the  dear  baby,"  questioned 
Matilda.  "  Alack  !  that  the  bud  should 
live  when  the  stem  was  broken." 

"  Ay,  and  live  to  be  as  sweet  a  bud 
as  summer  ever  ripened !"  returned  the 
veteran.  "  My  Mable,  at  the  selfsame 
season  was  mourning  the  death  of  her 
own  nqw-born  babe ;  and  she  took  charge 
of  the  nursling,  and  she  reared  it  at  her 
own  bosom,  and  she  soon  transferred  to 
it  all  the  love  she  had  borne  her  own 
darling.  But  anon  you  will  see  the  lady 
Millicent,  and  then  you  will  say  her  fos~ 
terdam  may  well  bosom  pride." 

*  Tis 


RUNNEMEDE.  77 

<s  Tis  a  just  pride,"  said  Matilda, 
"  where  worth  is  so  apparent." 

"  I  could  tell  a  thousand  anecdotes  to 
stamp  that  worth,"  quick  resumed  Mor- 
ley,  ever  eloquent  in  the  praise  of  those 
he  loved.  "  Methinks  I  can  see  her 
now,  tripping  like  any  fairy,  over  the 
green  sward,  her  blue  eyes  shining 
through  the  light  clusters  of  her  flaxen 
hair;  —  now,  chasing  butterflies;  and 
now,  culling  posies,  and  bringing  the 
brightest  to  me,  and  climbing  on  my 
knee,  and  placing  them  in  my  doublet. 
But  I  weary  you,  lady.  Alack  !  I  for- 
get, a  stranger  can  heed  but  little  of  a 
stranger." 

"  A  stranger  but  by  name,"  feelingly 
exclaimed  Matilda,  "  is  it  for  me  to  tire 
of  the  virtues  of  my  benefactors  ?  Know 
you  not,  good  Morley,  I  go  to  Hering- 
worth,  portionless  and  destitute  ?" 

"  Now — now,  I  have  wounded  you," 
and  Adam  looked  the  sorrow  he  felt. 

"  Tell  me  then,  I  pray,  of  the  lady 
E  3  Millicentj 
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.Millicent,  and  of  the  baron,  and  of  the 
lord  George  de  Cantilupe,  that  I  may 
learn  to  love  and  honour  them  ere  I  share 
their  bounty."  It  was  a  bitter  thought, 
and  the  tear  started  in  spite  of  the  as- 
sumed smile. 

"  For  eight  long  years,"  said  Morley, 
"  the  lady  Millicent  was  a  boarder  in  the 
nunnery  of  St.  Mary  de  la  Free:  and 
there,  whilst  we  were  mourning  her  ab- 
sence, she  was  studying  under  the  pious 
sisters,  and  perfecting  herself  in  all  ne- 
cessary to  a  baron's  daughter :  and  when 
she  came  back  to  the  castle,  she  could 
read  her  missal,  and  play  on  the  virginal, 
and  shape  flowers,  and  forms,  and  figures 
in  her  loom,  almost  as  beautiful  as  her- 
self. Ay,  lady,  and  she  was  so  grown 
—so  tall,  and  so  graceful — that  but  for 
the  same  blue  eyes,  and  the  same  flaxen 
hair,,  and  the  same  sweet  face,  I  should 
have  guessed  the  nuns  had  played  false, 
and  kept  our  dear  laughing  child  to 
themselves !  And  I  may  add,  the  same 

heart 
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heart  too,"  pursued  the  exulting  vete- 
ran ;  "  for  God  wot,  her  heart  was  as  rich- 
ly stored  as  her  head ;  and  all  she  had 
ever  loved  in  childhood,  remained,  as 
prized,  and  as  dear,  as  though  she  were 
a  child  still!  Sometimes  she  would 
mount  her  palfrey,  and  with  her  brother, 
amble  through  the  chase ;  and  some- 
times, decked  in  forest-green,  she  would 
take  his  bow,  and  aim  to  hit  the  target 
— and  she  would  joy  in  the  falcon-bells, 
too — and  she  would  trace  the  swoop  of 
the  goshawk :  but  these  were  lighter 
pastimes ;  and  oftener,  would  she  be 
found,  in  the  midst  of  her  damsels,  em- 
broidering scarfs,  to  bestow  on  the  he- 
roes of  the  tilt-yard.  But  though  her 
spirits  were  as  light  as  health  and  pros- 
perity could  make  them,  she  mourned 
sorely,  when  we  mustered  our  strength, 
to  attend  the  summons  of  my  lord  the 
king;  and  she  hung  on  her  brother's 
neck  before  he  mounted  his  war-horse, 
and  she  wept  and  sobbed  as  if  her  young 
E  4  heart 
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heart  was  breaking.  My  lord  George 
strove  to  chide,  although  a  tear  on  his 
own  cheek,  belied  the  words  he  uttered. 
He  was — he  is  as  brave  a  knight,  lady, 
as  ever  wielded  battleaxe;  for  though 
so  happy  in  his  own  home,  long  had  he 
panted  for  other  than  mimic  warfare ! 
Well,  when  we  quitted  Heringworth, 
the  lady  Millicent  stood  upon  the  out- 
ward beacon-tower,  waving  her  kerchief, 
and  watching,  doubtless,  as  long  as  our 
steel  caps  sparkled  in  the  sunbeams.  My 
own  Mable,  too,  took  it  heavily  to  heart ; 

for  king  John But  we  must  not  bay 

^he  actions  of  princes;  we  must  leave 
them  and  their  motives,  alike  in  the 
hand  of  God,  who  alone  holds  power 
over  kings." 

Morley  ceased  for  a  moment,  as  though 
judgment  and  duty  were  at  variance; 
then  banishing  the  ungracious  thought 
— "  Unlike  others  who  were  bidden,  we 
joined  the  royal  standard  at  Portsmouth," 
he  continued ;  "  and  a  goodly  appear- 
ance 
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ance  we  cut,  forsooth— for  we  mustered 
fifty  foot  soldiers,  and  fifty  horse,  and 
thirty  archers,  and  twenty  arcubalisters, 
besides  esquires,  arid  haunchmen,  and  the 
like:  for  my  lord  the  baron  was  proud 
to  have  a  portly  bearing  to  his  son ; — 
and  he  harangued  us  all  himself,  and  he 
held  out  rewards  and  honours,  and  speed- 
ed us  with  his  blessing : — and  not  a  heart 
in  the  whole  assemblage,  who  felt  not 
that  blessing,  as  pure  and  salutary,  as  a 
blessing  of  the  church.  Alack,  lady ! 
the  herds  of  mercenaries  and  hirelings 
assembled  at  Rochelle,  did  but  cast  slur 
on  the  fair  fame  of  the  soldier.  JVly  lord 
the  king  willed  swift  and  desperate 
vengeance ;  and  fitted  to  the  office,  they 
moved  with  fire  and  sword ;  and  they 
deluged  the  green  earth  in  bloodi — as 
though  man,  forgetful  of  his  own  weak- 
ness, could  wrench  from  the  Eternal,  the 
privilege  to  punish.  But  God  be  prais- 
ed," and  he  spoke  with  grateful  fervour, 
"we  are  away  from  the  smoke  and  the 
E  5  fire !— 
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fire ! — and  the  cry  of  innocence,  and  the 
plaint  of  oppression,  will  never  rise  up 
against  a  true  follower  of  a  De  Canti- 
lupe !" 

He  ceased,  for  Matilda  clung  death- 
sick  to  his  arm  :  it  was  the  scene  of  con- 
flagration—it was  the  last  shriek  of  the 
sister  Clarisse,  which,  living  on  fancy, 
frighted  every  hope  of  peace.  Morley 
entered  into  her  feelings  :  he  liad  a  mind 
above  his  station,  and  he  grieved  at  the 
pang  he  had  witlessly  inflicted. — "  For- 
give me,  lady,"  he  implored.  "  My 
young  lord  has  told  me  all.  Ah  !  those 
cruel — cruel  mercenaries !  bent  on  ruin 
and  pillage,  they  have  desolated  all  the 
provinces.  One  half-hour  earlier,  and  the 
votaries  of  religion  had  been  spared :  but 
war  is  a  sad  game;  it  maddens  men's 
minds,  and  hardens  men's  hearts,  and  in 
their  frenzy,  and  in  their  headlong  ar- 
dour, they  forget  to  be  human.  Save 
to  the  glory  of  my  lord  the  baron,  never 
may  I  return  to  the  havock !  and 

for 
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for  the  glory  of  my  lord  the  baron,"  and 
zeal,  lighting  up  his  eye,  imparted  al- 
most the  fire  of  youth  to  his  visage — 
"  wedded  to  my  standard,  will  I  live 
and  die." 

England,  when  first  Matilda  stepped 
upon  its  sea-girt  shore,  was  not,  as  now, 
the  blessed  isle  of  liberty  and  indepen- 
dence— thick  set  with  fair  towns  and 
goodly  villages — a  haven  from  the  storm 
—a  refuge  to  the  oppressed — an  asylum 
to  the  sore-laden — a  home  to  the  desti- 
tute— a  land,  flowing  with  the  milk  and 
honey  of  genuine  charity — the  seat  of 
native  benevolence — the  teeming  womb 
of  philanthropy  and  Christian  love !  No ! 
England  was  then  a  barren  and  a  dreary 
waste,  overrun  with  woods— meet  har- 
bour for  wolves  and  prowling  ruffians—- 
swayed by  a  home-tyrant,  and  torn  with 
mad  broils  and  civil  contentions.  But 
far  be  it  from  us  to  note  the  many  fla- 
grant instances  of  oppression  which  pass- 
ed unheeded  in  those  days  of  violence ; 
E  6  instances, 
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instances,  proclaiming  the  giant  strides 
of  power,  unchecked  by  Jaw,  and  the 
overwhelming  misery,  ever  attending 
the  tainted  fount  of  public  justice ! 
Then,  were  the  great  and  the  rich,  the 
arbiters  of  their  own  disputes,  the  aven- 
gers of  their  own  quarrels:  chivalry, 
fanned  into  flame  by  the  elegiac  touches 
of  minstrels  and  troubadours,  had  attain- 
ed the  climax  of  its  frenzy ;  the  valiant 
arm,  was  as  the  guardian  genius  of  vir-> 
tuous  helplessness;  the  recreant  and  un- 
courteous  knight,  as  the  fell  magician  of 
a  nursery  story :  courage,  fidelity,  and 
personal  honour  and  martial  pride,  were 
the  prime  attributes  of  the  hero,  the 
main  spring  in  the  huge  wheel  of  hu- 
man intercourse,  the  bond,  the  spur,  the 
life  of  social  order. 

But  tarry  we  now  in  our  good  town 
of  Northampton,  at  the  gate  of  the  con- 
vent of  St.  Mary  de  la  Free ;  for  there 
did  Matilda  claim  the  largess  of  a  night's 
lodging ;  and  from  thence,  the  succeed- 
ing 
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ing  morrow,  did  the  baron  de  Can- 
til  upe,  accompanied  by  the  lady  Milli- 
cent,  and  attended  by  Adam  Morley 
and  a  goodly  train  of  followers,  receive 
her  at  the  hands  of  the  mother-superior. 
A  bright  sun,  like  liquid  diamonds, 
sparkled  on  the  Welland,  and  the  breath 
of  a  genial  spring,  so  soft  and  tempered, 
tokened  of  coming  summer,  as  the  ca- 
valcade entered  the  chase  of  Hering- 
worth.  The  trees,  half  budding,  were 
clothed  in  Nature's  palest  livery  ;  and 
the  earth, 

"  Full  of  fresh  verdure,  and  unnumbered  flowers, 

Wide  and  wild,  spread 

Unbounded  beauty  to  the  roving  eye." 

Matilda  looked  up ;  she  saw  before 
her,  huge  walls  and  towers,  and  battle- 
ments, and  signs  of  strength  and  war ; 
above  her  head  she  saw  a  cloudless  sky 
— and  at  her  side,  the  smiling  face  of 
hospitable  greeting !  This  then  was 
England  !  the  boasted  rule  of  the  usur- 
per 
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per  John  : — she  thought  of  the  bloody 
strides  which  had  possessed  him  of  that 
rule,  and  she  shuddered  as  she  thought. 

"  You  are  weary,"  said  the  lady  Mil- 
licent,  marking  that  fading  cheek  and 
that  inward  chill.  "  Be  rest  and  quiet 
then  the  fittest  welcome  to  Hering- 
worth." 

Matilda  pressed  the  hand  extended ; 
she  read  pity  in  that  mild  blue  eye,  and 
kindness,  and  sisterly  love,  and  bland 
urbanity,  in  every  fair  and  gentle  fea- 
ture.— "  I  am  a  stranger,  lady,"  she  fal- 
tered :  "  the  land — the  customs — all — all 
foreign." 

"  Only  to-day,"  rejoined  Millicent — 
"  I  will  grant  all  strange  to-day ;  but  to- 
morrow you  must  know  us  better." 

That  morrow  found  Matilda  with  a 
calmer  spirit  and  a  lighter  heart,  and 
each  returning  morrow  did  but  note  the 
truth  of  Morley's  picture.  It  was  not 
the  prejudice  of  blind  zeal  which  had 
proclaimed  the  baron  amiable;  neither 

was 
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was  it  the  warm  glow  of  partial  fond- 
ness, which  had  decked  the  gentle  Mil- 
licent  in  almost  angel-guise. 

Unlike  many  of  the  nobles  of  that 
dark  period,  who,  coming  in  with  the 
Norman  conqueror,  ruled  with  arbitrary 
sway,  exacting,  menacing,  torturing,  and 
incarcerating  within  their  jurisdiction — 
the  baron  de  Cantilupe  was  as  the  pa- 
rent of  all  his  vassals  ;  the  redresser  of 
their  grievances ;  the  admonisher  of  their 
backslidings ;  the  friend  of  their  sor- 
rows ;  the  avenger  of  their  injuries.  He 
was  a  man,  who  even  in  this  age  of  ci- 
vilization, would  have  been  a  blessing 
and  an  ornament  to  the  circle  in  which 
he  moved :  as  it  was,  he  shone  a  brilliant 
comet  in  a  dark  sky  : — as  St.  Pierre  says 
of  the  man  of  science — "  Like  the  torch, 
illuminating  all  around,  and  remaining 
himself  in  obscurity — "  for  he  preferred 
the  calm  pleasures  of  domestic  life,  the 
still  path  of  contemplation  and  of  nature, 
to  the  jars  and  contentions  of  public  ser- 
vice. 
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vice.  Much  to  deplore,  and  more  to 
condemn,  he  ever  returned  from  his  pe- 
riodical attendance  at  the  court,  with 
dissatisfaction  and  sorrow  rankling  in  his 
bosom,  with  his  judgment  and  his  duty 
warring  with  each  other :  for  he  saw  the 
weakness  and  the  wickedness  of  the 
prince  to  whom  he  owed  allegiance ;  he 
saw  him  made  up  of  treachery,  cruelty, 
ingratitude,  and  licentiousness  ;  the  pli- 
ant slave  to  his  own  passions,  the  un- 
bending tyrant  o'er  all  beside  :  he  saw, 
and  he  trembled  at  the  brewing  mis- 
chief, gendering  in  the  indignities  heap- 
ed upon  the  nobles — -at  the  hidden  train 
spreading  throughout  the  land,  and 
needing  but  the  quickening  match  to 
blazen  into  flame  : — and  he  would  re- 
seek  the  comforts  of  home  and  the  soci- 
ety of  his  children,  fervently  blessing 
God  that  his  own  sanctuary  had  not 
been  invaded  by  the  foot  of  levity  and 
the  scathing  breath  of  lawless  passion. 
/The  lord  George  de  Cantilupe  was  meet 

to 
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to  represent  a  father  so  honoured  ;  for 
he  had  lived  within  the  zenith  of  that 
father's  virtues,  until  his  own  heart  had 
imbibed  their  colouring,  and  every  eye 
was  turned  to  him,  as  man  seeks  the  ri- 
sing sun — not  forgetful  of  the  sun  which 
warmed  him  yesterday — but  hopeful  of 
the  like  warmth  and  the  like  bounty. 
And  Millicent  too,  the  cherub  comfort- 
er, the  handmaiden  of  the  baron's  chari- 
ty, the  disseminator  of  joy  throughout 
the  castle  ! 


-With  golden  hair, 


And  eyes  as  blue  as  the  blue  dome  above, 
And  voice  as  tender  as  the  sound  oflove" — 

Millicent  drifted  on  the  southern  gale 
of  prosperous  fortune,  unacquainted  with 
grief \  un visited  by  sorrow ;  was  gay, 
and  light,  and  sportive,  as  the  "  lark, 
who  dries  his  feathers,  saturate  with  dew, 
beneath  a  rosy  cloud."  Millicent — -but 
human  action  is  the  fittest,  fairest  esti- 
mate of  human  character :  be  it  from  fu- 
ture 
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ture  circumstances  then,  that  we  elicit 
the  character  of  each  inmate  of  Hering- 
worth. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


"  Versatile  and  fitful,  likened  unto 
Shadows  in  the  moonbeams,  or  sunshine  in 
An  April  sky,  is  life,  and  all  of  life  ! 
To-day  prosperous — to-morrow  adverse." 

MORE  than  a  fortnight  had  passed  since 
Matilda  had  become  a  sojourn er  in  the 
family  of  the  baron  de  Cantilupe,  and 
Millicent  had  mourned  the  havock  of 
war,  and  wept  the  death  of  the  hapless 
Clarisse  and  the  unoffending  sisterhood. 
She  had  asked  a  thousand  questions  of 
her  brother :  how  he  had  looked — almost 
what  he  had  said — and  she  had  dwelt  on 
the  moment  of  rescue,  and  she  had  bless- 
ed, 
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fed,  again  and  again,  the  happy  chance, 
which  had  given  her  a  friend  so  beloved. 

"  Little  did  I  dream,"  she  would  ex- 
claim, yielding  to  her  pleasurable  feel- 
ings, "  when  weeping  adieu  on  the  neck 
of  George,  that  he  would  speed  to  me 
such  a  God-send.  Ah !  good  may  indeed 
arise  out  of  seeming  evil ;  and  when  he 
is  safe  landed,  I  shall  no  more  murmur 
at  the  summons  of  king  John." 

Matilda  sighed  heavily.  Alas !  the 
•storm  which  had  swept  away  her  hopes, 
had  arisen  in  that  dire  summons :  the 
rmyrmidons  of  king  John  had  fired  her 
sanctuary,  and  cast  her  adrift  upon  a  sea 
of  peril.  'Tis  true,  she  had  found  shel- 
ter ;  but  the  clue  of  her  destiny  seemed 
to  have  perished  with  the  pious  sisters  of 
St.  Claire  :  her  father — her  husband, 
might  seek  that  cell — might  linger 
among  the  blackened  fragments — might 
mourn  her  dead — might  steep  her  fan- 
cied grave  in  tears.  The  thought  was 
maddening ;  her  cheek  turned  pale ;  her 

start 
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start  was  palsied :  and  when  Millicent, 
pressing  to  her  side,  under  the  promise 
and  hope  of  alleviation,  questioned  more 
closely  of  the  past,  she  spoke  of  her  fa- 
ther— of  a  dear,  dear  friend — but  the 
name  of  husband  died  upon  her  lips.  It 
was  not  reserve — rather  be  it  to  the 
source  of  maiden  diffidence,  fearing  the 
mention  of  a  tie  so  new — for  Matilda, 
open  as  day,  longed  to  disclose  every 
particular  of  her  strange  story  :  but  her 
story  teemed  with  the  secrets  of  others  : 
her  father — her  husband — the  two  dear- 
est beings  in  existence  dealt  in  mystery : 
besides,  she  was  now  in  the  land,  sway- 
ed by  the  known  enemy  of  that  father, 
of  that  husband  ;  and  a  word,  a  breath, 
by  leading  to  any  possible  recognition, 
might  tend  to  their  undoing.  How 
then  to  satisfy  the  importunity  of  kind- 
ly interest,  yet  to  preserve  the  integrity 
of  trust :  she  feared  to  speak ;  she  feared 
almost  to  move ;  she  feared  the  tax  of 

cold 
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cold  caution — yet  greater  still,  she  fear- 
ed the  peril  incaution  might  excite. 

"  Perchance  we  may  pour  oil  into  the 
festering  wound,"  whispered  Millicent. 
"  Dearest  Matilda,  my  father's  will  to 
serve,  is  less  bounded  than  his  power." 

"  I  know  it — I  feel  it,"  murmured 
Matilda :  "  but  my  sorrows,  my  griefs, 
are  beyond  the  reach  of  friendly  service." 

"  Oh,  no,  not  so !  if  in  life,  the  service 
be  mine." 

Matilda  mused  for  a  moment,  then, 
with  an  averted  eye,  and  faltering 
tongue,  she  told  of  her  peaceful  home  on 
the  banks  of  the  Gartampe  ;  of  the  avo- 
cation to  which  misfortune  had  driven 
her  father ;  of  his  toiling  out  health  and 
strength  in  the  garden  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux  :  she  told  of  his  ab- 
sence from  the  cottage — of  the  wily  toil 
which  had  lured  her  from  its  shelter — 
of  the  storm  which  had  driven  to  the 
watch-tower — of  the  timely  resque  ; — 

and 
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and  she  paused  not,  until  a  sojourner  in 
the  little  cell  of  the  sisters  of  St.  Claire. 

"  And  there,  alas !  the  clue  dies,"  she 
continued.  "  They  may  seek,  but  they 
cannot  find  me :  all  is  lost  in  that  uni- 
versal desolation — for  though  in  the 
same  world,  we  are  shut  eternally  from 
each  other." 

"  Fear  it  not,"  said  Millicent,  eagerly. 
"  There  lies  an  alternative  yet — the 
white  monks  of  Cisteaux." 

"  Dearest  lady !"  and  Matilda  looked 
the  gratitude  she  could  not  utter. 

"  Know  you  the  name  of  your  deli- 
verer?" asked  Millicent,  starting  from 
deep  thought. 

"  I  know  him,  but  as  a  palmer,  visit- 
ing St.  Mary's  monastery." 

"  There  too  the  brothers  of  Cisteaux 
may  aid  us,"  quick  rejoined  Millicent. 
"  I  see  but  one  course  :  a  messenger  to 
St.  Mary's  convent— and  may  God  direct 
the  rest !" 

"Alas!  you  dream  not  the  hazard," 

fear- 
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fearfully  observed  Matilda.  '  In  times 
like  these,  how  dare  a  messenger  from 
England  hope  safe  convoy  ?" 

"  We  will  hope  every  thing,  and  dare 
every  thing,  to  lure  back  peace,"  exclaim- 
ed Millicent :  "  peace  is  a  desperate 
stake,  Matilda,  and  we  will  essay  much 
to  win  it.  Do  but  tarry  until  I  talk  to 
my  dear  father ;  and  trust  me,  he  will 
then  do  more  than  talk." 

But  the  baron  was  absent  from  He- 
ringworfh ;  he  wras  visiting  a  distant 
manor,  and  it  might  be  whole  days,  it 
might  be  more  than  a  week  before  his 
return  :  disappointment  and  misfortune 
had  inured  Matilda  to  submission  ;  and 
though  she  sighed  heavily,  she  strove 
hard  to  lure  the  mere  semblance  of  that 
peace  she  could  not  bosom. 

The  little  dwelling  of  Adam  Morley, 
hid  in  a  coppice  of  oak  and  birch — hum- 
ble as  his  hopes,  yet  capacious  as  his 
wishes — was  often  the  tarrying  point  of 
the  lady  Millicent.  There,  forgetful  of 

every 
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every  disparity  of  fortune,  would  she, 
as  when  in  early  childhood,  crave  the 
blessing  of  her  fostermother  ;  and  there, 
would  she  prattle  of  times  long  past,  un- 
til those  times,  glowing  out  of  years  and 
distance,  would  clean  expunge  all  of  re- 
cent remembrance.  It  felt  as  her  home 
still ;  for  strong  indeed  is  the  local  tie 
which  weds  the  heart  to  its  first  impres- 
sions— perhaps  the  strongest  tie  in  our 
lives — for  the  associations  of  infancy  are 
seldom  mixed  with  sorrow ! 

The  sward  still  drank  the  dew,  and 
the  pansy,  and  the  buttercup,  and  the 
lowly  daisy,  looked  fresh  and  bright  in 
the  breath  of  a  May  morning ;  blossoms 
greeted  the  eye  in  every  bush ;  and  all  that 
was  gay,  and  all  that  was  balmy,  spoke  in 
the  new-decked  beauties  of  creation. 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Millicent,  turning 
from  the  sedgy  borders  of  the  Welland, 
and  striking  into  the  narrow  path  lead- 
ing to  the  cottage  of  her  fosterdam, 
"  how  the  human  mind  can  sink  in  list- 
less- 
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lessness  and  inaction ;  how,  neglectful  of 
the  bounties  vouchsafed,  man  can  forget 
to  be  grateful.  Tis  only  to  visit  the 
fields  as  they  now  are — to  see  nature 
awakening  from  the  long  trance  of  win- 
ter— to  feel  joy,  and  gratulation,  and 
hope." 

"  Think  you  not,"  asked  Matilda, "  ex- 
isting circumstances  may  bar  out  the 
spirit-balm  ?  Think  you  not,  the  mind 
may  partake  of  the  desolation  within  ?" 

"  Ay,  truly,"  replied  Millicent :  "  but 
God  seldom  wills  a  prospect  quite  deso- 
late :  with  the  scourge  he  gives  the  unc- 
tion ;  and  cold  must  be  that  bosom, 
-which  wages  against  his  dispensation.  I 
think  the  trials  of  his  appointment,  few 
— I  think  the  trials  dragged  down  upon 
ourselves,  manifold." 

"  Ah  !  but  those  trials  fall  not  singly," 
remarked  Matilda :  "  however  we  make 
action  our  own,  woe  is  entailed  upon  our 
kindred." 

"  True,  and  that  stamps  us  account- 
VOL.  ii.  F  able 
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able  beings,"  quick  rejoined  Millicent ; 
"  accountable  to  our  Maker,  to  society, 
to  our  own  hearts ;  for  sure  the  heaviest 
mildew  to  transgression,  must  be  in  the 
misery  diffused.  Yet  have  I  heard  the 
lady  abbess  of  St.  Mary  de  la  Free  say, 
that  if  man  were  always  grateful,  he 
would  be  always  happy.  She  embalm- 
eth  gratitude  in  the  heart  as  a  prime  vir- 
tue :  for  to  be  grateful,  is  never  to  throw 
off  the  consciousness  of  service : — and  to 
feel  the  consciousness  of  service,  is  ever 
to  be  humble,  and  just,  and  good  ;  is  to 

feel  our  own  littleness ;  is But  see, 

yonder  stands  my  dear  nurse!"  And 
with  one  bound,  she  sprung  into  the 
garden,,  and  cast  herself  on  the  neck  of 
the  dame. 

It  was  a  picture,  lovely  as  the  picture 
she  had  sketched  of  instinctive  grati- 
tude ;  for  it  was  the  picture  of  nature's 
self!  young,  and  beautiful,  and  beamy, 
pouring  out  her  heart's  feelings  to  the 
upholder  of  her  years  of  helplessness ! 

"And 
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"  And  not  one  remembrance  for  me  ?" 
said  Morley,  approaching  from  the  house. 

She  looked  up ;  she  smiled  through 
her  flaxen  ringlets,  like  the  sun  through 
a  silver  cloud. — "  Ay,  a  myriad,"  extend- 
ing her  hand.  "  And  now  tell  me  of 
my  dear  George  when  beyond  sea  ?  for 
I  would  fain  know  how  he  looked  when 
heading  his  gallant  troop,  and  how  he 
felt  when  he  dispatched  you  for  Eng- 
land." 

"  He  felt  as  a  brave  man  must  feel 
when  doing  a  good  action,"  replied  the 
veteran  :  "  and  he  looked,  dear  lady, 
when  bestriding  his  war-horse,  as  a  De 
Cantilupe  ever  looks — proudly  conscious 
of  living  in  the  hearts  of  all  his  follow- 
ers." 

Millicent  bent  her  blue  eyes  on  the 
ground ;  she  had  plucked  a  sprig  of 
woodbine,  and  she  now  tore  and  scatter- 
ed the  blossoms  in  very  wantonness — 
"  I  wonder "  and  then  she  ceased. 

"  Wonder,  like  time,  plants  wrinkles," 
F  2  said 
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said  the  dame,  laughing.  "  No,  no,  my 
sweet  child,  you  must  not  begin  to  won- 
der yet." 

"  I  wonder,"  concluded  Millicent, 
"  whether  my  brother  George  will  come 
back  to  Heringworth  alone.'* 

"  Belike  he  may  move  in  goodly  fel- 
lowship," observed  Morley — "  I  ween 
with  the  king  himself." 

"  But  here,  into  Northamptonshire ; 
here,  to  Heringworth,"  quick  resumed 
Millicent.  "  I  mean,  whether — whether 

Good  Adam  Morley,  do  tell  me, 

who  are  his  best  friends,  and  nearest  as- 
sociates ?" 

"  Marry !  I  have  seen  him  often  with 
Philip,  lord  Basset,  of  Wy  combe  ;  and 
with  Robert,  lord  Vauxe  ;  and  with  the 
lord  Geoffry  de  Geneville ;  and  with 
William  Rivers,  earl  of  Devon  ;  and 
with  the  brave  knight,  sir  Hugh  Ne- 
ville." 

"  And  with  no  other  knight  ?  Think, 
good  Adam  Morley,  with  no  other 

knight?" 
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knight  ?"  and  she  glanced  wistfully  to- 
wards him. 

"  Ay,  dear  lady,  with  a  knight,  who 
would  give  more  than  a  knight's  fee,  to 
see  you,  as  I  see  you  now." 

Millicent  blushed,  for  the  veteran 
looked  archly  in  her  face,  as  he  continu- 
ed— "  A  knight,  with  a  milk-white 
plume,  and  a  crimson  scarf,  thick  dotted 
with  silver  aglets.  Know  you  such  a 
knight,  dear  lady?  or  must  I  remind 
you,  how  sir  Eudo  de  la  Zouch  strove 
with  sir  Henry  de  Braibrooke,  and  won 
that  scarf  at  Rockingham  Castle  ?  And 
must  I  tell  you,  how  the  knight  prizes 
that  glittering  badge  of  lady's  favour?  and 
how — — " 

"  Pshaw !  Adam  Morley,  I  remember 
all  about  that  silly  scarf:  but  do  think 
of  it  no  more — do  talk  of  it  no  more." 

"  Twas  a  proud  day,  too,  dear  lady !" 

pursued  Morley.     "  By  the  rood,  and 

my  lord  the  baron  felt  it  so ;  for  there 

was  none  braver  than  a  De  Cantilupe  in 

F  3  the 
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the  tilt,  and  none  fairer  than  a  De  Can- 
tilupe  niidst  the  rich  bevy  of  dames  who 
glittered  round  the  arena !  Marry !  but 
many  a  bosom  throbbed  with  envy  that 
day,  which  had  never  felt  envy  before." 

"  Alack!"  and  Millicent  breathed  a 
heavy  sigh,  "  there  is  no  call  for  joust 
now.  Mimic  war  has  yielded  to  real 
war;  and  those,  who  late  fought  for  pas- 
time, fight  in  sober  earnest." 

"  For  honour,  and  for  dear  life,"  said 
the  dame ;  and  grateful  did  she  feel,  that 
the  partner  of  her  weal  and  woe  was 
snatched  from  the  hazard. 

Matilda's  thoughts,  active  in  self-tor- 
ment, winged  back  to  France;  she  saw 
the  field  strewed  with  heroes — she  saw 
her  father — she  saw  her  husband,  wading 
through  a  sea  of  blood ;  perhaps  wound- 
ed unto  death  ;  perhaps,  sinking,  with- 
out one  hand  to  succour.  The  thought 
and  the  sob  were  as  one :  that  thought 
seared  away  the  roses  of  her  complexion ; 

that 
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that  sob  awakened  the  sympathy  of  her 
companion. 

Millicent,  in  a  moment,  was  at  her 
side;  her  white  arms  cast  around  her 
neck ;  her  -gentle  features  strongly  indi- 
cative of  contrition  and  of  sorrow. — 
"  Ah,  woe  is  me,  I  am  always  wound- 
ing where  I  would  heal !"  and  she  kissed 
the  cheek  of  the  agitated  girl. 

"  Not  you,  dearest  Millicent ;  not  you, 
but  circumstances.  Think,  if  you  were 
torn  from  all  you  most  loved  in  life ;  and 
torn,  like  me,  beyond  the  chance  of  re- 
union :  think,  if  your  father  ;  if " 

"  Too  sure  I  should  die"— and  Milli- 
cent spoke  in  the  rash  ardour  of  feeling ; 
then  quick  recovering,  and  striving  at 
reparation — "But  you  must  not  har- 
bour such  dreary  pictures;  you  must 
look  to  a  brighter  morrow :  only  tarry 
until  the  return  of  the  baron,  and  his  aid 
and  his  counsel  will  cheer  us  all." 

"  But,  dear  lady,"  asked  Morley,  stri- 
g  to  shift  to  a  lighter  theme,  "  have 
F  4  you 
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you  forgotten  the  handsome  knight, 
who,  in  the  joust  at  Rockingham  Castle, 
bore  away  the  crimson  scarf  spangled 
with  silver  aglets?  Marry!  I  can  see 
him  now,  as  he  knelt  for  the  gorgeous 
prize,  and  as  he  hid  it,  half  play,  half 
earnest,  in  the  sanctuary  of  his  bosom. 
And  do  tell  how  that  mischievous  scarf 
has  raised  a  ghost  in  the  woods  of  He- 
ringworth,  and  how  the  very  fairies  might 
dance  to  the  sweet  music  of  his  song.  I 
remember  well" — and  he  spoke  with 
mock  solemnity — "just  one  week  before 
we  mustered  our  forces  for  the  war, 
chasing  that  ghost  myself.  I  saw  him 
standing  on  the  slippery  brink  of  the 
moat,  and  hanging,  as  it  were,  on  the 
stream  of  light  issuing  from  the  case- 
ment above ;  and  he  was  close  wrapped 
in  a  grey  cloak,  and  his  cap  was  doffed 
of  its  plume;  and  he  raised  his  lyre,  and 
drew  forth  such  magic  tones,  that  I  hid 
myself  behind  one  of  the  great  oaks  in 
the  park  to  listen." 

"It 
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"  It  was  a  beautiful  night !"  said  Mil- 
licent,  eagerly.  "  The  moon  was  at  full ; 
and  the  blue  sky  was  as  thick  set  with 
stars,  as " 

"  The  silver  aglets  on  the  crimson 
scarf,"  interrupted  the  veteran. 

"  Pshaw  !  I  wish  that  scarf  was  at  the 
bottom  of  the  moat."  And  a  tell-tale 
suffusion  died  the  very  temples  of  Milli- 
cent. 

"  Oh,  no,  lady !  for  if  that  scarf  were 
in  the  moat,  the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch 
would  be  in  the  moat  also.  I  wage, 
that  scarf  counts  next  to  his  breviary ; 
for  he  clings  to  it  as  to  a  priest's  reliqua- 
ry :  perchance" — and  he  spoke  with 
playful  meaning — "  it  bears  the  horo- 
scope of  his  nativity ;  for  on  my  troth, 
it  must  have  magic  in  it." 

"  As  how  ?"  and  Millicent  forgot  the 
banter  in  the  eagerness  of  inquiry. 

"  Why,  lady,  the  brave  knight,"  re- 
joined Morley,  "  wears  it  at  sunrise  and 
sunset ;  in  the  camp,  and  in  the  field  ; 
F  5  parleying 
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parleying  with  friends,  or  bearding  foes. 
I  have  seen  him  full  oft  with  my  lord 
George  de  Cantilupe ;  but  never  with- 
out that  scarf,  since  the  day  he  first  won 
it  at  Rockingham  Castle :  nay,  I  query, 
whether  the  knot  has  been  loosened, 
which  your  own  taper  fingers  wrought." 

Was  it  in  the  words  of  Adam  Mor- 
ley,  or  was  it  in  the  scarf,  that  magic 
lurked  ?  be  which  it  may,  it  lightened 
such  a  smile  in  the  features  of  Millicent, 
that  it  looked  like  the  heart's  sunshine  : 
and  long  after  she  had  returned  to  the 
castle,  did  that  smile  beam  as  a  halo  of 
glory — did  that  gentle  heart,  so  kindly 
in  all  its  bearings,  throb  with  pleasurable 
emotion ! 

Rumour,  with  her  hundred  tongues, 
then,  as  now,  brayed  to  the  winds,  the 
pigmy  deeds  of  earth  ;  then,  as  now, 
bruited  the  bursting  of  an  air-bubble : 
for  what  are  the  actions  of  vain-glorious 
man,  in  this  immensity  of  space,  more 
than  the  air-bubble,  inflated,  one  mo- 
ment, 
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ment,  and  lost  the  next,  in  the  concus- 
sion of  a  single  straw  !  We  glance  back 
upon  the  record  of  ages  : — we  read  of 
the  stormy  passions,  waging  against  ho- 
nour, and  against  peace  : — we  see  the 
strifes  and  the  turmoils  of  ambition,  the 
mad  contentions  of  hate,  the  bigoted 
zeal  of  party ;  we  see  men,  like  the 
troubled  waves  of  ocean,  rolling  impetu- 
ously forward,  combating,  battling,  ra- 
ging !  spending  and  wasting  strength ! 
breaking,  sinking — to  follow  up  the  me- 
taphor— amidst  shoals  and  rocks !  or,  at 
best,  borne  on  the  stream  of  time,  dis- 
solving, disappearing  in  eternity,  as  the 
billow  on  the  sand-incrusted  strand  ! 
We  read  of  the  demigod  and  the  hero ; 
we  read,  until,  in  the  words  of  our  mot- 
to, we  are  tempted  to  exclaim — "  Where 
are  the  chiefs  of  the  times  of  old  ?"  And 
Ossian  will  tell  us — "  In  the  dark  and 
larrow  house  they  sleep,  beneath  the 
dusky  wind." — And  the  spirit  of  inspira- 
tion will  tell  us—"  In  the  place  of  our 
F  6  appointed 
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appointed  rest."     But  to  return  to  the 
voice  of  busy  rumour. 

The  baron  de  Cantilupe  bore  with  him 
to  Heringworth  the  news  of  the  famous 
battle  of  Bovines,  which,  in  the  total 
rout  of  his  opponents,  perpetuated  the 
glory  of  Philip  Augustus,  and  advancing 
the  honour  of  the  French  arms,  struck 
terror  and  dismay  into  the  hearts  of  sur- 
rounding princes.  Thousands  had  paid 
the  debt  of  life :  the  field  was  scattered 
with  slain ;  and  the  victor,  laden  with 
proud  trophies,  returned  in  triumph  to 
his  capital.  A  truce  too  betwixt  Eng- 
land and  France  was  noised  abroad ;  and 
the  father's  heart,  in  that  talked-of  truce, 
joyed  in  the  hope  of  a  son's  return :  not 
that  self  swallowed  up  the  native  feel- 
ings of  patriotism ;  but  he  had  long  de- 
spaired of  king  John's  recovering  by  the 
sword  what  he  had  lost  by  slothful  inac- 
tion. He  had  seen  these  fair  provinces 
of  France — ceded  to  the  first  duke  Rol- 
lo,  by  Charles  the  Fourth,  sirnamed  the 

Simple, 
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Simple,  and  annexed  through  three  suc- 
cessive centuries  to  the  crown  of  Eng- 
land— weakly  and  pusillanimously  relin- 
quished ;  he  had  seen  what  in  the  mere 
man  he  could  but  despise :  but  as  we 
have  before  observed,  in  the  wisdom  of 
Solomon  he  bridled  his  tongue,  and  he 
strove  hard  to  shut  his  eyes  to  the  imbe- 
cility and  waywardness  of  "  the  Lord's 
anointed."  The  feverish  exultation,  a- 
rising  in  the  subjection  of  a  few  for- 
tresses and  castles,  had  not  expunged 
the  biting  conviction  of  past  disgrace: 
he  had  predicted  nought  of  permanent 
success ;  for  he  knew  king  John  despised 
and  hated  by  his  nobles ;  and  well  he 
knew,  the  king  who  reigns  not  in  his 
people's  hearts,  can  ne'er  depend  upon 
his  people's  fealty  !  He  anticipated  then 
the  safe  arrival  of  that  Joved  son,  whose 
fall  would  desolate  the  winter  of  life, 
without  rallying  the  fame,  or  renovating 
the  eclipsed  glory  of  his  country. 

"  But,  dear  father,"  asked  Millicent, 

"judge 
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you  the  king  himself  will  return 
to  England?" 

"DoubdesC  replied  the  baron.  "Du- 
ring the  enforcement  of  the  truce,  not  a 
sword  will  be  drawn  ;  and  things,  and 
places,  and  persons,  will  abide 


the 


prisoners 


" 


"  And 
MiliicenL 

«  They  too,  my  child,  wffl  tenant  their 
several  dungeons.  I  would  H  could  be 
counter;  for  alas!  my  spirit  misgives 
me,  and  my  heart  aches  when  I  think  of 
the  earl  de  la  Marche." 

-  The  earlde  la  Matcher  ejaculated 
the  horror-struck  Matilda  —  *  say  you, 
my  lord,  the  eari  de  la  M«che?* 

•Yes,  lady,  the  eari  de  k  Maiche  is 
a  prisoner  in  the  hands  of  his  enemy." 

0  God  preserre  him  then  T  and  Ma- 
voice  was  utter  despair. 

•What  mean  you?" 

•I  mean,  that  he  has  little  to  hope 


The 
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Tlie  baron  shuddered,  but  he  wished 
not  to  betray  his  own  tears. — "  The  earl 
de  la  Marche."  he  observed,  "  is  now  a 
prisoner  in  Corfe  Castle.  He  may  be 
treated  with  rigour,  but  I  trust  not  with 
cruelty.' 

"  The  rival  and  the  captive  of  John 
of  England  can  expect  little;'  said  Ma- 
tilda; and  then  she  strove  to  question 
of  all  connected  with  his  capture;  but 
the  circumstances  and  the  feelings,  link- 
ing those  she  loved  to  the  cause  and 
forces  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche,  subdued 
her  fortitude ;  her  spirit  failed  her,  and 
she  burst  into  tears. 

The  baron  pitied  feelings  he  could 
not  decipher ;  he  read  the  agony  of  her 
mind,  in  the  heavings  of  her  bosom,  in 
the  heavy  struggles  for  strength  and 
firmness — Millicent  bent  over  her ;  but 
gently  putting  her  back,  and  chasing 
every  tear  from  her  eye,  "  I  am  myself 
now.*"  she  exclaimed.  "  Your  pardon, 
my  lord,  remembrance  was  overwhelm- 
ing. 
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ing.  There  are  events  in  our  lives, 
which  wage  direful  warfare  with  the 
spirit." 

"  True,"  said  the  baron,  thoughtfully. 
"  But  in  a  life,  so  short,  in  the  very 
springtide  of  youth,  surely  the  shaft 
cannot  have  pierced  beyond  the  surface. 
Perchance,"  and  he  marked  her  atten- 
tively, "  the  earl  de  la  Marche  is  no 
stranger.  If  so,  lady,  be  ignorance  ex- 
cuse for  the  abruptness  of  disclosure." 

"  Not  so,  my  lord  :  however  the  fates 
of  those  I  most  value  be  linked  with  the 
fate  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche,  I  never 
beheld  the  earl  de  la  Marche  in  my  life. 
Fear  not  to  speak.  5Tis  the  warm  es- 
pouser  of  a  just  cause,  whose  overthrow 
I  mourn;  'tis  the  avenger  of  a  bloody 
tragedy  ;  'tis " 

She  ceased,  for  she  remembered  the 
baron  de  Cantilupe  but  as  the  subject  of 
king  John,  and  she  feared  to  wound 
where  she  had  received  favour. 

The  baron  read  her  feelings  in  the 

vivid 
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vivid  blush  which  spread  over  her  coun- 
tenance.— "  I  know  all  you  can  say,"  he 
exclaimed  —  "I  too  can  estimate  the 
quick  sense  of  honour:  but  the  heart 
must  not  always  pilot  the  actions,  else, 
1  fear  me,"  and  he  forced  a  smile,  "  it 
would  often  run  counter  to  necessary 
policy  and  general  harmony.  I  speak  as 
an  old  man  ;  as  one,  retiring  from  life 
and  all  its  bustling  varieties — I  have 
weighed  existing  ills  in  the  even  balance 
of  dispassionate  reflection,  and  I  find 
them  more  supportable,  than  the  threat- 
ened chaos  of  insubordination." 

"  But  the  earl  de  la  Marche,"  asked 
Millicent — "  dear  father,  tell  us  the  storm 
which  blew  him  to  England?" 

Thought  and  sadness  clouded  the 
brow  of  the  baron — "  I  could  wish  it 
to  be  expunged  from  the  record  of  time," 
he  replied — "  I  could  wish  it  to  be  clean 
blotted  from  the  nomenclature  of  human 
action.  The  evil  passions  of  evil  men 
admit  no  barrier :  scoffing  alike  at  God 

and 
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and  the  world,  they  dare  the  brunt  of 
hereafter  judgment.  Alas!  to  minds  in- 
nocent as  are  your  own,"  and  he  took  a 
hand  of  each,  and  smiled  affectionately 
upon  them,  "  how  can  the  dark  woof  of 
revenge  be  unreaved  ?  Had  the  earl  de 
la  Marche  been  the  captive  of  war — had 
he  been  taken  in  open  honourable  con- 
tention, I  had  viewed  it  as  a  dispensa- 
tion of  heaven,  awfully  mysterious  to 
our  finite  capacities:  as  it  is,  I  mourn 
him  as  the  victim  of  treachery  ;  for  the 
malice  of  hell  alone  can  have  wrought 
the  mischief." 

"As  how?"  and  Millicent  and  Ma- 
tilda questioned  in  a  breath. 

"  Hugh  le  Brun,  earl  de  la  Marche," 
resumed  the  baron,  and  he  shuddered  as 
he  spoke,  "  despoiled  of  all  outward  en- 
sign ias  of  nobility,  and  attended  but  by 
a  few  followers,  was  seen  and  recognised 
by  some  secret  foe.  He  was  hemmed  in 
— he  was  cut  off  from  all  of  succour ;  and 
without  the  power  of  defence,  almost 

without 
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without  the  knowledge  of  danger,  he  was 
cruelly  and  systematically  betrayed  into 
the  power  of  an  inveterate  adversary.  But 
woe  be  to  the  man,"  and  the  baron  spoke 
with  heartfelt  fervour,  "  who  saddles  pri- 
vate malice  on  public  service !  woe  be  to 
the  man,  who  suffers  the  quickening  spur 
of  revenge  to  influence  his  actions !  He 
may  exult  in  the  seeming  fruition  of  his 
wickedness :  but  sure  as  the  seed-time  is 
followed  by  the  harvest,  so  sure,  will  he 
drag  down  misery  and  shame  upon  his 
own  head." 

He  ceased;  he  dashed  a  tear  from  his 
eye ;  for  the  painful  pressure  of  circum- 
stances overcame  his  feelings. 

"  Not  at  the  head  of  his  followers — 
not  in  the  strife  of  honourable  war- 
fare ?"  asked  Matilda,  rallying  from  deep 
thought. 

"  Alas,  no !  almost  unarmed — almost 
without  resistance." 

"  Then  was  he  accompanied  by  nought 
save  dependants,"  and  Matilda  spoke  ea- 
gerly 
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gerly  and  anxiously.  "  Are  you  sure, 
my  lord,  there  were  no  followers — no 
single  follower  in  arms  ?"  And  she  felt 
to  breathe  more  freely,  for  neither  her 
father,  or  the  palmer,  wore  the  badge  of 
servitude. 

"  The  earl  de  la  Marche,"  replied  the 
baron,  "  detached  from  the  main  body 
of  his  army,  and  attended  but  by  a  few 
domestics,  was  journeying  on  some  pri- 
vate call  of  his  own  :  he  had  no  knights, 
no  men-at-arms  around  him.  »I  speak 
gospel-truth,  lady ;  for  I  heard  it  from 
the  mouth  of  one  who  saw  him  cap- 
tive." 

"  And  the  recreant,  the  invidious  foe," 
said  Matilda.  "  My  lord,  know  you  his 
name  ?" 

"  Your  pardon,  fair  maid,"  after  the 
hesitation  of  a  moment ;  "  I  fear  to  cast 
slur  on  the  fame  of  knighthood.  Report 
gives  it  to  one,  who  having  detached 
himself  from  the  service  of  France,  now 
leagues  with  the  forces  of  England :  but 

report 
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report  is  full  often  a  slanderous  medium, 
and  well  should  we  ponder  ere  we  cir- 
culate her  fables." 

"  Did  they  bring  the  earl  de  la  Marche 
forthwith  to  England?"  asked  Milli- 
cent. 

"  No,  my  child :  they  took  him  to 
Rochelle ;  and  the  young  queen  Isabel, 
who  was  with  my  liege  the  king,  faint- 
ed dead  away  when  she  heard  of  his 
capture.  Perchance  it  was  compassion, 
or  it  might  be  the  misgivings  of  con- 
science." 

"  And  what  said  the  king?  —  and 
what  thought  the  king?"  importuned 
the  lady  Millicent. 

"  You  question  too  deeply,"  rejoined 
the  baron. 

"  The  thoughts  of  men  are  known 
only  to  themselves :  certain,  his  actions 
spoke  him  wrath,  for  the  prisoner  was 
forthwith  shipped  for  England." 

"  Surely,"  and  Millicent  spoke  in  the 
ardour  of  genuine  nature,  "  the  royal 

Isabel 
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Isabel  will  zealously  espouse  the  fortune 
of  the  once-admitted  candidate  to  her 
favour ;  surely,  if  she  possess  a  heart, 
speedily  will  she  cause  to  be  withdrawn 
all  restraint  upon  his  freedom." 

"  I  fear  it  may  prove  a  perilous  ad- 
venture," remarked  the  baron ;  "  I  fear 
» 

"  Yet  would  I  essay  it,"  interrupted 
Millicent,  "  though  it  cost  me  my  life." 

"  I  do  believe  you,  my  dear  girl ;  be- 
cause your  heart,  pure  and  undefiled, 
possesses  all  its  native  attributes.  But 
think  you,  the  woman,  who  for  the  glit- 
tering bauble  of  a  crown,  could  relin- 
quish such  a  man  as  the  earl  de  la 
Marche,  would  risk  that  glittering  bau- 
ble upon  the  mere  principle  of  repara- 
tion ?  Think  you " 

"  Perchance,"  again  interrupted  Mil- 
licent, "  the  beautiful  Isabel  sought  hap- 
piness in  splendour :  is  it  marvel  then, 
my  dear  father,  that  she  find  it  shadow  ?" 

"  The  happiness  of  young  minds  is 

ever 
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ever  took  highly  wrought  to  be  other 
than  shadow,"  remarked  the  baron : 
"  borrowing  colour  from  buoyant  spirits, 
they  strew  life's  path  with  roses ;  and 
ere  they  half  way  track  that  path,  wo- 
fully  are  they  wounded  with  the  thorns ! 
But  this  is  strange  doctrine  to  preach  to 
such  hearers.  Dearest  children,"  and  he 
spoke  with  solemn  fervour,  "  may  the 
thorns  which  are  destined  to  spring  up 
in  your  path,  be  so  tempered  with  the 
calm  blossoms  of  contentment  and  mo- 
deration, that  if  life  be  other  than  all 
sunshine,  it  may  be  less  than  half  sha- 
dow !" 

"  I  would  venture  much  myself,"  said 
Millicent,  thoughtfully,  "  to  aid  this 
poor  prisoner.  On  my  life,  if  the  queen 
stand  inactive,  I  shall  judge  her  little 
other  than  a  murderer." 

"  Millicent,"  and  the  baron  frowned, 
"  your  language  is  too  strong.  Who 
talked  of  murder? — who  dreamt  of  mur- 
der?" 
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der  ?"  yet  his  own  cheek  waxed  pale  at 
the  suggestion. 

Millicent  cast  her  arms  around  his 
neck. — "  It  would  not  be  the  first  mur- 
der," she  emphatically  pronounced ;  and 
then  she  kissed  his  lips,  to  stay  the  re- 
prehension. 

"  You  are  a  strange,  wild,  froward 
girl,"  said  the  baron,  rallying  a  smile : 
"  but  you  must  be  wary,  dearest,"  fond- 
ly returning  her  caress :  "  such  words, 
unwittingly  spoken,  would  ruin  us  all." 

"Ah!  but  not  here,  my  father:  'tis 
the  honest  language  of  my  feelings,  and 
sure  I  may  speak  it  here." 

"  Not  even  in  the  solitude  of  your 
own  closet  should  you  risk  it,"  quick 
rejoined  the  baron.  "  Suspicion,  my 
child,  is  a  frail  bulwark  to  rest  on,  and 
where  ought  savours  of  doubt,  'tis  Chris- 
tian charity  to  bide  on  the  side  of  ac- 
quittal." 

"  Doubt,"  incredulously  repeated  Mil- 
licent : 
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licent:  "  dearest  father,  can  there  be  a 
doubt  when — — " 

"  We  will  discuss  this  point  no  fur- 
ther," interrupting  her.  "  Mystery  is 
ill  fitted  to  human  judgment :  'tis  the 
great  Searcher  of  hearts,  who  alone  read- 
eth  the  thoughts  and  the  actions  of 


men." 


CHAPTER  V. 


Ah  !  pity,  that  the  hours  of  bliss, 
Flit  as  a  subtle  dream  ;  that  all  the  gay, 
And  bright,  and  buoyant  hopes,  which  summer  yields, 
With  summer  fades !" 


*'  I  CANNOT  rest  to-night,"  said  Milli- 
cent,  stealing  into  the  adjoining  cham- 
ber of  her  friend. 

"  Neither  can  I,"  exclaimed  Matilda, 
who  was  seated  in  the  jutting  bay  of  the 
huge  casement,  attired  as  when  they  had 

VOL.  II.  G  parted 
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parted  two  hours  before.  "  I  have  been 
thinking,"  and  as  she  spoke,  she  raised 
her  dark  eyes  to  the  deep  blue  sky, 
"  whether  the  silver  rays  of  yon  beauti- 
ful moon,  can  penetrate  into  the  dun- 
geon of  the  earl  de  la  Marche." 

"  And  I  have  been  thinking  of  the 
earl  de  la  Marche  also,"  resumed  Milli- 
cent.  "  Would  I  were  a  man  for  the 
next  few  days,  that  I  might  do  more 
than  think  of  him  !  or,  would  I  were  in 
the  train  of  the  royal  Isabel,  that  I  might 
spur  her  to  the  rescue  !  I  like  not  that 
Corfe  Castle: — it  savours  of  treachery. 
It  was  there,  that  by  order  of  the  cruel 
Elfrida,  her  step-son,  Edward  the  Mar- 
tyr, received  his  death- wound  :  —  and 
from  there,  little  more  than  twelve 
months  ago,  was  Peter  of  Pomfret  drag- 
ged to  the  town  of  Warham,  and  hang- 
ed with  his  ill-fated  son  : — and  there,  if 
walls  could  speak,  in  this  very  reign  of 
king  John,  has  many  other  deeds  of 
darkness  been  perpetrated." 

"  Alas ! 
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*'  Alas !  and  in  many  other  castles,3* 
sighed  Matilda,  her  thoughts  taking 
wing  to  the  dismal  tower  o'ertopping  the 
Seine,  and  her  lifeblood  curdling  at  the 
foul  murder  of  the  ill-starred  prince  Ar- 
thur. 

"  Ay,  in  Windsor  Castle,"  returned 
Millicent,  lowering  her  voice  to  a  whis- 
per: "  'twas  there  that  the  hapless  wife 
and  children  of  the  baron  William  de 
Brause  were  doomed  to  death  through 
the  slow  torture  of  hunger ;  there " 

"  Virgin  Mother  I"  and  Matilda  clasp- 
ed her  hands  in  wild  horror. 

"  Tis  true,  or  the  whole  world  fables," 
pursued  Millicent.  "  The  hapless  baro- 
ness gave  too  slack  rein  to  speech,  and  for 
the  indiscretion  of  a  moment,  she  called 
down  the  vengeance  of  a  relentless  per- 
secutor. 'Tis  many  years  back ;  but  I 
have  heard  Mabel  and  Adam  Morley 
talk  of  it,  and  deplore  the  misery,  which 
one  bad  man,  gifted  with  power,  can  deal 
out  upon  the  multitude.  The  whole 
G  21  family 
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family  had  fled  away  from  England : 
and  when  king  John,  with  a  mighty  ar- 
my, subdued  Ireland,  in  the  province  of 
Meath,  his  ire  was  kindled  anew,  in  dis- 
covering the  wretched  baroness ;  and  he 
caused  her  to  be  laden  with  heavy  fet- 
ters, and  he  sent  her  and  her  children — 
for  the  baron  had  escaped  into  France — 
close  prisoners  to  the  castle  of  Windsor; 
and  there,  by  his  special  order,  did  they 
all  perish  for  lack  of  food.  And  he r 

Matilda  grasped  tight  hold  of  the  arm 
of  Millicent. — "  Can  such  things  be?'7 
she  asked,  her  own  tender  heart  sicken- 
ing at  the  direful  story — "  Can  rancour, 
so  deadly,  live  in  the  breast  of  man  ?" 

"  They  tell  many,  many  tales,  well- 
nigh  as  fiend-like,"  replied  Millicent, 
creeping  close  beside  her :  "  for  in  Ire- 
land, he  moved  like  a  pestilence,  perse- 
cuting, attainting,  and  murdering.  'Twas 
in  Ireland,  that  the  De  Laceys  were 
driven  from  their  rich  inheritance." 

*4  And  who  were  the  De  Laceys  ?" 

asked 
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asked  Matilda,  marvelling  at  a  turpitude 
so  monstrous. 

"  Ah  !  that  is  another  foul  tale  to  the 
mortal  prejudice  of  king  John,"  answer- 
ed Millicent  "  The  De  Laceys,  the 
lords  of  Meath  and  of  Ulster,  incurring 
his  heavy  wrath,  were  forced  to  abandon 
their  castles  and  their  lands.  They  too 
fled  away  for  life :  but  like  the  patriarch 
Jacob,  when  he  fled  from  Padan-aram, 
they  bore  with  them  all  that  was  most 
precious:  for  the  heart  which  doomed 
to  death  the  baroness  de  Brause  and  her 
helpless  family,  had  surely  dealt  to  them 
a  fate  as  merciless." 

"  And  did  they  escape  the  malice  of 
their  enemy  ? — did  they  fly  beyond  the 
reach  of  pursuit?"  eagerly  questioned 
Matilda. 

"  They  fled  away  in  disguise,"  conti- 
nued Millicent.  "  Adam  Morley  says, 
from  the  kingdom,  far  beyond  the  ken 
of  king  John's  scathing  vengeance :  and 
though,  perchance,  doomed  to  adversity 
G  3  and 
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and  endurance,  who  knows,  but  they 
may  have  been  happier  and  calmer  than 
if  dwelling  within  his  rule." 

"  If  they  bore  with  them  the  consci- 
ousness of  right,  if  they  bosomed  the 
peace-yielding  unction  of  integrity,  then," 
fervently  exclaimed  Matilda,  "  would  I 
not  exchange  their  ills  for  the  thorn-in- 
crusted  diadem  of  their  persecutor." 

"  Neither  would  I  the  bonds  of  the 
earl  de  la  Marche  for  all  the  splendour 
of  the  faithless  Isabel,"  observed  Milli- 
cent.  "  Sure,"  and  she  breathed  a  flut- 
tering sigh,  "she  could  never  love,  else 
had  the  transfer  entailed  death.  I  am 
sure  no  earthly  power  could  tempt  me 
to  withdraw  my  heart — that  is,"  and  a 
rosy  blush  played  o'er  her  features,  "  if 
I  had  once  yielded  it." 

"  I  should  think  not — I  am  sure  not," 
said  Matilda,  her  thoughts  dwelling  on 
the  mysterious  palmer.  "  Oh  no  !"  ar- 
dently, "  it  could  not  have  been  love; 

it 
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it  must  have  been  mere  preference,  ari- 
sing in  gratified  vanity." 

"  And  yet,"  resumed  Millicent,  "  fame 
gifts  the  earl  de  la  Marche  with  all  that 
is  attractive,  decks  him  in  all  that  is 
dangerous  to  the  peace  of  woman. 
Young,  handsome,  heroic,  romantic,  en- 
thusiastic, devoted,  he  moved  in  the 
court  of  the  count  of  Angoulesme,  the 
envy  of  his  own  sex,  the  admiration  of 
ours:  and  until  king  John  beheld  his 
affianced  bride,  the  beautiful  Isabel,  the 
compact  of  hands  seemed  as  the  compact 
of  hearts.  But  king  John,  unused  to 
curb  the  wild  flights  of  his  wildest 
wishes,  caught  by  the  dazzling  charms 
of  novelty  and  youth — though  himself  a 
husband — strove  not  against  the  loose 
unhallowed  frenzy  of  passion:  under 
some  weak  pretence,  he  divorced  him- 
self from  his  queen  Avis,  the  heiress  of 
the  earl  of  Gloucester ;  and  soon,  through 
the  propelling  medium  of  ambition,  gain- 
ed to  his  cause,  the  interest  and  the  influ- 
G  4  ence 
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ence  of  the  earl  of  Angoulesme.  The 
glitter  of  majesty  prevailed ;  the  omni- 
potence of  power  bore  down  every  feeble 
resistance :  Isabel  fled  away  from  her 
compact,  and  left  the  bereaved  bride- 
groom to  muse  on  his  wrongs,  and  curse 
the  shallowness  of  woman's  faith/' 

"  And  did  the  royal  spoiler  bear  the 
smiling  mischief  forthwith  to  England?" 
asked  Matilda,  deeply  interested  in  the 
injuries  and  sorrows  of  the  earl  de  la 
Marche. 

"  He  bore  her  in  exultation  and  in 
triumph,"  rejoined  Millicent,  "  and  they 
were  both  crowned  at  Westminster,  by 
Hubert,  archbishop  of  Canterbury:  and 
as  if  he  could  not  too  firmly  institute 
her  queen  of  England,  the  year  follow* 
ing,  they  were  again  crowned  together, 
on  Easter-Sunday,  at  Canterbury,  in  the 
cathedral-church." 

"  And  know  you  of  the  earl  de  la 
Marche?"  questioned  Matilda.  "  Me- 
thinks  he  must  have  torn  away  the 

thraldom* 
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thraldom,  and  rallied  from  the  snare, 
with  a  light  heart  and  a  grateful  mind ; 
for  too  sure,  had  he  wedded  her,  his  ho- 
nour and  his  peace  had  been  as  nought 
in  her  keeping." 

"  I  have  heard  my  father  say,"  re- 
plied Millicent,  "  the  earl  de  la  Marche 
too,  fondly  loved  the  ungrateful  Isabel. 
Perhaps  'tis  a  hard  task  to  shake  off 
love :  certain  it  is,  he  shrunk  away  from 
the  world ;  and  when  next  he  appeared 
among  men,  it  was  in  open  rebellion  a- 
gainst  the  perfidious  John ;  for  he  lea- 
gued with  the  nobles  of  Normandy,  and 
siding  with  Philip  Augustus,  strove 
hard  to  expel  the  English  from  France." 

«  And  in  that  effort,"  said  Matilda, 
mournfully,  "  he  has  fallen  into  the 
power  of  the  tyrant.  Holy  Heaven  ! 
what  save  murder  can  ensue,  when  we 
dwell  on  the  murders  of  the  past  ?  prince 
Arthur — Peter  of  Pomfret — the  wife 
and  the  children  of  William  de  Brause !" 

"  And  a  hundred  others,"  exclaimed 
G  5  Millicent, 
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Millicent,  "  did  we  know  how  to  note 
them." 

"  And  can  he  be  happy,"  sighed  Ma- 
tilda, "  with  such  a  world  of  lead  upon 
his  conscience? — can  he  rest  in  peace, 
with  such  a  sea'  of  blood  before  his  eyes?" 

"  Perchance,"  remarked  Millicent, 
"  surrounded,  as  he  is,  by  flatterers  and 
sycophants,  he  thinks  the  recognisance 
of  kings,  not  as  the  recognisance  of  other 
men.  Blind  and  dead  to  his  own  enor- 
mities, he  may  view  every  evil  deed 
through  the  cheating  medium  of  neces- 
sity arid  ensample." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Matilda.  "  But 
when  the  subtle  tissue  of  sophistry  shall 
fade  away,  when  unvarnished  truth  shall 
break  forth  from  the  haze,  dreadful  will 
he  his  awakening.  Ah  !  blessed,  thrice 
blessed,  be  the  torn  gabardine  of  the  un- 
offending beggar,  to  his  cloak  of  ermine, 
to  his  crown  of  gold  !  But  I  would 
question  further  of  the  perjured  Isabel. 

Think 
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Think  you,  she  bears  sunshine  in  her 
bosom  ?" 

"  No — no — only  on  her  brow,"  re- 
turned Millicent :  "  for  the  very  hand 
which  raised  her  to  the  throne  wields 
the  scourging-rod.  I  have  heard  my 
brother  George  say,  the  king  is  madly 
jealous;  and  that,  God- wot !  is  ill  e- 
nough,  to  dash  gall  even  in  the  cup  of 
the  most  happy.  Perchance,  he  weighs 
by  his  own  measure,  and  judges  by  his 
own  deeds." 

"  Well  does  she  merit  the  sting,"  said 
Matilda,  earnestly,  "  for  she  has  dealt 
out  the  poison :  yet  could  I  wish  it  coun- 
ter; for  that  fatal  jealousy  may  mar  the 
desire  of  reparation." 

"  Not  if  she  possess  a  conscience — 
not  if  she  possess  a  heart,"  answered 
Millicent.  "  However  ambition  may 
have  dazzled  and  misled,  she  knows  her- 
self the  injurer — she  knows  the  earl  de 
la  Marche  is  a  prisoner  in  Corfe  Castle. 
Would  I  could  breathe  into  her  my  spirit ! 
G  6  were 
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were  I  the  crowned  queen  of  England," 
and  every  feature  beamed  the  fervour 
within,  "  I  would  save  the  earl  de  la 
Marche  at  the  risk  of  life — I  would  un- 
bar the  bolts  of  his  dungeon,  though  in 
so  doing  I  forged  bolts  and  manacles  for 
my  self  ** 

"  You,  dearest  Millieent !  ah !  you 
could  not  have  renounced  the  man  to 
whom  you  had  yielded  favour." 

"  No,  not  if  I  loved  him,"  exclaimed 
Millieent. 

"  And  if  you  did  not  love  him,"  quick 
rejoined  Matilda,  "  never  would  you 
have  cozened  him  with  hope.'1 

"  True :  but  I  was  brought  up  in  a 
convent;  the  beautiful  Isabel  was  brought 
up  in  a  court — I  was  taught  to  consider 
this  world  the  mere  pass  to  a  better; 
she  was  taught  to  consider  this  world 
the  gay  theatre  of  all  her  hopes.  Per- 
chance, she  would  not  have  changed  the 
earl  de  la  Marche  for  any  breathing  earl 
in  Christendom  :  but  to  be  crowned 

queen — 
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queen — to  sit  upon  the  throne  of  Eng- 
land— to  be  gifted  with  power,  with 
splendour,  with  all  that  the  proud  heart 
covets  !  Think  of  the  gilded  bait  to  a 
worldly  mind  !  Her  father,  too,  bribed 
to  his  own  dishonour ;  abetting,  spur- 
ring to  the  sacrifice ;  her  own  feelings  at 
war ;  her  own  passions  biassed.  No,  no, 
she  dreamt  not — she  could  not  dream, 
the  thorns  lurking  beneath  the  roses : 
and  now  that  she  is  goaded  with  the 
thorns,  fain  would  I  urge  some  palliative, 
to  assuage  the  throes  of  wounded  con- 
science." 

"  You,  dearest  Millicent !  sure  you 
do  but  banter." 

"  No,  on  my  life,"  replied  the  heroic 
girl.  "  The  scheme  is  already  floating  : 
marvel  not,  at  the  return  of  my  liege 
the  king,  if  I  join  the  court-revel  my- 
self. Mark  me,  Matilda" — for  wonder 
lived  in  the  dark  eye  of  her  companion 
— "  my  errand  is  to  aid  the  unfortunate, 
not  to  flutter  in  the  butterfly -swarm 

who 
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who  ever  tend  on  royalty.  Yet  in  the 
world,  I  will  be  as  the  world — I  will  sa- 
crifice feeling  to  policy  ;  and  if  I  can 
curry  favour  at  the  hand  of  my  sovereign 
lady — if  I  can  but  win  the  grant  of  her 
interest — be  my  toil,  the  liberty  of  the 
noble  prisoner  now  in  Corfe  Castle." 

"  Heaven's  grace  light  on  the  enter- 
prise !"  exclaimed  Matilda.  "  Oh !  that 
I  too  could  wade  through  fire  for  such 
an  end  !  But  my  lord  the  baron :  think 
you,  will  he  risk  the  hazard  ?" 

"  My  father  lives  the  friend  of  the  op- 
pressed !"  gratefully  pronounced  Milli- 
cent ;  "  and  my  brother  George,  too, 
spurns  at  tyranny.  Returning  with  the 
forces  of  the  king,  he  will  lend  us  all  his 
aid.  Well  I  know  his  heart ;  well  I 
know  the  gentle  bias  of  his  nature  :  he 
will  labour  out  the  rescue  of  the  earl  de 
la  Marche.  And  his  friend  too " 

She  ceased — she  trembled — she  clung 
to  the  arm  of  Matilda ;  for  at  the  instant, 
a  few  low  notes,  struck  with  an  unstea- 

dy 
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dy  hand,  broke  upon  the  stillness :  it 
sounded  from  the  park  below ;  it  floated 
on  the  night-breeze. 

Matilda  looked  up,  and  she  beheld 
Millicent,  as  white  as  the  kerchief  on 
her  bosom.  "  What  bodes  it?"  she 
questioned  ;  but  Millicent  could  not 
speak ;  she  could  only  press  tighter  the 
arm  of  her  friend,  and  drawing  her  close 
to  the  casement,  stood  eager  and  watch- 
ful. 

The  night,  as  I  have  before  described 
it,  was  "  such  as  the  day  is  when  the 
sun  is  hid ;"  so  still,  so  clear  so  beamy  ! 
The  moon  rode  high  in  the  heavens,  and 
not  a  cloud  obscured  her  lustre  :  broad 
and  bright,  she  shone  upon  the  emerald 
face  of  nature  ;  and  mellowing  all  with- 
in the  magic  of  her  silver  tissue,  she 
seemed  to  steal  the  heart  from  passion, 
and  the  mind  from  care.  Yet  was  it  a 
night  to  graft  romance  upon  the  slight- 
est seeming ;  a  night,  to  give  to  casual 
incident  the  colour  of  adventure :  and 

when 
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when  the  wild  sweet  prelude  yielded  to 
the  deeper,  fuller  cadence  of  the  human 
voice,  marvel  not,  that  excitement  chain- 
ed a  greedy  ear,  and  surprise  a  wakeful 
interest. 

"  When  in  yon  starry  sky,  evening's  light  closes, 

And  nature,  far  and  nigh,  softly  reposes  ; 

When  scarce  a  breeze  is  felt  o'er  the  lake  sighing, 

And  all  of  busy  life  sinking  and  dying  ; 

When  o'er  the  dappled  earth  dew-drops  are  streaming, 

And  the  still  moonshine  is  partially  gleaming  ; 

Then  does  the  lover  steal  from  his  lone  bower, 

Hailing  the  night-shade,  and  blessing  the  hour. 

"  Then  is  the  time,  that  the  heart's  wild  emotion, 
Buoyant  and  light  as  the  surf  of  the  ocean, 
Pierces  the  darkening  boughs,  o'er  the  head  twining, 
Vivid  and  bright  as  a  summer-sun  shining ; 
Chases  the  gloom,  and  the  tokens  of  sa/iness, 
And  bosoms  the  thrill  of  forthcoming  gladness  ; 
For  the  lover  steals  forth  from  his  dark  bower, 
And  joys  in  the  gloom  of  night's  far'ring  hour. 

a  Whence  comes  the  ray,  that  the  aching  heart  lighteth  ? 
Whence  comes  the  hope,  that  the  lover  delighteth  ? 
Whence  comes  the  magic,  so  soft  and  so  stealing; 
The  joy  that's  so  bright,  the  promise  so  healing  ? 
It  conies  not  of  earth — for  earth  is  but  sorrow  : 
It  comes  not  to  cheer  the  pang  of  the  morrow : 

No; 
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No;  it  comes  in  the  haze  of  twilight's  dim  hour, 
When  the  lover  deserts  his  deep  shady  bower. 

"  Come  then,  and  smile,  like  the  planet  high  shining ; 
Come  then,  and  chase  e'en  the  thought  of  repining ; 
Come  in  thy  beauty,  so  vivid  and  glowing! 
Come  in  thy  blushes,  such  transport  bestowing  ! 
Come  in  night's  cloud,  like  the  spirit  of  even ; 
Come,  and  bestow  e'en  the  foretaste  of  heaven! 
For  now  is  the  calm,  and  the  peace-yielding  hour, 
When  thy  lover  deserts  his  sheltering  bower." 

The  voice  ceased,  but  Millicent  con- 
tinued silent ;  a  wild  tremour  pervaded 
her  whole  frame,  and  when  she  encoun- 
tered the  fixed  glance  of  Matilda,  the 
rose  usurped  the  lily-hue  of  her  cheek. 

"The  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch,"  whis- 
pered Matilda,  recalling  to  mind  the 
light  banter  of  Adam  Morley. 

Millicent  started,  and  again  the  rose 
vanished. 

"  The  hero  of  the  tournament,"  pur- 
sued Matilda,  striving  at  cheerfulness : 
"  he  who  bore  away  the  crimson  scarf  at 
Rockingham  Castle." 

"  The  same !  the  same !"  faltered  Mil- 
licent ; 
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licent ;  then  raising  her  face,  beautiful  in 
bashfulness,  and  casting  her  arms  around 
the  neck  of  her  friend — "  He,  who  has 
lived  in  my  thoughts,"  she  continued, 
"  since  that  hour ; — and  he,  who  will  live 
in  my  thoughts,  until  death  expunge 
life  and  thought  together." 

"  And  your  father,"  asked  Matilda, 
"  yields  he  his  blessing?" 

The  voice,  at  that  instant,  rose  from 
the  park,  and  the  last  stanza  was  re- 
peated. 

"  Anon,  I  will  tell  you  further,"  whis- 
pered Millicent:  "  now,  I  must  bear  the 
token  to  my  true  knight,  that  he  may 
part  in  peace."  And  she  unclosed  the 
lattice- window  as  she  spoke,  and  waved 
to-and-fro  her  kerchief ;  then  returning, 
and  seating  herself  beside  Matilda — "  I 
pray  you,  do  not  chide  me,"  she  pursu- 
ed. "  God- wot!  love  is  a  strange  wild 
impulse,  driving  whither  one  list  not, 
and  warring  against  peace,  and  per- 
chance against  duty  :  for  my  dear  father 

favours 
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favours  sir  Henry  de  Braibrooke,  and  my 
thoughts  and  my  hopes  light  on  sir  Eudo 
de  la  Zouch.  Nay,  look  not  so  grave. 
I  well  know  the  worth  of  sir  Henry  de 
Braibrooke:  as  children  we  have  often 
played  whole  days  together;  for  Brai- 
brooke Castle,  nigh  at  hand,  darkens  the 
banks  of  our  own  Welland :  but  though 
I  would  make  him  my  friend,  I  cannot 
make  him  my  husband :  alack !  I  should 
as  soon  think  of  wedding  my  brother 
"George." 

"  Why  not  acquaint  the  baron  ?  why 
not  unfold  your  whole  heart,  and  yield 
him  your  entire  confidence  ?"  urged  Ma- 
tilda. "  Mystery,  dearest  Millicent,  is 
often  the  grave  of  peace." 

"  My  father  knows  that  I  cannot  love 
sir  Henry  de  Braibrooke,"  quick  rejoin- 
ed Millicent;  "  he  knows  too,  that — 

that "      She  hesitated ;   she  bowed 

her  blushing  face  upon  her  bosom. 
"  Does  he  suspect  the  advances  of  sir 

Eudo 
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Eudo  de  la  Zouch  ?"  questioned  Matil- 
da. "  Does  he  approve  his  suit  ?" 

"  My  father  was  at  Buckingham  Cas- 
tle, when  skill  and  bravery  won  the 
crimson  scarf: — my  father  saw  me  place 
it  across  the  shoulders  of  the  victor 
knight,  and  he  joined  in  the  loud  ac- 
claim which  noted  his  preeminence ; 
and  he — he "  Again  she  ceased. 

"  But  he  yields  not  consent  to  your 
union,"  concluded  Matilda,  pitying  her 
agitation. 

"  I  did  not  say  so — no,  no,  I  cannot 
say  so.  Dearest  Matilda,  I  have  not 
craved  consent — I  cannot  crave  consent. 
Often  has  the  confession  rose  to  my  lips, 
but  his  known  prejudices  have  frighten- 
ed it  back  into  my  heart." 

"  His  prejudices  !  You  speak  in  rid- 
dles. What  prejudices  can  warrant  re- 
serve to  such  a  parent  ?" 

Millicent  struggled  for  a  moment, 
then  rallying  courage  and  resolution — 
"  List  to  me,  Matilda,  and  forthwith 

yield 
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yield  me  counsel.  My  father  strives  to 
think  well  of  the  king,  because  he  would 
fain  think  the  king  what  a  king  ought 
to  be :  but  De  la  Zouch  sees  the  king 
as  he  is — weak,  fickle,  tryannnical ;  and 
he  despises  him  :  and  in  the  last  feud, 
he  leagued  himself  with  the  hostile  no- 
bles; and  in  the  next  feud—should  Hea- 
ven so  will  it — he  may  dare  again  the 
brunt  of  hazard." 

"  And  yet,"  doubtfully  remarked  Ma- 
tilda, "  the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch  join- 
ed the  forces,  and  bore  arms  with  king 
John  in  France." 

"  True :  and  he  would  fight  to  the 
death,  for  the  prosperity  and  the  honour 
of  England,"  quick  replied  Millicent ; 
"  to  wrest  back  her  rich  possessions,  to 
file  away  the  rust  shed  upon  her  glory : 
but  not  to  uphold  the  tyrant,  who  wan- 
tonly, wickedly  tramples  on  her  rights  ; 
not  here,  at  home,  to  support  the  stretch 
of  arbitrary  coercion." 

"  Strange!"  mused  Matilda,  gazing  on 

the 
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the  dappled  features  of  the  animated 
girl.  "  So  young,  so  gentle,  yet  so 
daring  !"  She  forgot,  that  Love,  makes 
bold  the  coward,  and  makes  dull  the 
hero;  that  delighting  in  inconsistency 
and  opposition,  oft,  in  mere  mockery, 
does  he  spur  to  the  overthrow  of  every 
former  bias !  "  And  yourself?"  she  ask- 
ed,  still  attentively  regarding  her. 

"  I  cannot  love  him  less,"  fervently 
exclaimed  Millicent,  "  though  I  knew 
him  weaving  the  woof  of  universal  over- 
throw. Think,"  after  the  pause  of  a  mo- 
ment, "  of  half  the  dark  tales  which  go 
abroad,  and  marvel  not,  though  I  judge 
my  dear  father  prejudiced." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  said  Matilda,  earnest- 
ly ;  "  yet  would  I  not  for  worlds  up- 
hold in  opposition.  Dearest  Millicent, 
if  you  value  the  peace  of  hereafter  life, 
cast  off  disguise.  Say  to  your  father — " 

Millicent  threw  herself  upon  the  bo- 
som of  her  young  adviser. — "  Should 

my 
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my  father  drive  him  hence  ;  should  he 
bid  me  cease  to  love  him ;  should — 

should "  and  the  shudder  which 

crept  over  her,  at  once  betrayed  the  iron 
bonds  which  held  her. 

"  Should  your  father  yield  consent — 
should  your  father  accord  the  blessing," 
urged  Matilda.  "  Think  of  the  light, 
light  heart,  which  will  joy  in  the  track 
of  duty." 

Millicent  looked  up,  and  every  ves- 
tige of  care  vanished :  it  was  young 
hope,  which  glowed  on  her  cheek,  and 
lived  in  her  eye. — "  Already  do  I  feel 
it  lighter,"  she  pronounced  :  "  my  fa- 
ther loves  me ;  my  father  labours  for  the 
happiness  of  my  life :  yes,  to-morrow 
will  I  bare  my  heart  to  my  kind  good 
father,  and  pour  out  all  its  wishes,  all 
its  weaknesses." 

But  though  Millicent  slept  sounder  ; 
though  her  dreams  and  her  fancies  were 
tranced  in  blessedness  ;  though,  like  the 
rosy  clouds  of  morning,  infant  passion 

tinged 
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tinged  all  that  it  looked  upon,  and  diffi- 
culties, and  distresses,  and  obstacles,  va- 
nished, as  mountain  mists  before  a  sum* 
mer  sun;  still,  that  morrow  brought 
with  it  trepidation  and  fear,  and  new 
doubts  and  new  anxieties  gathered.  It 
is  ever  thus  with  the  children  of  pros- 
perity :  the  slightest  breath  of  opposition 
is  magnified  into  tempest ;  the  faintest 
check  to  inclination  metamorphosed  into 
trial !  She  met  her  father,  and  her  cou- 
rage failed ;  she  sought  the  presence  of 
Matilda,  arid  she  yielded  to  a  burst  of 
tears. 

"  Would  you,  that  I  should  speak  to 
the  baron  ?"  asked  Matilda,  pitying  her 
emotion. 

"  What,  and  turn  coward  in  the  first 
adventure  in  my  life  ?  Alack !  how  can 
I  hope  to  aid  the  poor  prisoner  in  Corfe 
Castle,  if  I  suffer  my  spirit  to  flag  here 
at  home?  No,  no!  I  am  a  silly  weak 
fool,  forsooth  !  but  I  will  not  tax  others 
to  spare  myself." 

She 


RUNNEMEDE.  145 

She  arose  as  she  spoke,  and  her  tears 
and  her  weakness  vanished ;  and  shaking 
back  her  long  flaxen  ringlets,  she  smiled, 
and  she  looked  as  a  heroine,  firm  and 
collected,  and  prepared  for  every  vicissi- 
tude.— "  I  will  seek  my  father,  now,  on 
the  instant,"  she  pursued,  moving  to- 
wards the  door.  "  I  will  tell  him " 

A  sudden  and  clamorous  peal  from 
the  warden's  tower  tokened  an  arrival. 
Millicent,  with  one  bound,  sprung  to  the 
casement,  and  mounting  on  a  settle, 
looked  down  upon  the  court  below. — 
— "A  goodly  train  !  a  gay  assemblage ; 
esquires  and  pages !"  she  exclaimed  in  a 
breath  ;  then,  with  a  tremulous  heaving 
of  the  bosom,  and  a  cheek  varying  from 
white  to  red,  she  drew  back.  "  'Tis  the 
lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch  !"  she  whispered; 
and  then  again,  with  a  movement,  sound- 
less as  the  blind  mole,  she  bent  forward. 
"  My  father  meets  him !  my  father  wel- 
comes him !  He  alights — he  yields  his 

VOL.  n.  H  gay 
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gay  charger  to  the  groom — he  comes 
into  the  castle !  Ah  !  what  may  all  this 
mean?"  And  springing  from  the  set- 
tle, and  beamy  in  soft  emotion,  she 
threw  her  arms  around  the  neck  of  Ma- 
tilda. 

The  next  instant,  and  a  messenger 
from  the  baron,  summoned  below  :  but 
ere  Millicent  braved  the  presence  she  in 
one  dreaded  and  coveted,  with  the  latent 
vanity  admissible  in  early  thraldom,  she 
sought  her  mirror,  and  arranging  her 
long  and  beautiful  hair,  and  placing  in 
her  bosom,  a  sprig  of  jessamine,  scarce 
rivalling  that  bosom's  whiteness,  she 
craved  the  presence  of  Matilda,  and  de- 
scended to  the  hall. 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  steal  the  heart 
through  the  medium  of  the  senses,  else, 
might  we  say,  never  did  two  fairer  blos- 
soms meet  in  brighter  sweeter  contrast ! 
Millicent,  light,  gentle,  almost  sylph- 
like  ;  with  eyes,  blue  as  the  dome  above, 
peering  midst  the  golden  clusters  which 

well- 
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wellnigh  shadowed  them ;  and  features, 
tinted  in  hues,  as  varying  and  as  lovely, 
as  rosy  clouds  in  evening  sunset !  And 
Matilda,  no  less  gentle,  no  less  lovely, 
but  more,  far  more  subduing ;  with  hair 
of  the  raven's  wing;  with  eyes,  eloquent, 
and  dark,  and  full,  and  mild,  as  the  ga- 
zelle's ;  with  a  smile,  tempered  with  sad- 
ness, yet  harmonizing  each  perfect  fea- 
ture ;  with  a  voice,  and  form,  and  move- 
ment, as  though  fresh  from  Paphos,  and 
zoned  in  the  immortal  cestus  of  ocean- 
born  Venus! 

The  eye,  the  index  and  herald  of  the 
heart  and  of  the  passions,  beamed  admi- 
ration, as  the  baron  met  them  at  the 
door  of  entrance. — "  Sir  Eudo  de  la 
Zouch  bears  greeting  from  our  dear 
George,"  he  exclaimed.  "  Direct  from 
Rochelle,  he  confirms  the  rumoured 
truce,  and  gives  hope  of  the  speedy  re- 
turn of  the  king  and  his  followers." 

Millicent    murmured    something    of 

welcome;  and  although  her  voice  was 

H  2  low 
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low  and  broken,  and  her  very  temples 
suffused  with  the  deepest  tints  of  palp- 
able confusion,  still,  the  baron,  intent 
upon  the  information  he  had  gained, 
noted  not  a  trepidation,  which  else  had 
resolved  the  secret  of  many  a  sigh,  and 
many  a  past  cloud  of  sadness. 

The  day  fled  away,  and  many  a  suc- 
ceeding day,  alike  brief  and  swift,  was 
borne  on  the  fairy  pinions  of  love  and 
hope  :  for  whether  the  baron  had  under- 
gone a  revolution  of  ideas ;  or  whether 
the  present  fealty  of  the  lord  Eudo  de 
la  Zouch,  in  attending  the  summons, 
and  following  the  king  beyond  sea,  had 
absolved  him  of  the  tax  of  former  non- 
conformity— certain  it  is,  he  ever  hailed 
him  with  gladness,  and  noted  not,  or 
seemed  not  to  note,  the  visible  pleasure 
which  lived  in  the  smile  of  the  happy 
Millicent  Nought  of  dissenting  opi- 
nion, of  clamorous  opposition,  clouded 
the  calm  spreading  over  Hering worth, 
It  was  a  calm,  almost  too  bland  for 

earth  : 
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at  least,  so  felt  the  lovers :  for 
never  did  the  sun  shine  so  bright,  never 
did  the  flowers  bloom  so  gay,  never  did 
the  birds  sing  so  sweet,  as  throughout 
the  whole  of  that  bliss-fraught  summer! 
compared  to  the  former  summers  of  life, 
it  was  as  a  fertile  spot  set  in  the  midst 
of  a  desert— as  the  transition  of  ease  from 
racking  pain — as  prosperity  closing  the 
visitation  of  affliction  i 

Strongly  tinctured  with  the  romantic 
spirit  of  the  age,  warm,  and  wild,  and 
imaginative,  Millicent  bosomed  the 
brightest  flights,  and  the  gayest  day- 
dreams. Sir  Eudo  was  the  hero  of  every 
enthusiastic  wish ;  was,  as  the  boast  of 
knighthood,  as  the  flower  of  chivalry: 
wrapt  in  the  ether  of  illusion,  and  tin- 
ged by  the  rosy  finger  of  Love  himself, 
if  in  the  chase  he  ambled  at  her  side,  it 
was  with  a  grace,  inimitable  and  perfect; 
— if  he  spoke,  it  sunk  from  her  ear  into 
her  heart; — if  he  sung,  that  "  song,  came 
with  its  music,  to  melt  and  please  her 
H  3  soul ; 
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soul ;  like  soft  mist,  that  rising  from  a 
lake,  pours  on  the  silent  vale."  And 
Matilda,  too,  was  gradually,  insensibly 
weaned  from  the  constant  indulgence  of 
thought  and  sadder  fancies :  for  kind- 
ness and  attention  will  ever  steal  upon 
the  feelings,  unless,  habitually  callous^ 
or  utterly  withered  by  the  blasts  of  af- 
fliction ;  will  awaken  the  native  germ  of 
gratitude,  unless  nipped  and  frozen  by 
dull  and  stagnant  misanthropy ! 

The  baron  de  Cantilupe,  the  good  and 
pitying  Samaritan,  zealous  to  assugge^ 
and  to  pour  unction  into  the  bleeding 
wounds  of  the  heart,  had  dispatched  a 
messenger  into  Normandy;  and  her  fears 
and  her  hopes,  consigned  to  the  keeping 
of  her  gallant  captor,  now  hung  upon 
the  moment  of  his  return — hung,  with 
an  anxiety  so  intense,  as  to  beggar  the 
force  of  language.  Sometimes,  forget- 
ful of  herself,  she  would  smile  upon  the 
happy  prospect  of  her  happy  friend,  as 
though  smiles  were  habitual ;  but  quick 

again 
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again  would  the  sigh  arise,  and  as  dark 
clouds  drifting  athwart  the  glories  of  a 
summer  sky,  would  the  shades  of  grief 
and  doubt  settle  on  her  brow — for  hers 
was  a  destiny,  fitful  and  joyless — yet 
often,  with  feelings  bordering  on  self- 
reproach,  would  she  recall  the  words  of 
the  poor  sister  Clarisse,  and  fervently 
bless  Heaven  for  that  chance  of  felicity 
which  remained  to  her.  The  husband 
of  the  hapless  nun,  from  the  altar  had 
been  consigned  to  the  tomb :  her  hus- 
band, her  father,  were,  as  she  sanguine- 
ly  believed,  inhabitants  of  earth :  and 
though  severed  by  the  breath  of  acci- 
dent, and  the  scourge  of  misfortune,  the 
wonder-working  finger  of  Providence, 
might  still  miraculously  direct  to  her  re- 
treat. Every  sigh  might  be  hushed — 
every  tear  might  be  chased  away — she 
might  be  happy  !  Alas !  poor  Matilda  ! 
had  she  sojourned  among  men — had  she 
trodden  the  dark  and  winding  paths  of 
the  world — she  had  learned,  that  in  all 
H  4  the 
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the  busy  and  the  eager  crowds,  scattered 
over  the  wide  face  of  this  earth — few — 
very  few,  discover  the  path  to  true  hap- 
piness ! 


CHAPTER  VI. 


"  Wist  thee  I  shrink  because  my  powers  are  weak? 
There  lurks  a  potent  spell  in  virtue, 
And  he  who  wills  to  do,  gains  from  high  Heav'n 
The  strength  !" 

THE  history  of  nations,  is  as  the  nomen- 
clature of  the  vices,  the  follies,  the  head- 
long passions  of  men :  for  crime  in  every 
age  is  the  poisoned  source  of  universal 
distemperature ;  and  however  the  pen 
of  the  chronicler  distort  or  dignify  hu- 
man action  ;  however  he  soften  knavery 
into  state  policy,  and  flagitious  cruelty 
into  the  exploits  of  the  conqueror  and 
the  hero,  the  universal  history  of  man- 
kind 
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kind  is  still  one  universal  tragedy,  be- 
smeared, blotted,  replete  with  the  obdu- 
racy of  guilt,  with  the  quickening  seeds 
of  passion ;  fermenting  into  violence, 
and  ripening  into  crime ! 

At  a  period,  and  in  an  age,  when  acts 
of  heroism   and   personal   valour  were 
considered   the   main    accomplishment, 
the  conduct  of  king  John,  at  all  periods, 
and  in  all  ages,  disgraceful  and  unwor- 
thy, excited  detestation  and  contempt. 
The  nobles,  brave,  and  bold,  and  chival- 
rous, knowing  themselves  harassed  by 
arbitrary    imposition,    and   baffled  and 
defeated  in  every  enterprise,  writhed  be- 
neath the  chains  with  which  he  galled 
them  ;  or,  perhaps,  influenced  by  that 
innate  germ  of  freedom,  so  peculiarly 
the  growth  of  British  soil,  and  so  plen- 
tifully planted  and  so  firmly  established 
by  their  hereafter  exertions  : — for  every 
Englishman,  reaping  the  mighty  beni- 
son,  turns,   gratefully  turns,  from  the 
blessed  effect,  to  the  primal  source: — 
H  5  be 
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be  that  as  it  may,  good  did  arise  out  of 
evil;  and  the  very  scourge  which  he  so 
witlessly  wielded,  applied  to  the  raw  and 
bleeding  wounds,  of  bold,  and  proud, 
and  adventurous  spirits,  spurred  to.  the 
manumission,  which  stamps  RUNNE- 
MEDE, as  the  birthplace— and  the  reign 
of  king  John,  as  the  epoch  of  English 
liberty  ! 

In  the  elaborate  pages  of  our  early  his- 
torians, we  further  elicit,  that  the  feudal 
law,  infringing  the  ancient  privileges  of 
the  Anglo-Saxons,  and  introduced  by 
William  the  Norman,  had  reduced  the 
people  to  a  state  of  perfect  vassalage ; — 
that  the  barons  themselves  submitted  to 
a  more  severe  and  arbitrary  prerogative 
than  generally  exists  in  feudal  govern- 
ments ; — that  the  power  of  the  crown 
had  grown  to  a  huge  and  monstrous 
pitch  ; — and  that  the  charter  of  Henry 
the  First,  renewed  by  Stephen,  and  con- 
firmed by  Henry  the  Second,  had,  in 
the  hands  of  their  successors,  continued 

null 
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null  and  void.  'Tis  true,  the  privilege 
of  arms  had  not  been  wrested  from  the 
barons  and  the  people :  but  aggression 
and  tyranny,  those  master-springs  to  re-r 
solution  and  hardihood,  had  aroused  that 
lurking  spirit  of  discontent,  which  lack- 
ed  but  the  degenerate  and  base  conduct 
of  the  reigning  prince — and  who  so  de- 
generate, and  who  so  debased,  as  king 
John  ? — to  serve  as  a  quickening  match 
to  the  long  and  spreading  train,  blowing 
into  defiance,  and  blazoning  into  open 
revolt. 

The  church,  too,  in  those  days  of 
darkness  and  mental  prostration,  influ- 
encing and  cramping  the  judgments  of 
men,  swayed  by  temporal  interest,  had 
lent  their  spiritual  aid  to  the  great  and 
gathering  confederacy  :  for  Stephen 
Langton,  archbishop  of  Canterbury, 
who,  but  the  year  before,  in  the  chapter- 
house at  Winchester,  first  administering 
to  king  John,  the  solemn  oath,  by  which 
he  bound  himself  to  abolish  the  wicked 
H  6  and 
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and  reestablish  the  good  laws  of  his  pre- 
decessors, had  yielded  to  his  prayers,  his 
tears,  and  his  seeming  humility,  the 
grace  of  absolution — now,  inspired  by 
the  philanthropy  of  his  own  nature,  and 
by  his  zeal  for  the  public  good  : — for 
doubtless,  his  embryo  plan  of  reforma- 
tion gained  birth  in  great  and  generous 
principles : — secretly  maintained,  and  vi- 
gorously instigated  *the  nobles,  to  the 
open  vindication  of  their  liberties,  and 
the  firm  demand  of  their  just  rights. 

Several  meetings  had  already  strength- 
ened the  infant  bond  of  confederation  : 
and  when,  on  the  nineteenth  of  October, 
1214,  king  John — through  the  procure- 
ment of  the  earl  of  Chester,  and  the  me- 
diation  of  the  pope's  legate,  having  final- 
ly completed  a  truce  with  Philip  Au- 
gustus, to  last  for  five  entire  years,  from 
the  Thursday  in  September  after  the 
exaltation  of  the  holy  cross — returned 
with  all  his  followers  into  England; 
that  succeeding  first  of  November,  was 

appointed, 
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appointed,  under  colour  of  a  pious  pil- 
grimage to  the  monastery  of  St.  Ed- 
mund's-bury,  for  the  further  meeting  of 
the  primate  arid  the  chief  nobles  of  the 
kingdom. 

But  note  we  the  disembarkation  of 
king  John  and  his  beauteous  Isabel ;  or 
rather,  upon  the  borders  of  the  Welland, 
arnid  the  bowers  of  Heringworth,  tend 
we  the  bustle  of  preparation,  which  soon 
put  to  flight  all  the  vivid  dreams  of  love 
and  blessedness  which  youth  and  illusive 
fancy  had  devised.  The  arrival  of  the 
lord  George  de  Cantilupe  dissipated  the 
long  blank  of  inaction  :  the  king  had 
established  his  court  in  his  palace  at 
Westminster;  and  perhaps  it  was  the 
romantic  calling,  aiming  at  the  preser- 
vation of  the  captive  earl  de  la  March e, 
which  banished  care  from  the  brow  of 
Millicent,  even  on  the  eve  of  separa- 
tion from  her  lover :  certain  it  was,  she 
hailed  with  sportiveness  her  coming  visit 
to  the  court ;  spoke  of  the  new  call  up- 
on 
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on  her  fealty  with  pleasantry  and  hu- 
mour; and  when  alone  with  Matilda, 
bantered  her  growing  fears,  with  the  firm 
hope  of  a  prosperous  issue,  to  this  her 
first  act  of  policy. 

"  You  must  bear  me  fellowship,"  she 
exclaimed,  tenderly  regarding  her ;  "  you 
must  hie  with  me  to  London,  and  in  the 
revel  forget  this  listless  sorrow." 

Matilda  started;  her  glowing  cheek 
tokened  emotion  ;  her  eyes  beamed  re- 
proach.— "  Not  for  the  universe !"  she 
emphatically  pronounced.  "  No,  never 
will  I  voluntarily  seek  the  presence  of 
king  John." 

"  Not  in  the  cause  of  humanity  ?"  ask- 
ed Millicent — "  not  to  aid  the  noble  pri- 
soner in  Corfe  Castle?" 

Matilda  hesitated  for  a  moment,  then 
yielding  to  all  her  native  energy — "  Ay, 
to  rescue  the  earl  de  la  Marche,"  she  re- 
plied, "  willingly  would  I  martyr  every 
feeling  of  self:  but  how  effect  so  great 
deliverance?  —  how,  for  an  unknown 

nameless 
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nameless  being,  like  me,  to  forward  an 
adventure  so  fate-fraught  ?" 

"  Know  you  not,"  said  Millicent,  ea- 
gerly, "  that  the  rock  which  breasts  the 
flood,  may  be  sapped  and  undermined  by 
the  mere  drippings  of  the  land-spring?— 
that  the  citadel,  braving  the  havock  of  a 
siege,  may  surrender  to  the  skill  of  perse- 
vering policy?  Tarry  until  I  gain  the  ear 
of  the  royal  Isabel ;  and  perish  all  of  wo- 
man's ingenuity,  if  I  win  her  not  to  our 
party." 

"  And  when  of  our  party,"  returned 
Matilda,  "think  you,  the  relentless  John 
will  forego  the  pleasure  of  revenge  ?  I 
have  heard  he  never  pardons  those  he 
has  injured  :  how  then,  can  the  affianced 
husband  of  the  faithless  Isabel  hope  for 
pardon  at  his  hands  ?" 

"  The  king  loves  the  smiling  lure  to 
all  the  mischief,"  rejoined  Millicent ; 
"  and  man's  love,  alike  in  the  prince  and 
the  beggar,  subjects  him  to  woman's  hu- 
mour. Once  alive  to  the  cause  of  hu- 
manity 
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manity  and  honour,  who  shall  place 
bounds  to  female  influence  ?  I  tell  you, 
dear  Matilda,  and  I  found  my  creed  up- 
on human  nature;  if  the  royal  Isabel 
vouchsafe  her  interest,  the  chains  of  the 
earl  de  la  Marche,  be  they  of  iron  or 
steel,  will  snap  their  rivets !  And  she 
must  vouchsafe  her  interest — and  she 
will  vouchsafe  her  interest;  tor  conscience 
will  deal  forth  wounds;  and  the  mind 
will  revert  to  the  past,  and  the  heart 
will  bleed,  where  nought  but  wrong  and 
injustice  savour  the  actions.  Belike  she 
may  wear  smiles  upon  the  throne;  but 
in  the  solitude  of  the  closet,  who  can 
probe  the  gangrene  ?" 

Matilda  shuddered.  It  was  a  picture 
of  desolateness  which  stripped  prosperity 
of  every  blossom;  and  her  "  mind's  eye" 
traced  in  the  young  and  lovely  Isabel, 
the  withering  victim  of  remorse  and  care. 
She  saw  her  listless  in  the  midst  of  pomp 
and  adulation  ;  she  saw  the  "  worm  which 
dieth  not,"  coiling  around  the  seat  of 

life 
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life  and  promise,  spite  of  the  incitements 
which  man  calls  pleasure ;  she  saw  her 
blighted  amid  the  seeming  joys  of  for- 
tune ;  she  saw  her  inert  and  spiritless, 
amid  the  omnipotence  of  rule ! 

"  I  would  not  exchange  hearts,"  pur- 
sued Millicent,  heedless  of  the  emotion 
of  her  friend,  "  not  for  the  royal  purple 
— not  though  the  life  of  the  queen  of 
England,  were  spun  to  twice  the  allot- 
ment of  man." 

"  Neither  would  I  for  the  rule  of  the 
whole  world,"  fervently  exclaimed  Ma- 
tilda :  "  rather  would  I  wane  my  sum- 
mer midst  the  privations  of  the  cloister, 
and  sink  into  an  unmarked  grave,  than 
live  the  slave  of  lawless,  soulless  pas- 
sion." 

"  And  yet  there  are  thousands,"  re- 
marked Millicent,  "  who  borne  by  the 
tide  of  ambition,  and  dazzled  by  the 
rainbow-tints  of  splendour,  would  yield 
the  substance  for  the  shadow;  would, 
like  the  royal  Isabel,  forego  content,  for 

the 
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the  meteor- blaze  of  preeminence.  Alack ! 
it  is  a  strange  world ;  a  world,  made  up 
of  all  that  is  inconsistent  and  incongru- 
ous. The  lady  mother  of  St.  Mary  de 
la  Free,  likens  it  to  figures  on  the  sand, 
which  the  rising  tide,  or  the  sweeping 
blast,  effaces  and  destroys.  Ay,  and 
there  are  seasons,  when  such  is  its  falla- 
cy, that  even  I  can  read  its  emptiness 
and  despise  its  glittering  tinsel ;  even  I, 
can  weigh  its  profitless  pleasures,  and 
marvel  at  the  mere  thistle-down,  which 
in  man's  estimation  tells  so  heavy.  I 
wonden — I  have  often  wondered,  how, 
to  a  reflecting  mind,  any  thing  short  of 
eternity  can  rivet  the  heart  and  the 
wishes;  how  the  every-day  gusts  of  sense 
and  feeling,  can  veer  the  hopes,  and  co- 
lour the  destiny ;  how  the  light  casual- 
ties of  time  can  destroy  even  the  inte- 
rest; how  the " 

She  ceased,  for  the  lord  Eudo  de  la 
Zouch,  unobserved,  had  stolen  to  her 
side;  and  as  she  read  reproach  in  his 

eye, 
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eye,  wild  and  contradictory  emotion 
flushed  o'er  her  features.  He  smiled,  and 
she  recovered  all  her  self-possession. 

"  Methinks,"  he  whispered,  "  your 
system  is  better  in  the  figure  than  the 
practice.  Dearest  lady,  would  you  tram- 
ple upon  hearts? — would  you  annihilate 
all  of  feeling  ? — would  you  subvert  na- 
ture, and  bind  all  her  ordinances,  in  the 
dull,  cold  shackles  of  philosophy  ?  Ah, 
surely,"  and  he  spoke  with  tender  ener- 
gy, "  there  are  ties,  there  are  attractions, 
there  are  imperative  calls,  even  in  this 
barren  waste  life,  which  would  cost  much 
in  the  renunciation !" 

"  Belike,"  said  Millicent,  timidly,  "  I 
did  not  analyze  all  my  blessings."  And 
then  she  bent  her  blue  eyes  on  the  earth, 
for  gratitude  lived  in  the  glance  of  her 
lover.  "  Yet,  surely,"  and  she  rallied 
back  all  her  sportiveness,  "  'tis  a  philo- 
sophy fitly  fashioned  to  a  court ;  for  the 
language  of  the  heart  is  least  understood 
where  policy  sways  the  actions." 

w  Then 
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"  Then  why  brave  an  atmosphere  so 
ungenial  ?"  asked  De  la  Zouch — "  why 
thread  the  intricacies  of  such  a  laby- 
rinth? I  fear  me,  lovely  Millicent,  the 
adventure  will  reap  ought  save  recom- 
pence." 

"  I  fear  nought  save  my  own  ability," 
quick  rejoined  Millicent.  "  Accompa- 
nied by  my  friend,  and  protected  by  my 
father  and  brother " 

"  Your  brother,"  interrupted  sir  Eu- 
do,  "  on  the  festival  of  All-saints,  joins 
pilgrimage  to  St.  Edmund's-bury." 

"  Well  then,  beneath  the  fostering 
wing  of  my  natural  guardian,"  conclud- 
ed Millicent,  "  I  shall  be  safe,  as  though 
at  Heringworth." 

De  la  Zouch  thought  counter;  or  per- 
haps it  was  the  jealousy  of  love  which 
quickened  suspicion;  for — 

"  Ne'er  did  Grecian  chisel  trace, 
A  nymph,  a  naiad,  or  a  grace, 
Of  fairer  form,  or  lovelier  face  1" 

and  the  gallantries  of  king  John,  from 

the 
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the  palace  to  the  cottage,  were  prover- 
bial, spite  of  the  hold  which  his  wedded 
Isabel  held  upon  his  affections.  He  fear- 
ed to  resolve  the  shudder  which  crept 
over  him  at  the  remembered  degradation 
of  many  a  noble  family ;  and  more  he 
feared  to  give  speech  to  thought,  for  his 
feelings  told  him,  death  must  ride  upon 
the  blast  of  such  a  mildew. 

"  And  When  this  pilgrimage  shall 
end,"  asked  Millicent,  wondering  at  the 
sudden  gloom  which  lowered  on  his 
brow ;  "  when  dismissed  with  the  blessing 
of  the  pious  Langton — will  not  you — will 
not  my  brother,  seek  us  in  the  court 
revel  ?" 

"  Perchance,"  and  De  la  Zouch  strove 
at  cheerfulness,  "  the  like  fairy  spell  may 
bind  us ;"  and  as  he  spoke  he  glanced  at 
the  silent,  pensive  Matilda  :  but  she  had 
no  ear,  no  heart  for  pleasantry :  her 
mind  was  complicated  ;  her  thoughts 
dwelt  on  the  strange  destiny  which  felt 
to  impel  her  to  the  court  of  king  John. 

"  Then 
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"  Then  we  may  tarry  your  presence," 
replied  Millicent,  "and  count  on  your 
fealty." 

"  Your  presence"  and  sir  Eudo  spoke 
emphatically,  "  will  ever  be  my  heart's 
sole  rallying  point." 

Millicent  blushed  and  smiled,  and  she 
turned  to  her  friend ;  but  Matilda  was 
still  lost  in  her  own  sad  fancies. — "  I 
would  we  could  pour  life  and  joy  into 
yon  fair  statue !"  she  resumed,  after  the 
pause  of  a  moment.  "  What  wage  you, 
my  lord,  that  the  shifting  scenes  of  busy 
life  prove  not  the  ablest  antidote?" 

"  Will  she  join  in  the  buzzing  throng 
gathering  around  the  flame  of  royalty  ?" 
questioned  De  la  Zouch.  "  Will  she 
voluntarily  mingle  in  the  soulless  crowd 
of  speculating  courtiers  ?" 

"  I  do  trust  so — I  do  hope  so !"  But 
Millicent  uttered  her  hopes  rather  than 
her  belief;  for  she  met  the  dark  eyes  of 
Matilda ;  and  she  read  in  those  eyes,  and 

in 
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in  those  speaking  features,  the  futility  of 
trust  and  hope. 

"  I  will  to  London,"  firmly  pronoun- 
ced Matilda — "  I  will  abide  with  you 
in  the  purlieus  of  the  court :  but  never, 
save  upon  life  or  death,  will  I  into  the 
presence  of  king  John.  Bear  with  me, 
dearest  Millicent.  My  better  feelings, 
my  sense  of  duty,  all  bid  me  shun  the 
known  enemy  of  my  race." 

"  I  take  you  at  your  word,"  said  Mil- 
licent, good-humouredly.  "  Hie  with 
me  to  London,  and  be  all  other  to  chance 
and  circumstances." 

The  grand  epoch  of  introduction  in 
the  life  of  a  young  and  noble  female, 
then,  as  now,  called  for  thought  and 
preparation.  Heretofore,  Millicent  had 
known  no  world  beyond  the  convent  of 
St.  Mary  de  la  Free,  and  Hering worth  : 
like  the  lark,  she  had  carolled  in  glad 
sportiveness :  caprice  and  inclination,  her 
bias  and  her  guide :  now,  she  was  to 
seek  new  associates,  to  mingle  in  new 

scenes : 
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scenes :  impulse  was  to  be  exchanged 
for  policy,  and  art  was  to  supersede  na- 
ture :  she  was  to  bow  at  the  footstool  of 
majesty,  and  crave,  at  the  hands  of  her 
liege  lady,  the  meed  of  commendation. 
From  the  cradle,  alike  the  creature  of 
propelling  feeling  and  the  idol  of  a  dot- 
ing father,  her  wishes  and  her  fancies 
had  been  studied  and  approved :  she  had 
been  the  modeller  of  more  than  her  own 
actions ;  and  now,  that  inclination  willed 
to  the  court,  as  heretofore,  the  baron  de 
Cantilupe  strove  to  pile  up  the  full  mea- 
sure of  her  wishes.  The  suburbs  of  Lon- 
don was  to  be  her  abiding-place;  and 
the  baroness  of  Montfitchett,  the  noble 
dame,  to  bear  her  through  the  ordeal  of 
presentation. 

"  I  must  think  alone  of  the  captive  in 
Corfe  Castle,"  said  Millicent,  when  trans- 
ported to  the  green  and  fertile  banks  of 
the  Thames,  she  stood,  with  Matilda, 
facing  the  evening  breeze,  and  listening 

to 
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to  the  ripple  of  a  high  tide.  "  To-mor- 
row, when  I  gaze  upon  the  royal  Isabel, 
not  all  the  blaze  of  her  splendour,  must 
shut  out  the  wan  and  wasted  image  of 
the  earl  de  la  Marche," 

"  To-morrow !"  repeated  Matilda. 
"  Surely,  you  will  not  adventure  to-mor- 
row. " 

"  No — no — only  into  the  presence," 
returned  Millicent.  "  I  must  take  time, 
and  watch  for  opportunity." 

"  'Tis  a  wild  project !"  thoughtfully 
remarked  Matilda ;  "  and  much  I  fear 
the  effort  will  prove  vain." 

Millicent  looked  more  than  usually 
grave;  she  paused  for  many  moments; 
then  suddenly — "  To-night,""  she  said, 
"  I  feel  like  one  venturing  upon  ice:  be- 
like, to-morrow,  I  may  awaken  with  a 
new  heart.  Sure,  Heaven  will  vouch- 
safe strength,  where  the  motive  is  sheer 
pity.  I  never  beheld  this  Hugh  le  Brun: 
but  were  he  old  and  ugly,  still  would  I 
dare  the  venture." 

VOL.  II.  I  «  It 
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"It  matters  not  the  outward  seem- 
ing," observed  Matilda:  "  oppression 
calls  for  reprobation  and  redress." 

"  My  dear  father,"  quick  resumed 
Millicent,  "  thinks  I  come  here  for  lack 
of  other  pastime :  but,  on  my  life,  I 
come  to  play  the  heroine  !  Breathe  it 
not  to  the  winds,"  lowering  her  voice 
to  a  whisper — "  L  will  labour  hard  for 
the  smile  of  the  royal  Isabel :  and  when 
I  have  reaped  that  smile,  and  won  the 
indulgence  of  her  ear,  at  her  bidding, 
will  I  ford  a  river,  or  scale  a  prison." 

"  You !"  exclaimed  the  amazed  Ma- 
tilda— "  Ah,  surely,  you  rate  your  pow- 
ers too  highly." 

"  I,  in  my  representative;  in  sir  Eudo 
de  la  Zouch,  or  my  brother  George." 

"  Alas  !"  and  Matilda  gazed  on  the 
glowing  cheeks  of  the  heroic  girl,"  should 
the  enterprise  fail;  should  disappoint- 
ment mar  the  hopes,  and  discovery  drag 
down  ruin  ;  should " 

Millicent  clung  to  her  arm :  those 

glowing 
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glowing  cheeks  faded  to  clay,  and  every 
Jimb  trembled.  It  was  the  first  time 
such  a  possibility  had  crossed  her;  and 
the  fear  of  endangering  the  safety  of 
those  she  loved,  of  involving  the  liberty, 
perhaps,  the  lives  of  her  kindred,  rose  in 
such  hydra  array,  that  all  of  heroism  va- 
nished. "  I  am  a  very  woman,"  she  fal- 
tered, "  spite  of  my  vain  boasting.  Dear 
Matilda,  you  have  made  a  cowafd  of 
me— I  could  dare  overthrow  in  any  other 
shape." 

"  'Tis  fitting  we  compute  all  of  pos- 
sible contingency,"  said  Matilda.  "  In 
a  generous  cause,  I  would  not  scare  your 
ardour;  but  I  would  awaken  caution, 
and  rein  in  impulse.  I  would  implore 
you,  in  this  new  world  in  which  you  are 
about  to  mingle,  to  mistrust  others,  to 
close  lock  the  secrets  of  your  own 
breast." 

"  It  is  indeed  a  new  world,"  sighed 

Millicent,    glancing  o'er   the    turreted 

walls  of  many  a  fair  domain,  enriched 
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with  glowing  sunset,  and  spreading  to 
the  water's  edge: — for  beside  Bath-house, 
Durham-house,  the  Savoy,  the  Temple, 
and  the  house  of  the  Carmelites,  many 
a  castle,  and  stately  edifice,  belonging  to 
the  temporal  and  spiritual  nobility,  dot- 
ting the  Thames'  banks,  lay  betwixt 
London  and  Westminster.  "  A  world," 
she  pursued,  "  so  full  of  change  and  sub- 
tilty,  that  much  I  marvel  at  my  own 
hardihood.  Yet  methinks,  with  caution, 
and  foresight,  and  due  policy,  with  God's 
good  grace,  I  may  launch  upon  the 
ocean  of  ad  venture,  and  steer  safe  through 
the  shallows,  without  involving  the  ho- 
nour and  safety  of  my  family." 

"  Can  you,"  eagerly  demanded  Matil- 
da, "submit  yourself  to  the  check-rein  of 
caution  ? — can  you  lay  violence  on  your 
own  feelings,  and  curb  the  ebullitions  of 
overflowing  sensibility  ?" 

"  I  do  think  I  can — I  do  believe  I 
can,"  answered  Millicent,  "  where  more 
than  life  hangs  pendent.  Come  another 

sunset, 
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sunset,  and  I  shall  feel  the  foundation- 
stone  of  my  hopes ;  for  in  the  eyes,  the 
looks,  the  manners  of  the  royal  Isabel, 
I  shall  read  the  doom  of  the  earl  de  la 
Marche." 

Matilda  shook  her  head. — "  To-mor- 
row, I  grant  you,"  she  remarked,  "  you 
will  behold  the  royal  Isabel  in  all  the 
splendour  of  her  regal  state ;  to-morrow, 
you  will  see  the  queen,  not  the  woman. 
'Tis  in  retirement,  'tis  in  the  circle  of 
familiar  friends,  'tis  when  despoiled  of 
purple  and  fine  linen,  that  the  heart,  the 
genuine  nature  stands  revealed." 

"  True,"  said  Matilda—"  I  have  heard 
that  the  court  changes  the  manners  and 
the  feelings,  that  it  stagnates  the  im- 
pulses, and  sheds  ice  upon  the  heart ; 
yet  I  cannot  withhold  reliance  on  to- 
morrow's introduction.  Oh,  no !  I  shall 
go  to  the  court,  prepared  and  wary — I 
shall  think  of  nought  save  the  earl  de  la 
Marche — I  shall  see  nought  save  his 
once-affianced  Isabel.  Her  self-posses- 
i  3  sion 
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sion  will  not  cozen  me  into  the  belief  of 
her  happiness;  neither  will  her  smile 
give  token  of  content." 

"  And  what  would  the  certainty  of 
her  misery  yield?"  questioned  Matilda 
— "  what  would  the  knowledge  of  her 
remorse  achieve  ?" 

"  Much  —  much,"  eagerly  resumed 
Millicent :  "  it  would  speak  her  penitent 
for  the  past ;  it  would  tacitly  shew  the 
life  of  the  man  she  had  injured  worthy 
the  venture  of  preservation.  If  I  should 
trace  one  sigh — if  I  should  decipher  one 
indication  of  mental  ailment,  I  shall 
pray  for  her,  and  pity  her,  and,  per- 
chance, urge  her  to  the  only  restitution 
which  remains :  for  come  what  may,  I 
will  court  her  gracious  notice ;  and  wind- 
ing myself  into  her  coveted  favour,  tar- 
ry,  with  due  patience,  the  season  fitted 
for  enterprise." 

"  It  is  a  vain,  a  futile  reliance,"  thought 
Matilda;  but  she  uttered  not  her  thoughts; 
for  she  read  enthusiasm  in  the  glowing 

features 
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features  of  her  friend,  and  she  feared  to 
dissolve  the  buoyant  dream  of  her  ar- 
dent fancy:  she  read,  too,  satisfaction 
and  delight  in  the  anticipated  liberation 
of  a  stranger,  of  a  man,  whose  wrongs 
and  endurance  had  awakened  such  active 
sympathy;  and  she  respected  the  mo- 
tive, and  she  venerated  the  principle, 
although,  as  her  eye  measured  the  slight 
and  sylph-like  form  beside  her,  she  could 
but  marvel  at  the  solitary  instance  of 
disinterested  magnanimity. 

The  terrace  upon  which  they  were 
walking,  bold,  and  broad,  o'ertopped  the 
Thames  :  richly  varied  were 

"  '1  he  tints  of  the  earth,  aud  the  hues  of  the  sky  ;" 

for  though  the  sun  had  sunk  in  a  flood 
of  golden  fire,  light  and  flaky  clouds 
still  bore  the  rich  burnish  of  his  glory  : 
the  full  tide  rippled  beneath  the  even- 
ing  breeze ;  and  on  the  opposite  banks, 
dappled  with  the  searing  influence  of 
autumn, 

14-  "  Shade 
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"  Shade  above  shade,  a  woody  theatre 
Of  stateliest  view," 

closed  in  the  outline. 

Matilda  sighed  as  she  scanned  "  the 
beautiful,  the  wild  :"  thought  exchanged 
the  picture,  and  the  Gartampe,  in  all  its 
wilder  solitude,  revived :  she  saw  her 
own  rose-enclustered  home ;  she  saw  her 
father,  she  saw  the  palmer,  steering 
through  every  threat  of  peril ! — Milli- 
cent,  too,  had  shut  out  surrounding 
things;  had  surmounted  every  obstacle 
—had  filed  away  the  bars — had  given 
light  and  freedom  to  the  captive ! 

Suddenly,  as  though  from  the  depths 
below,  a  strain  of  magic  harmony  snatch- 
ed them  back  to  the  Thames'  side.  It 
was  a  strain,  soft,  and  low,  and  full  of 
sweetness ;  a  strain,  to 

"  Take  the  prison'd  soul,  and  lap  it  in  Elysium;" 

and  it  swelled,  and  it  vibrated,  and  it 
died,  and  it  melted  away,  like  the  soft- 
est breeze  of  summer  even !  Arm  in 
arm  they  pressed  to  the  edge  of  the  ter- 
race; 
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race ;  they  bent  over  the  low  parapet,  at 
the  instant  that  a  gilded  barge  glided 
down  the  stream.  It  tokened  of  splen- 
dour and  of  pleasure  ;  for  many  a  silken 
pennon  floated  in  the  light  wind,  and 
tints  of  rainbow  brightness  mingled  in 
gay  assemblage.  As  the  barge  neared 
the  spot  on  which  they  stood,  timid  and 
bashful  they  shrunk  back;  for  a  stranger 
knight,  habited  in  the  splendid  vest- 
ments of  nobility,  with  jewelled  cap  and 
waving  plume,  sprung  erect,  and  press- 
ing to  the  stern  of  the  boat,  as  if  to  cling 
upon  the  last  look,  bent  eagerly  and 
wistfully  towards  them.  Millicent  con- 
jured recognition  and  transport — Matil- 
da, without  knowing  why,  felt  a  death- 
chill  at  her  heart.  The  next  instant, 
and  the  sound  of  merriment  tokened  of 
banter ; — the  next,  and  the  music  struck 
up  a  lively  measure: — the  next,  and 
the  next,  and  the  barge,  lessening  in  dis- 
tance, looked  as  a  darkened  speck  in  the 
stream. 

i  5  CHAP- 


178  BUNNEMEDE. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


"  Bright,  as  a  meteor  in  the  sky, 
She  shines  within  her  circle. 
Loveliest,  fairest,  gentlest,  best — 
A  sun  amid  the  stars  !" 

ALAS  !  how  wayward,  how  dissatisfied 
is  human  nature !  Unskilled  in  the  art 
of  extracting  happiness  from  surround- 
ing objects,  diligently  do  we  toil  to  con- 
vert them  into  misery  ! 

Scarce  had  the  lady  Millicent  descend- 
ed to  the  summons  of  the  baroness  of 
Mpntfitchett — scarce  had  the  "  Gpd  speed 
thee !"  parted  from  the  lips  of  Matilda, 
when  alone  and  lonely,  she  became  the 
victim  of  new  fears  and  new  anxieties, 
gelf-blame  tortured  in  the  dreaded  in- 
caution  of  Millicent :  she  knew  the  ar- 
dour of  her  nature,  and  she  trembled 

lest 
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lest  impulse  should  hurry  into  snare. 
Wofully  did  she  reproach  her  own  inert- 
ness ;  for  though  she  had  never  urged  to 
the  romantic  expedient,  still  had  she  be- 
come the  implied  auxiliary,  in  withhold- 
ing all  knowledge  from  the  baron  de 
Cantilupe.  All  that  rumour  had  ever 
bruited  of  the  queen,  spoke  her  selfish 
and  heartless;  the  slave  of  mad  ambU 
tion,  and  the  creature  of  computing  in- 
terest. Might  she  not  then  abuse  the 
confidence  of  a  too  trusting  nature  ? — 
might  she  not  turn  the  ebullitions  of  ge- 
nerous feeling,  against  the  philanthropic 
bosom  which  had  given  them  harbour? 
Yes,  she  might  tangle  in  a  snare,  top 
specious  for  youthful  foresight ;  she 
might  play  upon  the  easy  heart,  and 
hug  into  toil: — like  the  dexterous  spider, 
watchful  of  the  foredoomed  fly,  she  might 
trap  in  the  silken  mesh  of  her  own  weav- 
ing ;  she  might  cast  around  her  artless, 
her  unsuspecting  victim,  threads,  so  sub- 
tle, and  so  twisted,  that  to  snap  the 
i  6  rivet, 
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rivet,  would  be  to  cozen  fate.  She  pic- 
tured, in  the  possible  discovery  of  king 
John,  in  the  burst  of  his  jealous  fury,  and 
in  the  ready  abnegation  of  the  once  per- 
fidious Isabel,  ruin  to  her  friend — ruin, 
inevitable  ruin,  to  all  of  the  race  of  De 
Cantilupe.  She  thought  of  the  murder- 
ed family  of  the  baron  de  Brause,  and 
her  dread  soon  gathered  to  agony. 

Each  moment  did  the  danger  seem  to 
thicken,  and  each  moment  did  the  forti- 
tude and  the  nerves  of  Matilda  relax;  she 
felt  sensations,  unaccountable  and  new ; 
she  felt,  as  though  misfortune  was  about 
to  fall  and  crush  her:  and  when  Millicent, 
with  a  light  heel,  and  lighter  heart,  trip- 
ped gaily  into  the  apartment ;  when  re- 
turning from  the  court  revel,  she  bore 
back  nought  save  smiles  and  joy — those 
smiles,  and  that  joy,  faded  in  the  dire 
contrast  which  met  her  greeting.  More 
than  the  dream  of  jaundiced  fancy  spoke 
in  the  fixed  pale  features  of  her  friend : 

she 
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she  read  a  tale  of  woe-fraught  meaning ; 
and  eagerly  did  she  question,  and  fear- 
fully did  she  listen.  A  burst  of  tears, 
and  Matilda  tried  to  smile  at  her  own 
conjured  catalogue  of  ills ;  a  glowing 
blush  strengthened  the  acknowledgment 
of  her  weakness,  and  Millicent  again  re- 
covered all  her  sportiveness. 

"  Grant  me  time,  and  grant  me  pa- 
tience," she  exclaimed,  in  reply  to  the 
inquiries  of  Matilda,  "  and  like  a  true 
chronicler,  from  the  moment  I  parted 
from  your  side,  will  I  recount  even  looks 
and  gestures.  Yet  I  cry  pardon ;  not 
looks,  either ;  for  never  can  I  do  justice 
to  the  looks  of  the  queen  of  England  ! 
Fancy  a  creature,  more  beautiful  than 
aught  of  breathing  earth  !  fancy  the 
smile  of  an  angel !  fancy  a  mien,  so  cour- 
teous, and  so  gracious,  that  it  dissemi- 
nates the  benignity  within  !  fancy  all 
that  the  wildest  fancy  can  encompass ; 
and  on  rny  life,  then,  even  then,  will 
you  fall  short  of  the  outward  seeming  of 

this 


182  RUNNEMEDE. 

this  rare  Isabel !  Never  again  will  I  join 
in  the  general  censure — No,  no,  she 
could  not  nip  the  hopes  of  love ;  she 
could  not  be  the  voluntary  alien  to  du- 
ty :  she  must  have  been  forced,  or  co- 
zened into  foul  play ;  for  her  eye,  the 
herald  of  the  heart,  is  all  sensibility  and 
innocence !" 

"  Doubtless,  the  earl  de  la  Marche 
thought  her  so,"  observed  Matilda. 
"  The  firmer  the  reliance,  the  keener  the 
perfidy." 

"  I  cannot  couple  perfidy  with  the 
royal  Isabel,"  quick  rejoined  Millicent. 
"  You  must  see  her  yourself,  Matilda, 
and  you  too  will  acquit  of  sinister  de- 
sign." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Matilda,  earnestly  : 
"  the  wife  of  king  John,  as  the  court  of 
king  John,  are  alike  barred  to  my  ap- 
proach." 

"  True ;  but  chance  may  effect  what 
inclination  wills  not :  like  unto  my  own, 
your  prejudices  may  fade,  as  mists  in  the 

sunshine." 
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sunshine."  Matilda  only  sighed.  "  But 
to  unthread  the  court  maze,"  pursued 
Millicent,  after  the  pause  of  a  moment. 
M  When  I  joined  the  baroness  of  Mont- 
fitchett,  my  face  and  my  bosom  were  of 
one  livery ;  for  the  goblin  Fear  chased 
away  the  blood,  and  I  felt  as  one  on  the 
eve  of  martyrdom.  In  vain  the  baroness 
strove  to  reassure  ;  in  vain  she  spoke  of 
the  graciousness  of  the  queen,  of  the  la- 
titude of  indulgence.  As  we  neared  the 
awful  walls  of  Westminster,  my  very 
pulse  grew  audible,  and  I  would  have 
joyfully  pledged  my  rich  court  suit  to 
have  been  safe  in  the  woods  of  Hering- 
worth.  God  help  me!  I  scarce  know 
how  I  mounted  the  state  staircase :  and 
when  the  names  of  the  baroness  of 
Montfitchett  and  the  lady  Millicent  de 
Cantilupe  knolled  like  a  church  knell — 
when  I  crossed  into  the  presence-cham- 
ber, even  my  Quixotic  enterprise  min- 
gled in  the  general  chaos.  The  first  ac- 
cent which  brought  warm  life  into  the 

breathing 
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breathing  statue,  was  the  sarcasm  of  a 
stranger. — '  Pretty  coward,  she  looks 
fitter  for  the  mort-cloth.'  I  looked  up, 
and  met  the  keen  eyes  of  an  antiquated 
dowager.  Pride  and  spirit  wrestled ; 
my  face  lost  its  deathlike  hue  ;  I  smiled 
with  something  like  assurance  :  nay,  I 
even  dared  a  glance  around  :  and  when 
I  saw  many,  as  young  in  years,  moving 
with  ease  and  freedom,  I  blushed  for  my 
own  rustic  shame.  The  conflict  of  a  mo- 
ment was  repaid  with  a  rich  harvest  of 
self-possession.  I  could  mark — I  could 
almost  analyze  the  feelings  of  the  sur- 
rounding worldlings — I  could  peer  into 
their  very  natures — I  could  see,  how, 
like  giddy  moths,  they  hovered  and  flut- 
tered within  the  bright  circlet  of  regal 
splendour :  yes,  and  home  lessons  on  hu- 
man degeneracy  could  I  have  elicited ; 
and  a  whole  catalogue  of  moral  apho- 
risms could  I  have  strung,  had  not  the 
silver  accent  of  the  royal  Isabel,  rivetted 
all  my  thoughts  and  all  my  interest. 

The 
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The  queen,  more  lovely  than  any  queen 
since  Helen  tempted  Troy's  destruction  ! 
was  habited  in  a  velvet  robe  of  purple, 
embroidered  with  golden  berries ;  a  zone 
of  diamonds  clasped  her  slender  waist ; 
and  a  fillet,  sparkling  with  the  like  pre- 
cious gems,  partially  confined  the  rich 
clusters  of  her  beautiful  hair!  I  bent 
my  knee,  and  she  extended  a  hand 
whiter  than  snow  :  and  when  I  met  her 
full- orbed  eye,  I  traced  such  beamy  soft- 
ness, such  scintillations  of  her  inward 
spirit,  that  I  felt  every  thought  I  had 
ever  harboured  to  her  prejudice,  every 
random  word  I  had  ever  incautiously 
uttered,  a  mortal  offence  against  nature. 
Yes,  dear  Matilda,  that  one  glance  melt- 
ed all  the  ice  of  policy  :  had  I  been  un- 
seen by  prying  eyes,  again  should  I  have 
cast  myself  at  her  feet,  and  besought  her 
to  act  as  she  looked — all  angel.  Doubt- 
less, she  marked  the  fast  glowing  and 
fading  of  my  cheek  ;  for  she  smiled  me 
to  her  side,  and  she  uttered  such  sweet 

words 
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words  of  conciliation  and  favour,  that  I 
grew  in  boldness  a  very  courtier.  She 
asked  of  the  length  of  my  sojourn  with- 
in the  precincts  of  the  palace :  and  when 
I  measured  it  to  the  calls  on  my  loyalty 
and  service,  she  smiled  anew,  and  all  my 
agitation  and  all  my  bashfulness  vanished. 
Well  might  the  king  marvel  at  her  beau- 
ty ;  well  might  he  gaze,  and  adore,  and 
forswear  all  other ;  well  might  he " 

'*  And  the  earl  de  la  Marche,"  inter- 
rupted Matilda. 

Millicent  looked  more  than  usually 
grave.—**  On  my  life,"  she  resumed, 
"  the  queen  is  a  victim  rather  than  an 
auxiliary  !  Sometimes,  like  clouds  in 
summer,  I  saw  thought  upon  her  brow  : 
but  she  lives  in  the  world— and  the  world 
spreads  bright  flowers  over  the  deepest 
chasms." 

"  It  may  be  so,"  returned  Matilda : 
**  but  to  smile  and  look  gay,  when  a  dun- 
geon is  the  boundary,  and  straw  the  bed 
of  her  once-affianced  bridegroom.  No, 

no, 
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no,  I  cannot  acquit  of  want  of  feeling, 
and  want  of  faith." 

"  Bear  in  mind,"  implored  Millicent, 
eager  to  exculpate  her  new  idol,  "  that 
through  life  we  are  the  slaves  of  circum- 
stances; that  in  the  world  there  is  much 
of  treachery  and  double-dealing ;  that 
the  earl  of  Angoulesme  sided  with  the 
king  of  England  ;  that  art,  and  persua- 
sion, and  perchance  menace,  severed  the 
bond  of  early  faith.  Tarry  until  you 
have  seen  her ;  tarry  until  you  have 
heard  her,  and  then " 

"  Perchance,"  again  interrupted  Ma- 
tilda, "  she  may  charm  my  senses  also." 

"  Ay,  and  lure  you  to  acquittal,  whe- 
ther you  will  or  no,"  rejoined  Millicent. 

"  Then  must  I  keep  clear  of  the  ma- 
gic circle,  nor  tempt  the  hazard,  where 
I  know  the  snare.  But  proceed,  dear 
Millicent.  A  true  chronicler  notes 
more  than  the  mere  bait  of  perishable 
beauty." 

"  True,  and  I  too  would  note  all 

which 
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which  merits  noting,"  said  Millicent : 
"  but  the  light  nothings  of  conversation 
pall  upon  interest ;  and  what  amid  the 
motley  group  of  the  young,  the  gay,  the 
thoughtless,  and  the  idle,  can  furnish 
wheat  to  the  gleaner?  The  pressing 
throng  of  courtiers,  emulous  of  notice, 
soon  divorced  me  from  the  side  of  the 
charming  queen  of  the  revel ;  and  at- 
tending the  baroness  of  Montfitchett, 
I  returned  hither,  with  no  other  point 
achieved,  than  the  certain  conviction, 
that  the  royal  Isabel,  needs  but  the  fa- 
vouring moment,  to  become,  in  one,  the 
friend  and  the  rescuer  of  the  injured. 
And  now,  I  pray  you,  let's  to  the  ter- 
race: methinks  the  breeze  will  blow 
away  the  court- haze,  for  I  am  sick  and 
weary  of  form  and  folly.  Heigh-ho  !  I 
would  we  were  both  on  the  banks  of  the 
Welland,  if  only  to  seek  pastime  with 
Adam  Morley  and  my  dear  nurse !" 

As  she  spoke  she  rose  from  the  settle; 
but  scarce  had  she  reached  the  centre  of 

the 
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the  chamber,  when  the  chords  of  a  harp 
sounded  from  the  court-yard  below. 

"  Gramercy  !  but  we  live  in  fairy 
land !  Last-night  upon  the  river  ;  to- 
night  " 

"  Whist !  whist !"  said  Matilda,  and 
then  she  ceased,  to  listen. 

"  Love  is  like  the  loveliest  rose, 
That  in  the  morning  sweetest  blows; 
Light  bending  o'er  its  thorny  stem, 
And  burnish'd  with  night's  dewy  gem. 

"  And  love  is  like  the  tallest  tree, 
That  in  the  forest  rises  free  ; — 
for  like  the  tallest  tree,  love  spires, 
And  dares  the  blaze  of  heaven's  fires. 

**  Love  too  is  like  the  lowliest  flow'r, 
That  drinks  the  dew  of  April  show'r; — 
For  like  the  lowliest  flower  shed, 
A  smile,  as  sunshine,  rears  it  head  !" 

Millicent  threw  aside  the  casement ; 
she  looked  upon  the  court-yard  below  : 
the  still  glories  of  the  west  were  fast  dis- 
appearing, yet  did  a  ruddy  ray  seem  to 
linger  upon  the  picturesque  figure  which 

met 
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rnet  her  eye.  It  was  a  tall  bending 
form,  wrapped  in  a  torn  gabardine  ;  his 
head  muffled  in  a  serge  cap,  and  his  griz- 
zled beard  sweeping  to  his  middle. 

"  A  wandering  minstrel,"  said  Milli- 
cent ;  and  quick  blowing  a  silver  whis- 
tle— (for  in  those  dark  days,  before  the 
refinement  of  bells  were  known  in  Eng- 
land, the  ladies  possessed  no  other  means 
of  summoning  their  domestics) — she  or- 
dered him  before  them. — "  I  lack  pas- 
time," she  pursued  ;  "  and  for  a  song, 
we  will  barter  a  dole  and  a  night's  lodg- 
ing. To  the  buttery  first" — addressing 
the  minstrel — "  and  then,  old  man,  we 
crave  the  grace  of  a  ballad." 

The  stranger  bowed  his  head. — "  I 
have  broken  bread  in  the  cottage,  and 
slacked  my  thirst  in  the  brook,"  he  said 
— "  Lady,  I  await  thy  bidding."  But 
though  his  attention  thus  seemingly 
rested  on  Millicent,  his  eyes  were  fixed 
on  the  unconscious  Matilda. 

"  Perchance,  father" — and  Matilda 

yielded 
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yielded  to  all  her  native  sweetness — 
"  you  have  journeyed  far,  and  need  the 
comfort  of  repose." 

"  Mine  has  been  a  life  of  wandering," 
feelingly  replied  the  minstrel—"  Here, 
lady,  my  wanderings  find  rest."  And 
then  again  he  turned  towards  Millicent, 
and  silently  bent  over  his  harp. 

"  A  ballad — I  pray  you,  a  ballad,  good 
father,"  urged  Millicent. 

"  A  ballad,"  repeated  the  stranger, 
musing;  "  a  ballad,  lady,  about  true 
love." 

"  No,  no,  about  false  love,"  laughing 
— "  I  would  that  false  love  be  ever  con- 
fined to  song !" 

"  It  looks  so  fair ; 

It  blooms  so  brig'  t : 
And  when  you  think  to  gain  it  qui  e. 
It  fades,  ami  vanishes  from  sighi" — 

sung  the  minstrel. 

"  Ay,  but  that  is  no  ballad,"  exclaim- 
ed Millicent.  "  I  pray  you,  good  father, 
a  ballad." 

«  A  ballad, 
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"  A  ballad,  and  upon  false  love,"  again 
repeated  the  stranger.    "  'Tis  an  unfitly 

theme,    fair    lady ;    yet "    and    he 

struck  a  few  low  notes  of  his  harp,  and 
he  sung : 

"  The  sky  was  dark,  the  bleak  wind  howled, 

Along  the  deary  cheerless  waste  : 
Murder  heneath  the  dank  cliffs  scowled, 
And  famish'd  wolves  in  anger  growled, 

Speeding  the  wilder'd  trav'ler's  haste. 

"  Forests  of  pine  in  sombre  hue, 

On  either  side  their  branches  spread  ; 
Beneath  whose  gloom  the  darnel  grew, 
And  nightshade  steeped  in  evening  dew, 
O'er  the  lone  path  their  poison  shed. 

**  And  deep  and  solemn  was  the  sound, 
Of  troubled  waters  dashing  high  ; — 

Waters,  whose  force  a  passage  found, 

Then  broke  upon  the  flinty  ground, 
And  toss'd  their  eddies  to  the  sky. 

"  Yet  onward  still  poor  Agnes  press'd, 
And  fearful  cast  her  streaming  eyes 

Around,  to  seek  some  place  of  rest ; 

Some  cabin  fair,  in  plenty  dress'd, 
To  hush  to  rest  her  troubled  sighs. 

"  But 
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"  But  still  no  cot,  no  roof  appeur'd ; 

No  spirmg  smoke,  no  beacon  bright; 
No  cheating  hope  her  footsteps  steer'd, 
Nor  o'er  the  fearful  darkness  glared, 

One  cheering  stream  of  borrow'd  light. 

"  Not  e'en  the  starry  gem  so  gay, 

The  glow-worm,  dappling  oft  the  sod — 

Dispensing  round  its  meteor-ray, 

Which  fades  before  the  coming  day — 
Varied  the  path  o'er  which  she  trod. 

"  Save  boding  sounds,  save  funeral  yew. 

Nought  else  was  heard— nought  else  was  seen  : 

The  owlet,  screaming  as  it  flew, 

Full  many  a  deathlike  echo  drew  : 
The  raven  croaked  along  the  green. 

«  % 

«  Poor  Agnes  wept,  and  pray'd,  and  sigh'd ; 

And  dropt  upon  each  bead  a  tear  : 
And  when,  as  phantom,  swift,  she  hied, 
Her  heart  within  her  bosom  died, 

And  ev'ry  limb  was  bleach'd  with  fear. 

"  For  ah  !  a  busy  train  of  woes, 

Press'd  sore  upon  her'burning  brain ; 
Fancy's  wild  tumult  quick  arose, 
Midst  which  reproach  full  often  grows, 

locking  calm  reason  to  restrain. 
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"  And  as  she  eyed  the  crested  moon — 

And  as  she  paused  beneath  ihe  shade — 
Her  fancy  peopled  wide  the  gloom, 
With  forms,  as  from  the  silent  tomb, 
By  superstition's  magic  made. 

"  Forms,  which  on  aching  mem'ry  press'd ; 
Forms,  which  e'en  time  had  ne'er  effac'd 
The  sword  which  pierc'd " 


"  Not  of  swords — not  of  murder,"  in- 
terrupted Millicent.  "  Marry  !  we  shall 
dream  of  graves,  and  owls,  and  night- 
shade. I  pray  you,  one  distich  of  hope 
and  joy,  to  savour  the  doleful  ditty." 

"  False  love  ever  doles  sorrow  and 
broken  hearts,"  observed  the  minstrel. 
"  Tis  the  last  theme  I  should  cull  for 
fair  maidens." 

"  Yet  would  I  crave  further  of  the 
poor  Agnes;"  and  Matilda's  tender  heart 
lived  in  her  eyes. 

"  Be  it  at  sunrise  then,"  said  Milli- 
cent, gaily,  "  when  ghosts  troop  back  to 
churchyards." 

"  And  why  not  now  ?"  urged  Matil- 
da— 
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da — "  why  not  of  her  sufferings  ? — why 
not  of  her  fate?  Methinks  I  could 
listen  until  midnight !  The  sword,  good 
father — I  pray  you,  whose  bosom  did  it 
pierce  ?" 

The  smile  and  the  rich  glow  upon  the 
cheek  of  the  minstrel,  tokened  exulta- 
tion and  transport;  yet  did  he  bend  his 
eyes  upon  the  ground  to  hide  their  fire, 
as  softly  he  pronounced — "  'Tis  fiction, 
lady  ;  all  fiction.  Alack !  the  sword  lives 
oftenest  in  ladies'  eyes." 

Millicent  laughed  outright. — "  You 
are  waggish,  old  gaffer,  and  deal  forth 
the  silken  toils  of  flattery.  God-wot, 
wrinkles  and  grey  hairs  suit  ill  the  call- 
ing !" 

"  Not  so,  lady,"  eagerly  and  earnestly. 
"  The  dream  of  my  age  was  the  hope  of 
my  youth.  Mine  be  the  calling  of  love 
and  chivalry :  marvel  not,  though  I  burn 
with  the  fire  I  disseminate." 

As  he  spoke,  he  bent  over  his  harp, 

and  Millicent,  with  a  feeling  very  like 

K  21  contrition, 


196  RUNNEMEDE. 

contrition,  drew  close  beside  him. — "  Per- 
chance I  tax  you  heavily,"  she  said.  "  If 
so,  good  father,  fain  would  I  speed  you 
to  rest  and  peace." 

"  My  rest  be  here,  lady ;  my  peace, 
to  do  thy  bidding."  And  he  swept  the 
chords,  and  he  glanced  at  Matilda,  as 
feelingly  he  sang : 

"  And  why  does  Hope  live  in  a  lady's  eye  ? 
And  why  does  Joy  live  in  a  lady's  smile  ? 
Because  'tis  her  eye  gives  to  Hope  its  birth ; 
Because  'tis  her  smile  makes  the  Joy  of  earth  !" 

"  Enough  !  enough  !"  exclaimed  Mil- 
licent.  "  To-morrow  for  a  ballad  on 
true  love :  now,  for  the  buttery  and  the 
pallet." 

The  minstrel  moved  towards  the  door, 
yet  he  paused  as  he  reached  Matilda. — 
"  I  would  sing  aught  for  thee,  fair  lady," 
he  said,  "  save  of  false  love.  'Tis  the 
blight  of  the  heart,  and  it  bends  to  the 
dull  cold  charnel-house." 

"  Called  you  not  it  fable?"  asked  Ma- 
tilda, earnestly. 

"  I  call 
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"  I  call  aught  fable  save  constancy," 
replied  the  stranger — "  constancy,"  and 
he  spoke  emphatically,  "  is  a  jewel,  be- 
fitting a  monarch's  crown !  Adieu,  lady  ! 
sweet  lady,  adieu  !"  And  bending  with 
lowly  reverence,  and  softly  chanting : 

"  Her  eye  gives  to  Hope  its  birth  ; 
Her  smile  makes  the  Joy  of  earth  !" 

he  quitted  the  chamber. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Man — proud  man  ! 


Where  lies  thy  oft  boasted  supremacy  ? 

Where  thy  famed  preeminence? 

From  the  monarch,  clad  in  richest  ermine, 

E'en  to  the  beggar,  clad  in  poorest  rags; 

Ay,  warrior — stoic — sage — the  proudest  heart, 

Highest  mind,  and  most  enlightened  genius, 

Woman  by  turns  can  sway !'' 


WITH  a  mind,  pure, 


•As  is  the  early  beam 


That  lights  the  glad  lark  to  his  matin  song," 

Matilda,  with  that  "  early  beam,"  arose ; 
for  the  flaky  clouds  were  but  newly 
tinged  with  the  saffron  glow  of  morning, 
and  many  a  wreathy  vapour  still  clung 
to  the  wood-clad  banks  of  the  Thames. 
The  incident  of  the  preceding  night — 
like  many  a  passing  incident  through 
life — had  yielded  to  weightier  matter : 

the 
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the  minstrel  and  his  light  song  had  been 
obscured  by  the  dark  shadows  which 
fate  had  interwoven  in  her  destiny  :  she 
had  wept  and  prayed ;  and  if  her  tears  had 
not  washed  out  her  sorrow,  her  prayers 
had  tranquillized  her  spirit.  Perhaps  it 
was  the  vicissitudes  of  time  and  chance 
which  had  thus  tempered  the  bitters  in 
her  own  cup ;  for  she  felt  that  life  was 
the  allotted  season  of  trial,  that  however 
prosperous,  however  adverse,  it  was  re- 
moved but  a  few  paces  from  the  tomb. 
"  Grant  me  grace  then,"  she  would  as- 
pirate, when  piously  invoking  the  Giver 
of  all  good,  "  to  fulfil  thy  wise  ordina- 
tions !  grant  me  patience  in  affliction ! 
grant  me  humility  in  joy !" 

Often  had  she  mused  upon  the  bright- 
er prospects  of  Millicent,  but  never  had 
envy  stolen  upon  her  musings :  oh  no ! 
her  heart  was  too  pure  for  envy;  her 
heart,  like  unto  the  heart  of  a  little 
child,  knew  nought  of  the  guile  and  the 
taint  of  the  world.  Recollections  of  the 
K  4  past, 
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past,  though  faint  and  imperfect,  like 
objects  seen  through  a  thick  mist, 
brought  with  them  nought  of  reproach. 
Her  lips  and  her  soul,  from  the  earliest 
dawn  of  infancy,  had  been  trained  to 
worship :  almost  on  a  mother's  bier,  had 
a  father's  sad  ensample  schooled  to  holi- 
ness ;  for  midst  the  bitter  starts  of  fren- 
zy and  despair,  prayer  had  been  the  ab- 
solving dew  to  his  sick  soul — and  now 
was  it  the  strength  and  the  bulwark  of 
her  own  tried  and  chastened  spirit.  As 
the  spring  in  the  wilderness,  however, 
it  lay  amid  briars  and  thorns:  still  had 
she  sought  it,  and  found  it,  and  slacken- 
ing her  thirst  at  its  pure  waters,  had  she 
arisen,  purer,  and  better  braced  to  vicis- 
situde, and  exercised  in  faith. 

The  meal  of  morning  quick  followed 
the  thanksgiving  for  a  new  day:  and 
the  baron  de  Cantilupe,  in  his  study,  re- 
tired to  the  perusal  of  the  ghostly  fathers 
of  the  church;  and  Millicent  and  Ma- 
tilda, in  the  common  avocation  of  the 
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dames  and  maidens  of  that  age,  sought 
a  recipe  from  ennui  and  listlessness. 
Many  a  flower  did  taste  and  fancy  scat- 
ter ;  and  many  a  form,  within  the  nar- 
row compass  of  the  tapestry-loom,  did 
ingenuity  trace :  forms,  resisting  the  dark 
mildew  of  time,  and  bearing  to  succeed- 
ing generations,  the  lasting  record  of 
perseverance  and  industry ! 

"  Now,"  said  Millicent,  "  that  the  sun 
shines  upon  our  labour,  and  that  the 
song  of  the  birds  and  the  colour  of  the 
sky  betokens  mirth  and  joy,  let  us  crave 
the  promised  ballad.  False  love  first — 
and  true  love,  to  give  it  savour."  And 
as  she  spoke,  she  summoned  a  domestic, 
and  ordered  the  attendance  of  the  min- 
strel. "  Methinks,"  she  continued,  laugh- 
ing at  her  own  conceits,  "  the  old  gaffer 
knows  well  how  to  steal  into  lady's  fa- 
vour. God-wot!  but  he  flatters  with 
courtly  air;  and  he  looks,  forsooth,  as 
though  his  flatteries  must  pass  current !" 

"  Perchance,"  observed  Matilda,  "  he 
K  5  has 
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has  gleaned  his  faith  among  the  light 
and  the  vain ;  for  his  wandering  min- 
strelsy must  ever  find  him  favour." 

"  Marry !  but  he  looked  as  though  he 
would  fain  find  favour  in  your  eyes,"  re- 
joined Millicent.  "  But  for  grey  hairs, 
and  the  load  of  half  a  century  on  his 
back,  I  should  wage  him  some  knight- 
errant,  in  search  oT  his  lady  love." 

"  And  I,"  feelingly  remarked  Matil- 
da, "  should  wage  him  one,  whose  whole 
life  had  been  as  a  dream  ;  and  who,  even 
now,  treading  on  the  very  remnant  of 
life,  still  chases  shadows,  and  clings  to 
illusion." 

"  Belike,"  said  Millicent,  "  his  has 
been  a  youth  of  idleness  and  song ;  or, 
he  may  have  smarted  beneath  the  sting 
of  false  love:  for  said  he  not-— it  was 
the  blight  of  the  heart ;— and  called  he 
not  constancy,  a  Jewel,  befitting  a  mo- 
narch's crown?  Now,  I  wage  his  hopes 
to  have  been  nipped  by  the  frost  of  un- 
kindness,  and  the  enemy  who  doomed 
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his  life  to  wandering,  to  have  been  as 
young  and  as  fair  to  look  upon  as  your- 
self. But  bide  we  until  he  come ;  and 
when  we  have  listened  to  his  song,  then 
will  we  question,  and " 

"  Lady,"  said  the  servant,  entering 
at  the  instant,  "  the  minstrel  is  nowhere 
to  be  found." 

Millicent  started  from  her  tapestry- 
loom. — "  The  recreant !"  she  exclaimed 
— "  what  flown  without  the  promised 
ballad?" 

"  And  flown,  lady,"  resumed  the  ser- 
vant, "  without  tasting  the  largess  of 
my  lord's  bounty." 

"  Without  breaking  his  fast  ?— with- 
out joining  in  the  matin  song?"  again 
interrogated  the  amazed  Millicent. 

"  Ay,  lady,  and  without  accepting  the 
proffered  grant  of  a  night's  lodging ;  for 
the  chamber  is  empty,  and  the  pillow 
unpressed." 

"  And  no  light  on  the  strange  ingra- 
titude, and  no  single  solution  to  the 
K  6  mystery," 


204.  RUNNEMEDE. 

mystery,"  said  the  wondering  Millicent: 
then,  as  though  struck  by  some  sudden 
possibility,  she  rose  hastily  to  seek  him 
herself,  but  the  baron  stood  in  the  door- 
way. 

"  Tarry,  dearest,"  he  said ;  "  it  is  not 
worth  the  effort.  If  thy  bounty  could 
not  stay  the  wanderer,  let  him  go,  and 
peace  go  with  him !" 

"  But  'tis  so  strange,  so  very  strange," 
pursued  Millicent.  "  Yester-even,  when 
we  dismissed  him  hence,  he  promised  to 
sing  to  us  on  the  morrow.  On  my  life, 
I  can  but  think  some  mischief  has  be- 
fallen him  !  So  old,  so  infirm,  so  ill 
fashioned  for  night-journeying,  doubt- 
less  " 

"  In  the  dusk  of  twilight  I  saw  him 
myself  cross  the  court-yard,"  interrupt- 
ed the  baron ;  "  and  he  moved,  with  a 
step,  lighter  and  firmer  than  my  own/' 

"  Dearest  father !"  and  Millicent  look- 
ed incredulously  towards  him. 

"  Ay,  neither  did  I  trace  any  limp  in 
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his  gait,  or  any  single  token  of  infirmi- 
ty," resumed  the  baron  :  "  and  I  saw 
him  hasten  through  the  back  postern, 
leading  to  the  banks  of  the  river ;  and 
then " 

The  servant  returned. — "  My  lord," 
he  said,  "the  minstrel  fled  away  at  the 
instant  he  quitted  the  hall.  The  porter 
watched  him  to  the  water's  edge;  he 
saw  him  joined  by  a  tall  youth,  who 
took  the  harp  upon  his  own  shoulder, 
and  who  stepped  after  him  into  a  boat, 
long  hovering  within  hail." 

"  Then  must  he  be  a  spy  upon  us," 
exclaimed  Millicent ;  "  and  sure  am  I, 
he  acted  well  the  port  of  age  and  help- 
lessness." 

"  A  spy  upon  our  domestic  move- 
ments," said  the  baron,  smiling  incredu- 
lously. "  But  what  augurs  the  fair  Ma- 
tilda?" 

Matilda  awoke  as  from  profound 
thought.—"  God  alone  readeth  the  heart 
of  man,"  she  observed ;  then,  with  forced 

pleasantry — 
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pleasantry — "  Perchance,  my  lord,  some 
light  jest,  fashioned  in  an  idle  hour. 
Should  he  come  again " 

"  Then  will  we  sift  whether  it  be  jest 
or  earnest,"  interrupted  the  baron,  "  for 
I  too  will  listen  to  his  minstrelsy," 

But  the  day  passed,  and  the  night 
shades  gathered,  and  no  music  broke 
upon  the  stillness.  Millicent  and  Matil- 
da paced  the  high  terrace,  until  the 
moon,  in  full  splendour,  silvered  all  of 
earth  :  they  marked  many  a  boat  gliding 
o'er  the  stream,  and  they  heard  the  rip- 
ple of  the  tide,  and  the  splash  of  oars,  and 
the  song  of  boatmen,  yet  did  no  single 
casualty  arise  to  intimidate  or  perplex. 
The  evening  waned  as  do  the  evenings 
in  every-day  existence ;  for  they  met  at 
the  supper-board,  and  they  joined  in  the 
nightly  thanksgiving,  and  they  sought, 
with  gratitude  to  Heaven,  their  pillows 
of  peace  : — for  however  thought  and 
youthful  speculation  might  make  their 
pillows  sleepless,  never  had  they  been 
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strewed  with  the  spirit-killing  thorns  of 
self-reproach. 

The  morrow  brought  with  it  change 
and  fresh  pursuits  :  for  in  this  life  of  vi- 
cissitude, who  can  build  upon  the  mor- 
row ? — who  can  say,  the  morrow  is  my 
own,  and  I  will  parcel  it  out  to  my  own 
seeming  ?  The  sound  of  horse-hoofs 
echoed  in  the  court-yard,  and  a  gay  cou- 
rier from  the  palace  at  Westminster, 
bore  greeting  to  the  lady  Millicent.  It 
was  a  summons  to  the  presence  of  the 
royal  Isabel — and  it  was  couched  in 
terms  of  fairest  show — and  quick  did  it 
revive,  within  the  feeling  bosom  of  Mil- 
licent,  all  those  warm  and  wild  hopes, 
which  had  speeded  her  from  Hering- 
worth. 

"  The  sun  of  fortune  smiles,"  she 
whispered,  clasping  Matilda  in  adieu. 
"  Anon,  may  its  bright  beams,  pierce 
within  the  gloom  of  Corfe  Castle !  I  go 
with  rescue  in  my  heart.  Pray  for  me 
— pray  for  the  earl  de  la  Marche." 

If 
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If  in  the  full  blaze  of  majesty,  hem- 
med in  with  all  of  pride,  and  state,  and 
human  grandeur,  the  youthful  queen  of 
England  beamed  so  fair  and  peerless  ; 
descending  from  that  state,  despoiled  of 
external  colouring,  and  mingling  in  the 
lighter  avocations  of  life,  more  fair,  more 
peerless,   did   she  break  upon  the  en- 
wrapt  senses  of  Millicent.     She  spoke, 
and  her  voice  was  sweet,  as  the  Eolian 
harp,  sighing  midst  the  breeze  of  sum- 
mer ;  she  smiled,  and  she  looked  more 
of  heaven  than  earth!     Once  she  refer- 
red to  her  father,  and  to  her  father's 
court ;  and  her  smile  vanished,  and  a 
half  sigh  heaved  the  snow  of  her  bosom. 
She  spoke  of  the  hours  of  giddy  youth, 
as  of  the  season  replete  with  all  that  is 
joyous  ;  and  she  likened  it  to  the  seed- 
time in  vegetation — "  For  then,"  she 
softly  articulated,  "  in  the  wheat,  or  the 
tares,  do  we  sow  the  weal  or  the  woe  of 
our  future  lives." 

Millicent  could  scarcely  breathe  ;  her 
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eyes  were  fixed  upon  the  beautiful  fea- 
tures of  the  unconscious  Isabel,  and 
every  pulse  in  her  frame  throbbed  with 
irrepressible  emotion.  Now  was  the 
moment  for  adventure ;  yet  as  she  glan- 
ced upon  the  attendant  ladies,  the  effort 
rose  and  died  upon  her  lips. 

"  Thinkest  thou,  lady  MiUicent,"  ask- 
ed the  queen,  rallying  back  her  cheer- 
fulness, "  our  good  city  of  Westminster 
savours  of  more  pleasantry  than  the 
woods  of  Hering worth  ?  Marry,  but  I 
would  fain  charm  thee  into  our  fairy 
circle,  and  keep  thee  a  willing  homager !" 

"  My  heart  and  my  duty  need  no 
charm  to  bind  me  to  thy  service,  gracious 
lady,"  said  Millicent. 

"  Yet  could  I  wish  a  spell,"  rejoined 
the  queen.  "  Think  well,  maiden :  lurks 
there  no  gallant  knight  to  aid  my  pur- 
pose ?  Men  call  love,  light  as  air,  and 
subtle  as  fire.  Beshrew  me,  but  I  would 
press  his  godship  to  bind  thee  to  our  ser- 
vice !  Let's  see — let's  count" — and  the 

royal 
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royal  Isabel  playfully  numbered  with 
her  ivory  fingers — "  There  is  Aubery  de 
Vere,  earl  of  Oxford ;  and  Hugh  de 
Neville,  chief  warden  of  my  lord  the 
king's  forests ;  and  Saher  de  Quincy, 
earl  of  Winchester ;  and  my  lord  chief 
justice,  Geoffry  Fitzpier ;  ay,  and  Wil- 
liam de  Brotham,  warden  of  the  cinque 
ports;  and " 

"  God-o-mercy !"  interrupted  Milli- 
cent,  "  but  your  grace  lacks  not  auxili- 
aries. One,  and  please  your  majesty"— 
and  her  blush  deepened  at  that  remem- 
bered one — •"  is  better  fitting  than  a 
thousand." 

"  Then  there  is  one,"  quick  returned 
the  queen.  "  Good  betide  us !  but  that 
telltale  crimson  tokens  of  enthralment. 
Be  brief,  damsel ;  where  bides  the  gal- 
lant?" 

"  Beseech  you,  gracious  madam !"  fal- 
tered Millicent ;  and  deeper  and  deeper 
grew  the  roses  of  her  cheek. 

"Nay — nay,  confess,"  urged  the  royal 
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Isabel — "  lurketh  he  in  the  bowers  of 
Heringworth  ?  or  pays  he  present  duty 
to  my  lord  the  king  ?  By  our  Lady,  and 
we  will  bear  thee  through  the  gale  of 
sighs,  and  steer  thee  safe  into  the  port  of 
Hymen  !  Grant  us  confidence,  and  my 
liege  and  husband  will  do  our  bidding." 

Millicent  looked  up,  and  she  met  the 
beamy  eyes  of  the  queen  riyetted  upon 
her. — "  Think  not  we  banter,"  pursued 
the  beautiful  Isabel.  "  On  my  life,  be 
he  right  noble,  or  be  he  the  lowliest 
knight  that  ever  wielded  sword,  we  will 
instal  him  next  our  person,  and  pour 
upon  him  the  earnest  of  our  grace." 

She  paused,  but  Millicent  continued 
silent ;  her  heart  was  full,  and  modesty 
and  gratitude  chained  her  tongue. 

"  Belike,"  resumed  the  queen,  "  love 
runs  counter  to.  the  policy  of  greybeards. 
Alack!  in  the  world  'tis  often  thus. 
Youth  rears  a  paradise  of  its  own  ;  and 
age,  with  his  cold,  cold  breath,  blows 
down  the  structure." 

"Not 
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"  Not  so !  not  so !  my  sovereign  lady," 
exclaimed  Millicent. 

"  Then  deal  us  forth  the  truth— the 
very  truth,"  urged  the  queen ;  "  and  be- 
fore Hali mass- eve,  wage  we  that  he  join 
our  revel." 

"  Impossible  !"•  artlessly  pronounced 
Millicent.  "  This  coming  feast  of  All- 
saints,  together  with  my  brother  George, 
he  keepeth  vigil  in  St.  Edmund's-bury 
church." 

The  arch  smile  of  the  playful  Isabel 
awakened  her  to  her  tacit  acknowledg- 
ment, and  bowing  her  head  upon  her 
bosom,  she  shook  back  her  flaxen  locks 
in  very  bashfulness. 

"  Heed  not,  maiden,"  said  the  queen, 
pitying  her  confusion.  God- wot,  the 
virgin  heart  is  ever  chary  of  lovers  se- 
crets !  Time  has  been" — and  something 
like  care  stole  as  a  cloud  o'er  her  brow— 
"  when  I  dealt  in  the  like  mystery,  and 
bowed  to  the  like  ordinance ;  and  time 
may  be" — rallying  back  the  lightning  of 
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her  smile—"  when,  like  unto  my  own, 
all  thy  mysteries  may  set  in  wedlock." 

"  I  know  nought  of  mystery — I  dis- 
claim all  of  mystery,"  eagerly  rejoined 
Millicent.  "  Gracious  lady,  my  father, 
my  own  father,  sanctions  the  visits  of 
the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch : — and  be- 
yond the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch,  I 
know  none  whose  presence  yields  me 
pastime." 

"  Enough — enough,"  said  the  queen, 
laughing.  "  Preserve  thy  secret,  maid- 
en :  and  when,  in  matronly  mood,  thou 
cravest  grace  at  the  hands  of  our  liege 
the  king,  be  it  through  my  mediation." 

"  Secret !"  faltered  the  confused  Milli- 
cent— "  indeed,  and  in  very  truth,  I 
have  no  secret."  Then  suddenly  awa- 
kening to  the  romantic  calling  which 
speeded  her  from  Heringworth,  and 
glowing  with  all  her  native  energy — "  I 
cry  your  mercy,  royal  lady :  there  is  a 
secret — a  secret,  gendered  in  your  grace's 
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gentleness,  and  solely  fitted  to  your  gra- 
cious ear." 

"  A  secret,  and  in  the  keeping  of  a 
woman !"  gaily  repeated  the  queen. 
"  Gramercy  !  my  lord  and  husband 
would  ask  how  long  it  could  remain 
one  !  But  men,  forsooth,  are  sorry  rail- 
ers,  and  prize  not  half  our  excellence ! 
But  now  the  secret" — and  the  queen 
drew  close  beside  her. 

Millicent  felt  her  very  heart  tremble. 
— "  Alack!  'tis  no  jest,"  she  murmured. 
<e  Much — much  hangs  on  the  issue." 

"  Speak  it  then,"  urged  the  royal  Isa- 
bel, marvelling  at  an  emotion  which  each 
moment  gathered  stronger.—"  -Tush!" 
after  the  pause  of  a  moment,  "  thou  art 
a  poor  petitioner.  Thinkest  thou,  I  lack 
the  power,  or  the  will?" 

"  God  grant  me  eloquence !"  aspirated 
the  trembling  Millicent :  then  turning 
to  the  queen,  and  lowering  her  voice  to 
a  whisper — "  Good,  your  grace!"  she 
faltered  out — "  The  poor  captive,  whose 
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heavy  burden  I  would  fain  cast  at  your 
royal  feet — the  suffering  prisoner,  now 
gasping  out  youth  and  strength  in  the 
dark  dungeons  of- — " 

At  that  instant  the  door  flew  open, 
and  unannounced,  the  king  strode  into 
the  apartment.  His  step  was  perturbed, 
his  visage  inflamed,  and  a  hundred  deaths 
seemed  to  ride  upon  the  thunder  of  his 
brow.  The  queen  uttered  a  fearful  cry. 
"  Alas  !  what  ails  my  lord  ?" 

"  Treason — treachery  in  the  state!" 
exclaimed  the  enraged  John.  "  Le  Brun, 
my  hated,  my  detested  foe,  has  escaped 
my  vengeance :  e'en  when  the  block  was 
chiselled,  and  the  axe  sharpened,  he  is 
gone — he  is  fled !" 

"  Fled !"  echoed  the  queen,  and  her 
look  betokened  aught  save  sorrow. 

Millicent  uttered  no  sound,  but  she 
pressed  tight  upon  her  heart,  to  keep 
down  its  rapturous  throbbings. 

"  Fled  from  Corfe  Castle,"  pursued 
the  king  —  "  fled  from  that  hold  of 
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216  RUNNEMEDE. 

strength— fled  away  from  my  power! 
But  woe  betide  the  governor !  woe  be- 
tide the  garrison!"  and  his  look  was 
fiend-like,  and  his  voice  as  the  melan- 
choly death-knell. 

"  What  means  my  lord  and  husband?" 
asked  the  queen,  quailing  in  very  ter- 
ror. 

"  Mean,"  thundered  the  king — "  by 
heaven — by  hell,  I  mean  to  raise  such  a 
pile  to  vengeance,  as  shall  make  Corfe 
Castle  dreadful  to  look  upon  !  I  mean 
to  empale  the  governor,  to  empale  the 
whole  garrison — to  immolate  a  thousand 
lives  in  the  stead  of  Hugh  le  Brun." 

"  Mighty  God  !"  ejaculated  the  queen, 
and  her  limbs  trembled,  and  her  cheeks 
faded  to  marble. 

"  I  mean,"  continued  the  incensed 
John,  heedless  of  her  agony,  "  to  hold 
up  a  terror  to  the  world — to  shew,  that 
it  were  safer  to  bay  the  galled  lion,  than 
to  trifle  with  the  thunderbolt  of  power/' 

The  queen  sprung  forward — she  cast 
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herself  at  his  feet — she  wildly  clasped 
his  knees. — "  Forbear — forbear,  my  ho- 
noured  lord,"  she  implored.  "  Let  mer- 
cy savour  justice.  Build  up  a  monu- 
ment, to  honour,  not  to  execrate." 

"  Isabel,"  exclaimed  the  king,  "  why 
do  I  see  you  thus?  Rise;  I  command 
you,  rise." 

"  Not  until  thou  art  quite  thyself  a- 
gain,"  quick  rejoined  the  queen,  striving 
to  lure  him  into  gentleness.  "  Good,  my 
liege,  but  thou  hast  wellnigh  scared  me 
out  of  dear  life." 

"  Rise,  my  Isabel."  And  spite  of 
every  discordant  feeling,  he  stooped  to 
caress  her. 

"  No  —  no;  not  until  thou  grantest 
grace  to  the  poor  worms  thou  threaten- 
est  to  annihilate;  not  until  thou  hast 
beamed  forth  the  sunshine  of  thy  favour 
upon  the  governor  and  the  garrison  of 
Corfe  Castle.  Promise  me,  my  most 
dear  lord  ;  promise " 

"  Never !"  interrupting,  and  scowling 
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on  her  a  glance  of  suspicion  and  alarm. 
"  On  thy  soul,  be  wary,  if  thou  wishest 
well  to  thyself.  Stir  not  the  hell  within 
me,"  and  he  gnawed  his  lip,  and  he  stood 
sullenly  silent 

"  How,  my  lord,  wouldst  thou  shed  a 
sea  of  blood  for  the  trespass  of  a  single 
one?  the  innocent  for  the  guilty — the 
unoffending  for  the  daring?"  and  she 
looked  imploringly  in  his  face. 

"Ay,  by  Godrs  head!"  (the  king's 
usual  oath)  "  a  charnel-house  would  I 
make  of  all  England." 

"  What  if  thou  couldst  pounce  upon 
the  aggressor,"  eagerly  questioned  the 
shuddering  Isabel,  "  wouldst  thou  re- 
deem a  host  ?" 

"  Body-o'-me,  but  thou  art  strangely 
urgent!"  said  the  king,  steadfastly  re- 
garding her ;  then,  with  a  sarcastic  sneer 
— "  Bear  to  me  the  rdbel,  and  the  thou- 
sand lives  be  thine." 

"  Swear  it  to  me,"  exclaimed  the 
queen;  and  enthusiasm  kindled  such  a 
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fire  in  her  eyes,  and  shed  such  a  vivid 
bloom  o'er  her  features,  that  she  looked 
more  spiritual  than  earthly. 

"  I  swear  it  by  thy  own  heavenly 
beauty — by  the  love  I  bear  thee !"  pro- 
nounced  the  royal  John,  charmed  even 
in  a  moment  like  the  present,  and  for- 
cibly lifting  her  to  his  bosom. 

"  Nay,  dear,  my  lord,  this  posture  best 
becomes  me,"  and  struggling  for  free- 
dom, the  queen  slid  back  upon  her  knees, 
and  again  cast  around  him  her  white  and 
polished  arms.  "  Promise  me — swear 
to  me,  that  all,  that  every  one  shall  es- 
cape ;  and  I — even  I,  will  yield  up  the 
culprit." 

The  king  looked  incredulous.  "  Pshaw, 
Isabel !  thou  knowest  thy  power,  or 
thou  wouldst  not  thus  trifle  with  my 
patience.  I'the  name  of  thrift  be  brief, 
for  I  like  not  such  mummery  !" 

"  On  my  hopes  of  heaven,"  said  the 
queen,  solemnly,  "  I  guarantee  nought 
save  what  I  can  fulfil !" 
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The  king  started  back.—"  Speak— I 
command  you,  speak." 

"  First  the  pledge — the  royal  gage  of 
indemnity  to  the  governor  and  the  gar- 
rison of  Corfe  Castle,"  urged  the  heroic 
Isabel.  "  Then — then,  my  lord,"  and 
she  bowed  her  beautiful  head,  "  may 
God  help  the  aggressor !" 

"  Name  him — yield  him  to  my  venge- 
ance," vociferated  the  enraged  John, 
"  that  I  may  mount  him  high  as  was 
the  gallows  of  Haman  !  Ay,  though  he 
be  my  own  blood ;"  and  his  thoughts 
glanced  on  his  half-brother,  William  earl 
of  Salisbury. 

"  First,  the  indemnity,"  demanded 
the  queen.  "  Swear  pardon,  full  and 
entire  pardon,  to  the  governor  and  to 
the  garrison  of  Corfe  Castle ;  swear  too, 
my  most  dread  lord,  never,  in  aftertime, 
to  pour  on  them  the  vial  of  bosomed 
wrath." 

"  I  do — I  do,"  impatiently  pronoun- 
ced king  John.  "  By  our  halidom — by 

the 
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the  blood  of  the  martyrs,  I  swear  to 
spare  all  other — to  glut  all  my  venge- 
ance upon  the  one  daring  rebel !  Name 
him — name  him !" 

The  queen  spoke  not,  but  from  her 
knees  she  cast  herself  prostrate  at  his 
feet;  her  lovely  face  was  deluged  in 
tears ;  and  she  lay,  low,  and  still,  and 
humble,  as  a  penitent  before  the  host. 

"  Name  him  !  name  him  !"  urged  the 
king,  regardless  of  her  emotion,  and 
thirsting  for  revenge. 

"The  rebel  lies  before  ye,"  faltered 
out  Isabel ;  then,  half  raising  her  face, 
and  glancing  through  her  dark  locks — 
"  'Twas  I  who  filed  the  chains — 'twas  I 
who  opened  the  prison-doors — 'twas  I 
who  gave  life  and  freedom  to  Hugh  le 
Brun." 

Deep  as  is  the  still  calm  which  suc- 
ceeds the  roar  of  the  tempest,  was  the 
pause  which  ensued ;  yet  was  it  the  pause 
of  a  moment. — "  Traitress,  thou  liest !" 
thundered  the  king — "  How,  here  at 
L  3  Westminster, 


RUNNEMEDE. 

Westminster,  could  thy  power  reach 
Corfe  Castle  ?  Think  not  to  stay  my 
fury :  tenfold  shall  it  fall,  e'en  to  the  an- 
nihilation of  a  kingdom." 

Roused  by  an  accusation  so  opprobri- 
ous, the  queen  looked  boldly  up,  her 
transcendent  beauty  heightening  in  the 
fire  which  sparkled  in  her  eyes. — "  Be- 
ware, my  lord,"  she  adjured,  "  how  you 
punish  faithful  subjects,  for  an  act  I 
alone  have  committed.  Behold  in  me 
the  rebel  to  your  will.  Enabled  by  the 
royal  signet,  'twas  I  who  gave  liberty 
to  Hugh  le  Brim ; — for  even  in  your 
grace's  arms  the  blood  of  Hugh  le  Brun 
had  been  as  an  accusing  phantom,  rising 
to  the  judgment- seat.  I  laboured  for  his 
rescue — I  removed  him  from  the  venge- 
ance— not  in  defiance  to  your  high  au- 
thority, but  to  spare  myself  the  hereafter 
pang  of  conscience." 

"  False !  false  as  hell !"  muttered  the 
king.  "  Conscience  be  the  ready  cloak 
to  muffle  love;"  and  his  cheek  grew 
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ghastly  pale,  and  his  limbs  shook  with 
rage  and  inward  jealousy. 

"  Oh,  say  not  so !  say  not  so,  good, 
my  lord!"  implored  the  politic  Isabel, 
striving  to  regain  that  ascendency  he,r 
matchless  beauty  had  acquired.  "  What 
can  the  chosen  husband  fear  in  the  re- 
jected lover !  Think  of  my  father's  court 
— think  of  the  past — think  of  the  bright 
days  which  gave  me  to  your  notice ! 
No — no!  had  I  loved  this  Hugh  le 
Brun,  never  had  I  been  the  happy  mo- 
ther of  our  darling  Harry ! — had  I  loved 
this  Hugh  le  Brun,"  and  she  raised  her 
melting  eyes  in  soft  appeal,  "  who  had 
snapped  the  rivet  forged  in  infancy  ? 
God-wot !  I  love  the  father  of  my  boy ! 
woe  is  me!  I  love  one  who  loved  me 

once;  now — now "  She  bent  her 

face  upon  her  bosom  of  snow,  and  tears, 
pendent  upon  her  silken  lashes,  like  dew 
upon  the  rose-bud,  chased  slowly  down 
her  glowing  cheeks. 

Not  in  the  season  of  virgin  bashful- 
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ness,  not  when  hemmed  round  by  the 
lawful  claims  of  another,  not  when  bait- 
ed with  novelty— that  genuine  spur  to 
human  passion — had  she  looked  more 
captivating,  had  she  been  a  prize  more 
to  be  coveted.  The  king  gazed  upon 
her  until  every  discordant  feeling  soften- 
ed within  him,  until  his  heart  yearned 
to  give  her  solace,  to  kiss  away  those 
tears,  to  lure  her  to  its  shelter :  for  cold 
as  he  was,  and  dead  as  he  was  to  gene- 
rous feeling,  he  loved  her  with  a  fervour 
worthy  a  nobler  mind ;  loved  her  as 
needful  to  his  own  happiness,  prized  her 
as  a  dearer  part  of  himself.  Scarce  con- 
scious of  the  action,  he  stretched  forth 
his  arms — "  Woman — woman  !"  he  mur- 
mured, "  thou  most  seductive  poison ; 
sweet  and  baleful  from  the  first !"  Yet 
did  he  clasp  with  passion  his  own  Eve, 
whilst  glancing  at  man's  original  fall. 

The  queen  felt  her  power ;  now  was 
the  moment  to  essay  all  her  witchery, 
for  she  read  almost  idolatry  in  the  glance 
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of  her  yielding  lord. — "  And  wilt  thou 
quite  forgive  me,  love?  and  wilt  thou 
never  more  scare  me  with  such  naughty 
words  ?"  and  she  looked,  and  she  spoke, 
with  almost  infantine  simplicity. 

"  Forgive  thee  !  enchantress !  angel !" 
and  again  he  snatched  her  to  his  breast. 

"  But  the  treason,"  urged  the  beauti- 
ful Isabel,  returning  his  caresses,  and 
fondling  him  into  smiles — "  wilt  thou 
forgive  the  treason  ? — and  wilt  thou,  my 
most  dear  lord,  grant  grace  to  the  poor 
traitor?" 

"  Ay,  to  the  one  half  of  my  king- 
dom," answered  the  doting  John. 

"  No,  no,  nought  of  thy  kingdom," 
quick  rejoined  Isabel :  "  my  guerdon  be 
thy  whole  and  undivided  heart." 

"  Tis  thy  lawful  heritage,"  replied  the 
king ;  then  stroking  back  her  dark  ring- 
lets, and  fondly  perusing  her  ivory  brow, 
"  God's  truth !  thou  wert  a  bold  traitor, 
dear  one !  In  any  other  form  the  trespass 
had  been  death." 
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"  Marry !"  said  the  queen,  gaily,  "  I 
did  but  rend  away  the  only  ill  which 
could  reach  me  in  thy  arms.  I  scorned, 
forsooth,  that  the  prattling  world  should 
bandy  thy  great  name;  that  it  should 
dare  say  in  cold  blood  thou  didst  mur- 
der the  once-betrothed  husband:  and  so 
—and  so "  and  steadfastly  she  watch- 
ed him  as  she  spoke — "  I  grew  bold  in 
thy  love,  and  I  stole  away  thy  royal 
signet,  and  perad venture,  now  does  the 
prisoner  believe  he  owes  life  to  thy  ge- 
nerous forbearance." 

*  Thinks  he  not— dreams  he  not,  that 
thou  wert  the  medium  ?"  eagerly  inter- 
rogated the  king. 

"  Oh  no !  how  should  he,  my  own 
dear  lord,  when  he  knows  me  the  blessed 
mother  of  England's  heir  ?  He  believes, 
in  very  truth,  that  thou  art  right  noble 
— too  noble  to  crush  a  fallen  foe :  and 
he  fled  away  from  Corfe  Castle,  and  he 
quitted  the  isle  of  Purbeck,  lauding,  in 

thy 
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thy  name,  a  great  and  magnanimous 
victor !" 

"  And  thy  emissary?"  questioned  John, 
willing  to  sift  all  of  the  adventure. 

The  queen  raised  her  dewy  efyes  to 
his  face. — "Sure  thou  wilt  not  play  me 
false,"  she  said. 

"  No,  on  my  soul !"  exclaimed  the 
king.  "  Come,  unravel  the  mystery  to 
the  end." 

Isabel  mused  for  a  moment,  then,  with 
trusting  confidence — "  Call  to  mind,  my 
liege,"  she  resumed,  "  the  pretty  boy, 
who  used  to  bear  love-tokens  from  thy 
dear  hand ;  he,  who  speeding  on  Cupid's 
errantry,  beguiled  absence  with  rare  and 
cunning  devices ;  he,  who " 

"  What,  Julian  ?  thy  pretty  page  Ju- 
lian, my  own  Isabel  ?" 

"  The  same,  good  my  lord !  the  little 
Julian,  who  bore  us  fellowship  to  Eng- 
land." 

"  And  didst  thou  corrupt  his  fealty  ? 

and  didst  thou  teach  him  to  play  with 
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fire,  heedless  of  the  tax  ?"  and  the  king 
tried  to  look  reproach — "  didst  thou " 

Isabel  placed  her  soft  white  hand  up- 
on his  lips.  —  "  Tarry,"  she  implored, 
"  and  thou  shalt  bear  how  I  cheated  him 
too  into  service.  On  my  life,  Julian  be- 
lieved himself  thy  messenger !" 

"  How  !  hast  thou  made  me  the  hero 
of  all  thy  strange  wild  plots  ?" 

"  The  hero  to  the  furtherance  of  thy 
own  renown  and  honour !"  replied  the 
queen.  "  Presuming  on  thy  especial 
love  and  favour,"  and  sweetly  she  smiled 
as  she  spoke,  "  on  the  wings  of  the 
wind,  1  dispatched  Julian  into  Dorset- 
shire. Once  within  the  walls  of  Corfe 
Castle,  thy  purloined  signet  hushed  to 
sleep  the  suspicion  of  the  governor  : — 
it  opened  the  door  of  the  keep : — and 
when  yesternight,  with  spirit-like  swift- 
ness, Julian  again  appeared  before  me,  I 
felt  grateful  and  thankful;  for  in  the 
known  safety  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche, 

no 
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no  hereafter  remorse  could  cloud  my 
happy  prosperous  destiny." 

"  Remorse !"  echoed  the  king :  "  how, 
in  the  fall  of  a  rebellious  foe,  could  re- 
morse attaint  thy  innocence?" 

"  I  feared  it— I  felt  it,"  sighed  Isabel. 
"  Belike  I  am  very  weak,  but  well  I 
knew  myself  the  cause  of  mutual  en- 
mity. Alack !  his  death,  at  thy  hands, 
my  most  dear  lord,  had  been  my  scourge 
for  life :  nought  had  chased  the  appal- 
ling fear  of  his  accusing  spirit ;  no,  no, 
not  even  thy  caresses  had  stayed  the 
canker  within.  I  had  drooped  away — 
I  had  died  away :  like  the  rose  in  au- 
tumn, I  had  withered  even  in  thy  dear 
arms." 

The  king  shuddered  at  the  mere  sketch 
of  such  a  picture :  the  young  and  bloom- 
ing Isabel  was  as  the  sun  of  his  life:  and 
the  transit  of  that  sun,  had  made  his 
life  rayless. 

"  Now,"  continued  the  queen,  deci- 
phering all  which  passed  within,  and 
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rallying  the  light  smile  of  playful  mirth ; 
for  smiles,  like  the  fresh  flowers  scatter- 
ed o'er  the  dead,  full  oft  belie  the  cor- 
ruption within — "  now,  come  what  may, 
I  care  not.  In  God's  good  time — on 
land — or  sea — let  him  die !  My  consci- 
ence is  light,  and  my  heart  happy !" 

During  this  painful  and  agitating  ex- 
planation, Millicent  had  shrunk  away 
to  the  far-end  of  the  apartment :  she 
feared  to  betray  the  joy  at  her  heart ;  for 
joy  had  stilled  the  storm  within  her ; 
joy  had  chased  the  fast-scudding  clouds 
of  doubt  and  dread.  In  the  preservation 
of  the  earl  de  la  Marche,  a  weight  of 
lead  was  removed  from  her  spirits ;  in 
the  rescue  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche,  re- 
spect, admiration,  almost  enthusiastic 
homage,  lighted  on  his  rescuer!  Often, 
amid  the  clash  of  words  and  the  thun- 
der of  altercation,  did  she  raise  her  pale 
face  and  trembling  hands  to  heaven ; 
often,  did  she  inwardly  invoke  the  divine 
Appeaser  of  the  wind  and  of  the  waves, 

alike 
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alike  miraculously  to  appease  the  wind 
and  the  waves  of  an  obdurate  heart,  to 
soften  nature,  to  yield  compassion  in  the 
stead  of  harshness  !  In  the  omnipotence 
of  love  she  had  seen  the  change  she 
prayed  ;  for  the  gall  of  hate  softened  to 
honey,  the  declamations  of  revenge  trans- 
formed to  gentleness,  almost  to  com- 
mendation !  She  had  seen  the  royal 
Isabel,  from  the  lowest  prostration,  ele- 
vated to  the  bosom  of  her  lord,  submis- 
sion accepted,  fears  stilled,  griefs  chan- 
ged to  exultation ;  she  had  seen  content 
and  harmony  re-dawn,  confidence  and 
trust  reestablished :  and  when  the  queen 
motioned  her  forward ;  when  the  king 
courteously  greeted  her  advance ;  when, 
in  ready  obedience,  she  half  bent  her 
knee  to  offer  homage,  she  shrunk  not 
from  the  gallantry  which  stayed  her, 
from  the  lips  which  called  the  blood  back 
into  her  cheeks: — for  in  the  plausible 
manners,  in  the  graceful  person,  in  the 
comely  countenance  of  the  monarch,  she 
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traced  nought  to  identify  him  with  the 
cruel,  calculating,  systematic  tyrant,  ru- 
mour had  steeped  in  a  die  of  ink.  She 
read  nought  of  murder  on  his  brow, 
nought  of  crime  in  his  visage ;  his  smile 
was  the  smile  of  graciousness,  his  look 
of  conciliation.  She  forgot,  that  the 
snare,  deepest  hid,  tends  to  the  surest 
destruction ;  that  the  chasm,  o'errun  with 
flowers,  veils  but  the  pass  to  death ! 


CHAPTER  IX. 


"  Life,  as  a  waveless  calm,,  glides  smoothly  on  with 
many.  Many,  tossed  amid  the  breakers  of  chequered 
destiny,  own  scarce  a  respite  from  storm.  So  striking 
is  the  dissimilarity  of  human  fate;  so  vast  the  inequa- 
lity of  human  trial  !" 

"  SURE,"  mused  Matilda,  as  she  listened 
to  the  strange  recital  of  Millicent,  "  the 
hand  of  Heaven  speaks  in  this  deliver- 
ance 1 


RUNNEMEDE.  233 

ance  !  The  earl  de  la  Marche,  rescued 
from  the  power  of  his  relentless  foe,  and 
rescued  too  by  her  who  blighted  all  the 
hopes  of  love  and  youth — her,  who,  for 
a  higher,  richer  suitor,  broke  her  pro- 
mise, and  forswore  her  faith.  Strange 
world !  strange  inconsistency !  strange 
paradox  in  human  nature !  perchance 
the  murderer  may  close  his  eyes  to  the 
blood  which  stains  his  victim." 

"  'Tis  never  too  late  to  repent — never 
too  late  to  offer  reparation,"  said  Milli- 
cent,  deciphering  the  current  of  her 
thoughts.  "  The  royal  Isabel  felt  her- 
self the  aggressor,  and  she  laboured  to 
redress,  even  to  the  peril  of  life." 

"  God  be  praised !"  ejaculated  Matil- 
da, and  then  she  closely  questioned ;  but 
Millicent  could  narrate  nought,  save 
that  the  captive  had  quitted  Corfe  Castle, 
and  fled  in  safety  from  England. — "  Oh 
that  I  had  the  wings  of  a  dove,"  sighed 
Matilda,  after  a  deep  pause,  "  that  I 
could  flee  away  to  France,  and  unreave 

the 
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the  mystery  which  involves  me  and 
mine !" 

"  Think  you,"  asked  Millicent,  "  the 
earl  de  la  Marche  could  throw  light  on 
the  mystery  ?" 

64  Alack !  I  know  not  what  to  think ; 
and  yet  I  can  do  nought  save  think,"  re- 
plied Matilda.  "  The  signet-ring,  the 
gift  of  the  unknown  palmer,"  and  she 
sighed  heavily  as  she  spoke,  "  could 
open  a  pass  to  all  and  each  of  the  confe- 
derate nobles  :  he  himself  moved  in  the 
train  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche :  and  he 
bade  my  dear  father  to  the  camp  at  Lo- 
ches;  and  he  said — for  deeply  is  each 
word  engraven  here,"  pressing  her  hand 
upon  her  heart—"  that  they  should  meet 
in  the  camp  at  Loches,  and  that  in  the 
camp  at  Loches,  they  should  know  each 
other  better.  Sure,  then,  'tis  no  marvel 
that  I  associate  my  dear  father  with  the 
earl  de  la  Marche." 

"  'Tis  an  association,  possible,  but  not 
positive,"  observed  Millicent :  "  yet, 

dearest 
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dearest  Matilda,  thought  is  a  foe  to  peace, 
and  where  thought  lightens  not  one  jot 
the  burden,  'tis  vain  and  witless  to  woo 
it." 

"  Thine  be  the  language  of  the  hap- 
py," said  Matilda.  "  Ah,  woe  is  me  !  the 
sad  heart  is  ill  fashioned  to  the  guise  of 
cheerfulness." 

"  The  language  of  interest,  the  lan- 
guage of  friendship,"  quick  rejoined  Mil- 
licent ;  "  friendship,  which  would  fain 
rally  smiles  until  they  grew  habitual. 
How  know  we  but  the  storm  has  spent 
itself!  how  know  we,  but  our  messenger 
to  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux,  may 
prove  the  precursor  of  joy !" 

"  The  bow  has  indeed  appeared  in  the 
heavens  in  thy  sympathy !"  exclaimed 
the  grateful  Matilda.  "  But  for " 

"  Ay,"  interrupted  Millicent,  "  and 
the  sun  will  yet  buffet  all  the  congrega- 
ted clouds,  and  the  future  will  dawn 
brighter  and  fairer  in  the  contrast.  Be 
of  good  faith — be  of  good  cheer — I  au- 
gur 
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gur  a  rare  gleaning  of  embryo  blessings ! 
Marry,  and  a  cheerful  spirit  to  boot!" 
and  playfully  she  kissed  the  cheek  of  the 
mourner. 

Matilda  tried  to  smile,  but  it  was  a 
wretched  counterfeit,  for  the  pang  at  her 
heart  felt  to  reproach  the  effort. — "  In 
God's  good  time,"  she  murmured.  "  His 
unerring  wisdom  worketh  all  things  ac- 
cording to  his  will !" 

"  And  now,"  said  Millicent,  anxious 
to  lure  from  the  dismal  monotony  of 
home- trouble,  "  we  may  hie  back  to  He- 
ringworth  :  our  mission  accomplished, 
every  court-charm  fadeth.  I  long  to 
hail  that  dear  little  nook  of  earth,  to  re- 
visit its  green  bowers,  to  return  to  its 
happy  serenity.  I  have  loved  it  from 
my  cradle — I  shall  love  it  to  my  grave." 

"  Think  you  the  queen  will  absolve 
from  further  attendance?"  asked  Ma- 
tilda. 

"  I  think,"  quick  replied  Millicent, 
"  that  I  shall  not  be  missed,  among  the 

swarm 
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swarm  of  ephemera  buzzing  around  the 
flame  of  royalty.  I  think,  that  I  may 
shrink  back  into  obscurity,  as  though  I 
had  never  emerged  from  shade." 

"  Then  you  judge  light  of  the  heart 
of  this  rare  Isabel." 

"  I  judge  her  heart,  good  and  pure,  as 
flattery  and  parasitical  praise  will  let  it ; 
but  I  judge  her  like  unto  all  elevated  to 
a  height  so  dazzling :  I  judge  her  shut 
away  from  truth,  and  living  in  the  haze 
of  illusion  and  error." 

"  Yet  has  she  fortitude ;  yet  has  she 
evinced  feeling,"  said  Matilda. 

"  I  bless  God,"  energetically  pronoun- 
ced Millicent,  "  the  earl  de  la  Marche 
lives  to  prove  it !  But  for  the  world  : 
the  world,  says  the  sisters  of  St.  Mary 
de  la  Free,  is  as  a  fiery  ordeal,  and  pros- 
perity, the  fiercest,  keenest  furnace. 
They  compare  to  a  tumultuous  sea,  the 
snares  and  dangers  which  beset  us  here : 
they  say,  that  the  grandeur  and  delights 
of  this  life,  are  but  as  rocks,  threatening 

wide 
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wide  and  universal  destruction ;  that  sin- 
cerity abideth  not  among  courts  and 
courtiers ;  that  the  smile  of  princes  is  oft 
a  snare  to  the  soul;  that  ambition  is  one 
of  the  chief  baits  wherewith  Satan  be- 
sets the  human  mind ;  that  pleasure  is 
the  delirium  of  a  moment ;  that  life  it- 
self is  a  vapour,  and  man,  a  labourer, 
toiling  out  his  own  woe ;  that " 

"  It  is  ill  fitting  for  youth  to  harbour 
such  a  judgment,"  interrupted  Matilda; 
"  'tis  the  taint  of  the  cloister,  shedding 
ice  upon  the  impulses  of  the  heart." 

"  Ah !  but  these  snares,  and  these 
subtle  evils,  all  lurk  amid  the  gay  and 
the  great,"  rejoined  Millicent :  "  'tis  the 
world  of  pleasure,  'tis  the  world  of  gran- 
deur, which  the  sage  so  fearfully  decry. 
Marry !  I  can  but  marvel  how  it  prove 
so  sweet  a  poison.  I  hate  its  restraints 
and  its  impositions  :  not  for  all  its  bright- 
est favours,  would  I  forego  the  calm  joys 
of  Hering  worth." 

But  though  the  lady  Millicent  thus 
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abjured  the  restraints  and  laws  of  cold 
ceremony ;  though,  in  her  heart,  she 
shrunk  away  from  the  outward  forms  of 
tyrant  etiquette;  though  her  thoughts 
and  her  wishes  turned  to  Heringworth, 
and  her  fancy  pictured  the  fields  and  the 
bowers  of  Heringworth  greener  and 
brighter  than  other  fields  and  other 
bowers — -still,  engagement  claimed  her 
attention,  and  novelty  lured  her  acquies- 
cence. Then,  as  now,  inventive  genius 
laboured  for  pleasurable  pastimes;  then, 
as  now,  was  the  richest  gift  of  God  to 
man,  frittered  with  thoughtless  criminal 
prodigality  :  for  alas  !  in  all  ages,  "  Time, 
the  moveable  image  of  irnmoveable  eter- 
nity," holds  fearful  record  of  our  ways : 
dipped  in  a  die,  lasting  as  the  base  of 
earth,  he  parcels  forth  each  hour  lost;  and 
though  small  be  the  charge  of  positive 
crime,  woful  be  the  list  of  negative  in- 
sufficiency !  Then,  as  now,  did  the  great 
and  the  prosperous,  the  statesman  and 
the  warrior,  descend  to  light  and  care- 
killing 
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killing  diversion :  for  however  forms 
may  vary,  substance  remains  the  same ; 
and  the  joust  and  the  carousal,  the  tilt- 
yard,  the  sports  of  the  ring,  masking 
and  mumming,  did  but  precede  the  far 
less  varied  and  more  despotic  calls  of 
modern  fashion ! 

But  vain  was  the  carousal  and  the  tilt ; 
vain  the  masking  and  mumming:  Ma- 
tilda, absorbed  in  her  own  peculiar  cares, 
and  nursing  "  sad  fancies,"  even  to  the 
detriment  of  peace  and  health,  resisted 
all  importunity  to  emerge  from  se- 
clusion. Though  in  the  environs  of 
the  great  metropolis  of  England,  save 
upon  devotional  calls,  she  quitted  not 
that  home  retirement,  which,  in  all  situ- 
ations, and  in  all  seasons,  inclination 
may  command.  A  recluse,  almost  in 
the  purlieus  of  the  court,  the  romantic 
woods  embosoming  the  baron  de  Canti- 
lupe's  temporary  dwelling,  was  as  a  boun- 
dary even  to  fancy  ;  for  never  did  fancy 
follow  the  gay  votaries  of  pleasure,  or 

light 
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light  within  the  haunts  of  the  thought- 
less and  the  happy :  alas,  no !  her  fancy 
was  steeped  in  a  dye  ill  suited  to  her 
age :  scarce  in  the  full  bloom  of  her  sum- 
mer, her  fancy  hung  around  her  the  sa- 
ble colourings  of  bereavement  and  woe  : 
the  blood  which  had  been  shed — the 
battles  which  had  been  fought,  crowd- 
ing upon  her  sick  brain,  felt  to  yield 
dire  solution  to  the  silence  of  husband 
and  father.  If  for  a  moment  hope 
brightened  in  the  anticipated  return  of 
the  messenger  from  the  white  monks^  of 
Cisteaux,  it  brightened,  as  does  the  sick- 
ly flame  of  the  nearly-spent  taper,  to 
flash  one  yellow  faint  deceptive  colour- 
ing, and  then  to  fall  and  die.  The  mes- 
senger did  return ;  but  he  bore  not  heal- 
ing on  his  wing;  he  stayed  not  the 
gnawing  vulture  of  suspense :  a  written 
document  from  the  abbot  of  St.  Mary's 
monastery  witnessed  the  due  perform- 
ance of  his  mission  ;  but  that  document 
shed  no  light  on  the  fearful  blank  of  the 
VOL.  IL  M  present. 
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present.  It  spoke  interest  and  feeling ; 
it  spoke  a  heart  alive  to  the  sorrows  and 
vicissitudes  of  those  still  toiling  amid  the 
fierce  and  counter-currents  of  the  world ; 
it  spoke  the  necessity  of  resignation,  the 
blessing  of  true  piety ;  it  spoke  too  of  the 
return  of  Walter  to  his  own  dwelling,  his 
anguish  at  the  loss  of  her  he  sought,  his 
speedy  departure  to  rejoin  the  forces  of 
Philip  Augustus,  and  his  consignment 
of  her — should  Heaven  will  her  return 
to  the  haunts  of  her  infancy — to  the 
proffered  protection  and  guardianship  of 
the  duchess  Constantia. 

"But,"  wrote  the  holy  man,  " circum- 
stances absolve  even  from  the  fulfilment 
of  a  father's  wish.  The  duchess  Con- 
stantia owns  no  safety  for  herself:  buf- 
feted and  blown  by  court  storms,  the 
victim  of  policy  and  state-trick,  like  the 
patriarch's  dove,  she  wanders  o'er  the 
wide  deluge  which  has  swallowed  up 
her  hopes,  nor  finds  one  resting-spot  of 
earth.  Tarry  then,  my  daughter,  be- 
neath 
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neath  the  fostering  care  of  those  Chris- 
tian friends  whom  God  has  vouchsafed 
to  thy  helplessness ;  tarry,  and  pray  for 
thy  father,  pray  for  the  disasters  of  man- 
kind :  for  war  is  as  a  scourge  upon  the 
earth,  turning  all  its  teeming  harvests 
into  bitterness ;  war,  like  unto  the  ser- 
pent-rod of  Moses,  lets  loose  upon  the 
wilful  and  the  disobedient  the  full  mea- 
sure of  divine  wrath.  I  too  will  pray, 
and  fast,  and  mortify  the  outward  flesh  ; 
for  wofully  does  the  inward  spirit  bleed 
at  the  mighty  inundation  of  crime  and 
sorrow — I  will  pray  too  for  thee,  my 
poor  daughter ;  for  here,  in  life,  never  is 
our  sky  free  from  clouds ;  and  thy  sky, 
amid  the  world,  must  full  often  be  visit- 
ed with  tempests.  Alas !  the  world  is 
a  great  theatre,  replete  with  treachery 
and  deception:  at  a  distance,  dazzling 
with  false  light,  it  looks  as  a  garden  of 
gay  flowers ;  near,  it  proves  a  brake  of 
thorns.  Use  it  with  discretion  and  mo- 
deration ;  use  it  to  thy  present  renown 
M  2  and 
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and  thy  hereafter  glory,  and  thy  pass 
through  it  will  be  crowned  with  bless- 
edness !  Live  with  heaven  in  thy  eyes 
— live,  dear  child,  as  one  who  liveth  but 
to  die — who  dieth  to  live  in  a  joyful 
eternity  !  May  the  God  of  compassion 
vouchsafe  to  thee  his  divine  spirit !  may 
he  mercifully  visit  thee  with  his  grace, 
and  preserve  thee  in  his  holy  keeping ! 
Adieu !  greeting  thee  with  apostolic  be- 
nediction, this  twenty-sixth  of  October, 
1214. 

"  MARK  FITZ-ACORY, 
"  Abbot  of  the  white  monks  of  Cis- 
teaux." 

"  Alas !"  mused  Matilda,  "  my  sky  is 
indeed  replete  with  clouds  and  tempest." 
For  bitterly,  in  this  written  scroll,  did 
she  mourn  the  dire  failure  of  her  hopes : 
perhaps  her  hopes  had  been  erected  up- 
on sand ;  certain,  they  had  cozened  her 
into  the  possibility  of  coming  happiness, 
and  their  seeming  wreck,  felt  as  a  blow, 

heavy 
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heavy  and  almost  irremediable.  Her 
father  had  sought  her  once — the  palmer, 
never :  weeks,  months,  had  flown  away, 
and  the  dreadful  conviction  teemed  with 
death. 

"  Virgin  Mother,  support  me— pre- 
serve me  !"  she  aspirated,  as  her  thoughts 
flew  back  to  the  parting  promises  of  her 
bridegroom,  to  the  fond  clasp  of  his 
adieu,  to  his  oft-breathed  assurances  of 
return:  tears  deluged  her  cheeks;  sobs 
swelled  her  bosom ;  the  world  was  in- 
deed a  brake  of  thorns,  for  in  the  whole 
world,  she  saw  nought,  save  the  graves 
of  those  she  loved.  "  Yes,  for  both — 
for  both  v;ill  I  pray  ;  for  father,  for  hus- 
band— I  will  pray  too  for  myself;  pray, 
to  support,  with  Christian  resignation, 
the  wretchedness  of  my  destiny." 

It  was  the  fast  of  St.  Simon  and  St. 
Jude,  and  close  wrapped  in  a  deep  veil, 
and  entering  a  clesed  litter,  Matilda  re- 
paired to  the  cathedral  of  St.  Paul. 
She  wislied  to  prostrate  herself  in  meek 
M  3  and 
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and  sorrowing  humility,  to  offer  up  the 
free-will  sacrifice  of  a  bruised  and  bleed- 
ing spirit,  to  pour  out  her  whole  soul  at 
the  footstool  of  the  Eternal,  and  to  de- 
precate the  weighty  judgment,  which 
her  own  impatience,  under  trial,  had  she 
feared  called  down. 

A  brilliant  sun,  fast  dipping  beneath 
a  glorious  canopy  of  gold  and  purple, 
reflected  his  dying  beams  upon  the  stain- 
ed panes  of  the  cathedral,  as  she  de- 
scended from  the  litter.  Her  heart,  her 
mind,  was  full,  and  clinging  to  the  arm 
of  an  attendant  damsel,  heedless  of  sur- 
rounding objects,  she  hastened  forward. 
As  she  entered  the  aisle,  and  advanced 
amidst  the  sacred  and  awful  gloom,  the 
deep  full  swell  of  the  organ  rose  on  the 
air ;  quick  followed  the  psalmody  of  the 
choristers ;  and  soon,  listening  to  the 
holy  chant,  was  every  sensation  lost  in 
the  rhapsody  of  devotion. 

The  vesper-service  closed,  and  the 
monks,  one  by  one,  departed  from  the 

church. 
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church.  Still  Matilda  knelt  upon  the 
cold  pavement;  her  hands  clasped;  her 
head  resting  on  the  light  tracery  of  a 
shrine ;  her  spirit  divorced  from  earth : 
her  veil  had  fallen  back,  and  her  lovely 
features,  fixed  in  melancholy  absorption, 
and  seen  through  the  imperfect  haze  of 
twilight,  looked  as  the  chiselled  effigy 
of  the  mouldering  dust  below !  She 
noted  not  the  slow  departure  of  the 
congregation ;  she  noted  not  the  fear- 
bleached  countenance  of  the  maiden 
who  bore  her  fellowship :  every  feeling, 
every  perception,  was  converged  in  one ; 
if  in  life,  it  was  for  the  preservation — if 
in  death,  it  was  for  the  souls  of  her  fa- 
ther, of  her  husband,  for  which  she 
prayed. 

Deeper  and  deeper  grew  the  shadows, 
but  the  sepulchral  gloom  around  possess- 
ed no  terrors  save  to  the  happy.  Ma- 
tilda dreamt  not  of  the  beings  of  another 
world ;  dreamt  not  of  the  freed  spirits, 
said  to  hover  in  mid  air  and  haunt  the 
M  4  darkness : 
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darkness :  it  was  her  own  blighted  hopes 
which  lived  in  imagination ;  it  was  the 
peculiar  colour  of  her  own  sorrows, 
which  banished  even  the  inroads  of  su- 
perstition. She  knelt,  until  a  sigh,  deep 
and  fluttering,  arose,  as  from  the  shrine ; 
until  a  wild  cry  broke  from  the  lips  of 
her  trembling  attendant ;  she  looked  up 
— she  traced  the  dark  outline  of  a  hu- 
man form  resting  against  the  butnaent 
of  an  arch  immediately  before  her.  It 
seamed  close  wrapped  in  a  long  cloak, 
and  the  head  and  face  were  muffled,  as 
though  in  a  cowl. 

"  Fear  not,"  she  whispered,  upholding 
the  terrified  Beatrice.  "  Tis  sonae 
wounded  spirit,  like  unto  my  own, 
seeking  solace  in  self-commune  and  in 
prayer."  She  ceased,  and  a  second  sigh, 
heavier  and  more  broken  than  the  foj% 
mer,  rose  in  the  stillness :  again  Bea- 
trice shrieked,  but  the  figure  moved 
not. 

"  Let  us  away — let  us  away,"  implor- 
ed 
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ed  the  terrified  girl.  "  Holy  Jesu !  in 
such  a  spot — at  such  an  hour !"  and  she 
clung  to  the  arm  of  Matilda,  and  buried 
her  face  in  her  cloak. 

"  Perchance,"  said  Matilda,  anxious 
to  reassure,  "  'tis  some  mourner  keeping 
vigil  near  the  rest  of  the  honoured  dead. 
Take  heart,  good  Beatrice :  'tis  for  the 
guilty  to  scare  with  conjured  phantoms; 
the  innocent  wear  a  shield  in  the  justness 
of  their  intentions.  Here,  in  this  house 
of  God;  here—" 

"  Matilda!"  pronounced  a  voice. 

It  was  a  voice  which  thrilled  through 
every  nerve,  and  scarcely  conscious  of 
the  movement,  Matilda  sprung  forward; 
but  when  she  had  gained  the  spot  which 
the  figure  had  occupied  the  moment  be- 
fore,  the  spot  was  deserted ;  she  glanced 
around,  but  she  saw  it  not ;  she  listened, 
but  she  heard  it  not :  "  like  a  spirit  of 
heaven,  that  descends  from  the  skirt  of 
winds,"  it  had  vanished  amid  surround- 
ing gloom.  A  universal  trembling 
M  5  seized 
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seized  her — her  heart  quickened — her 
very  temples  throbbed,  as  she  clung  to 
the  butment  against  which  the  figure 
had  rested ;  yet  was  it  the  indecision  of 
a  moment :  the  hysteric  cry  of  Beatrice 
aroused  her  to  fortitude  and  to  action, 
and  wrestling  down  the  numbing  influ- 
ence of  superstition,  she  soon  regained 
that  self-possession  which  "  goodness  bo- 
soms ever." 

Long  was  it  ere  the  oft-urged  assu- 
rances of  support  and  safety  could  rouse 
the  terrified  Beatrice;  she  feared  to 
move,  yet  more  she  feared  to  stay ;  the 
visitant  of  another  world  resolved  the 
seeming  horror,  and  every  single  sigh- 
ing of  the  night- wind,  sweeping  through 
the  long  dark  arches,  peopled  them  anew 
with  strange  unearthly  images. 

Almost  lifting  her  from  the  ground, 
spite  of  her  wild  start  and  wilder  cry, 
Matilda  hurried  forward,  and  nearly  had 
they  gained  the  entrance  gate,  when  the 
same  dun  form,  glided  down  a  side  aisle, 

and 
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and  disappeared  through  a  low  door- 
way. The  movement  was  soundless ; 
the  figure  tall  and  spectral ;  but  the  re- 
closing  door  brought  life  and  strength 
back  to  the  sinking  heart  of  Matilda. 

"  A  sinner,  like  unto  ourselves !"  she 
exclaimed.  "  Look  up,  poor  trembler  : 
the  door  had  not  opened  for  shadow — 
the  door  had  not  closed  upon  shadow. 
Perchance,  some  father  of  the  church, 
some  penitent " 

"  The  name — the  name,"  faltered  Bea- 
trice. "  Oh,  lady  !  said  he  not  Matilda? 
Blessed  Mary!  I  shall  remember  it  to 
my  dying  hour." 

Matilda  shuddered ;  wistfully  did  she 
look  towards  the  door  through  which 
the  figure  had  departed :  he  had  indeed 
called  upon  her  name,  and  it  seemed  as 
though  some  strange  concatenation  link- 
ed their  destinies.  Could  it  be  her  fa- 
ther ? — could  it  be  her  husband  ?  The 
thought,  the  possibility,  shot  like  elec- 
tric fire  through  her  brain  ;  panting  for 
M  6  solution, 
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solution,  she  darted  from  the  side  of  Bea- 
trice, and  the  next  instant  burst  open 
the  door.  But  alas !  the  heavens,  and 
the  earth,  and  the  surrounding  dwellings 
of  religion,  alone  met  her  gaze  :  all  was 
still,  as  the  burial-ground  into  which  the 
door  opened  ;  and  the  burial-ground,  iu 
itself,  at  such  an  hour,  and  in  such  a  sea- 
son, was  ample  field  for  melancholy  mu- 
sing : — for  who  can  behold  the  rest  of  all 
flesh,  and  not  feel  our  slender  hold  upon 
life  and  all  its  vain  and  perishable  pos- 
sessions ? — who  can  gaze  upon  the  mo- 
numental tablet,  on  the  tufted  hillock, 
alike  noting  the  rest  of  departed  man, 
and  not  exclaim,  in  the  sublime  language 
of  scripture—"  In  the  midst  of  life  we 
are  in  death  ?" 

Disappointed  and  heart-struck,  Ma- 
tilda drew  back  into  the  church,  her 
mind  a  prey  to  perplexity  and  horror, 
and  ill  fashioned  to  comfort  and  to  re- 
assure ;  yet  did  she  strive  to  still 
the  terrors  of  Beatrice,  and  to  reason 

down 
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down  the  wild  absurdities  of  her  fan- 
cy :  again  and  again  did  she  urge  the 
opening  and  reclosing  door  as  an  in- 
controvertible proof  of  mortal  agency. 
Beatrice  lived  in  the  thirteenth  cen- 
tury ;  and  Beatrice,  bosoming  all  the 
blind  superstition  of  that  priest-ridden 
period,  quitted  the  cathedral,  in  the 
firm  persuasion,  that  a  messenger  from 
the  world  of  spirits  had  knqlled  out 
weal  or  woe  to  the  being  upon  whom 
he  had  so  mysteriously  called.  Ay-— and 
I  write  it  without  feay  of  impeaching 
the  reason  and  the  understanding  of  my 
heroine ;  for  with  due  submission,  I  bid 
my  reader  turn  to  the  record  of  the 
times,  in  the  swollen  and  verbose  pages 
of  the  fathers  of  the  church — Matilda 
herself,  long  after  she  had  retired  to  the 
solitude  of  her  own  chamber,  felt  strange 
and  wild  doubts  arising  out  of  thought ; 
doubts,  inimical  to  peace,  and  thicken- 
ing the  murky  haze  which  already  en- 
veloped 
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veloped  her  destiny  :  and  when  she 
dropped  to  sleep,  it  was  to  dream  of 
churches,  and  sepulchres,  and  marble 
images  ;  and  when  she  awoke,  it  was  to 
shudder  with  wild  affright  at  the  heart- 
chilling  presentiment  of  evil. 

She  arose,  and  she  joined  the  break- 
fast-board with  pale  cheeks  and  tremu- 
lous nerves,  for  she  knew  not  how  to 
methodise  her  own  suspicions ;  and  when 
she  thought  of  the  figure — and  how 
could  she  think  of  aught  save  the  figure? 
— her  lifeblood  felt  to  curdle  at  the  ap- 
palling phantasy.  Had  she  visited  the 
cathedral  alone,  she  might  have  ascribed 
the  strange  casualty  to  the  coinage  of 
her  own  sickly  fancy ;  but  Beatrice  had 
seen  the  figure— Beatrice  had  heard  the 
figure — and  the  deeper  the  reflection, 
the  deeper  grew  the  horror.  Not  even 
the  light  playfulness  of  the  gay  and  the 
happy  Millicent  could  chase  away  the 
gloom  of  dire  presentiment ;  she  smiled 
on  the  studied  efforts  to  amuse  and  to 

cheer, 
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cheer,  for  she  felt  that  the  kindness  of 
friendship  merited  the  recompense  of 
self-exertion,  and  she  strove  to  shew  that 
within  her  bankrupt  heart  the  spring  of 
gratitude  was  yet  unfrozen. 

Sometimes,  on  the  Thames,  borne  in 
the  gilded  pleasure-barge,  and  fanned  by 
the  fairy  breath  of  sweetest  minstrelsy  ; 
sometimes,  to  witness  the  whoop  of  the 
falcon  ;  sometimes,  to  join  the  limited 
circle  at  the  castle  of  the  baroness  of 
Montfitchett,  did  she,  in  compliance 
with  the  whims  and  the  wishes  of  others, 
forego  her  own  ascetic  taste  ;  yet  ever 
did  she  carry  with  her  a  troubled  and  a 
joyless  spirit ;  for  hers  were  not  the  cares 
to  yield  to  the  incitements  of  festive 
mirth,  hers  were  not  the  regrets  to  ex- 
pire at  the  first  beck  of  delusive  pleasure. 
No ;  her  cares  and  her  regrets,  arising  in 
the  desolateness  of  her  fortune,  were 
commingled  in  the  vitality  of  her  being : 
for  her  splendour  held  forth  no  lure ;  for 
her  ambition  possessed  no  charm  :  the 

brilliant 
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brilliant  sun,  the  cloudless  firmament, 
the  rich  profusions  of  art,  the  picturesque 
varieties  of  nature,  extracted  not  one 
thorn  from  memory ;  for  alas !  thie  hu- 
man heart,  absorbed  in  its  own  peculiar 
sorrows*  lingering  o'er  the  hoarded  cata- 
logue of  its  own  individual  griefs,  feels 
cold  to  external  claims,  and  dead  to  ex- 
ternal allurements  !  Awed  and  excited, 
on  or  off  the  pillow,  her  imagination 
was  filled  with  wonder  and  conjecture  : 
the  fast  of  St.  Simon  and  St.  Jude  was 
ap  an  epoch  of  fate-fraught  import  : 
events,  beyond  the  stretch  of  common 
surmise,  threatened  to  arise  out  of  her 
vigil  ifl  the  cathedral  of  St.  Paul ;  and 
tbotigh  her  mental  powers  were  suffi- 
ciently strong  to  buffet  the  mere  gob- 
lins of  superstition,  such  was  the  ro- 
mance and  prevalence  of  habit,  that  no 
natural  explanation  could  resolve  the 
seeming  mystery. 

A  messenger  from  the  court  was  the 
first   stimulus   which    aroused   Matilda 

from 
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from  the  morbid  and  enervating  dream 
of  the  past ;  but  though  it  rallied  from 
the  mystic  voice,  it  rallied  but  to  plunge 
into  new  trial.  A  mandate  from  the 
royal  Isabel  summoned  to  the  palace  at 
Westminster ;  not  couched  in  terms  of 
courtly  greeting,  but  authoritative  and 
unanswerable ;  citing  the  lady  Millicent, 
on  her  faith  and  her  allegiance,  to  bear 
with  her  the  fair  foreigner  sojourning 
beneath  her  roof.  "  It  is  our  royal  plea- 
sure," ran  the  scroll,  "  to  give  goodly 
specimen  of  our  gracious  favour,  that 
the  beautiful  Matilda  bear  back  into 
France,  just  impress  of  English  hospi- 
tality." 

Heavy,  wellnigh  overwhelming,  was 
this  proffered  gracious  favour :  like  a 
mound  of  cold  lead  it  lay  at  the  heart  of 
Matilda,  sharpening  every  past  pang, 
and  awakening  a  thousand  contending 
feelings. 

In  vain  she  appealed  to  the  baron  de 
Cantilupe;  in  vain  she  urged  broken 

spirits 
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spirits  and  drooping  health:  the  man- 
date was  peremptory ;  it  admitted  npt 
of  denial,  lest  the  prevailing  disaffection 
which  raged  throughout  the  realm, 
should  confound  non-compliance  with 
disloyalty.  Full  well  did  the  baron 
know,  the  dire  revenge,  which,  like  as- 
tounding thunder,  ever  rode  upon  the 
lightning  blast  of  king  John's  wrath ; 
and  he  dreaded  to  awaken  that  baleful 
wrath  ;  he  dreaded  to  turn  it  upon  him- 
self, upon  his  family :  he  knew  that  that 
capricious  wrath  had  annihilated  liberty, 
prosperity,  and  life  ;  that  it  had  delved 
the  graves  of  many,  that  it  had  blasted 
the  hopes  of  more  ;  and  swayed  by  po- 
licy, rather  than  inclination,  he  steadily 
combated  every  reluctance,  and  firmly 
resisted  every  importunity. 

"  It  is  but  the  sacrifice  of  a  few  hours," 
he  observed  ;  "  a  little  effort,  a  little  re- 
solution, and  the  task  will  be  accomplish- 
ed." 

"  Alack,  'tis  no  common  task  !"  sigh- 
ed 
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ed  Matilda,  her  spirit  quailing  under 
the  dreaded  ill.  "  To  a  mind,  sick  as 
mine,  the  court  revel  offers  nought  save 
deadly  poison." 

"  Perchance,"  and  the  baron  strove  to 
reassure,  "  good  may  be  elicited.  Bear 
in  mind,  my  gentle  friend,  on  earth  we 
are  but  sojourners :  were  our  track  al- 
ways smooth  and  flowery,  soon  should 
we  be  tempted  to  renounce  our  guide, 
and  forget  the  purposes  of  our  journey. 
Difficulty  and  opposition  gendereth 
faith  ;  and  faith,  tendeth  to  a  harbour, 
free  from  shoal  and  quicksand." 

"  Would  I  had  gained  that  harbour, 
that  blessed  haven  to  the  weary  and  the 
sore-laden!"  exclaimed  Matilda;  then  de- 
ciphering wonder  in  the  glance  of  the 
baron — "  Solitude,  my  lord,"  she  con- 
cluded, "  behoves  me  more  than  mirth, 
and  sorrow  more  than  gaiety." 

"  Solitude  may  be  courted,  sorrow 
nourished,  to  the  detriment  of  the  body's 
health,"  rejoined  the  baron.  "  Dear 

child; 
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child;  dear  daughter — for  fain  would  I 
couple  thee  with  my  own  Millicent— - 
murmur  not  too  heavily  at  the  stripes 
Heaven  vouchsafeth  in  wisdom." 

Matilda  only  sighed.  This  was  a 
stripe  which  man  imposed,  and  it  was 
a  stripe,  pungent,  even  to  writhing  :  to 
mingle  with  the  great  and  the  gay,  to 
join  the  court-circle  of  her  father's,  of  her 
husband's  deadly  foe — for  well  did  she 
remember  the  anathema  pronounced  a- 
like  by  each  on  the  memorable  night  in 
which  they  had  first  met  and  last  parted 
— was  an  effort  almost  too  heavy  for  hu- 
man strength;  to  smile  on  the  being 
who  had  relentlessly  heaped  on  their 
heads  the  red-hot  fire  of  persecution — 
who  had  hunted  her  father,  from  home, 
from  name,  from  inheritance — who  had 
reduced  him  to  all  the  vicissitudes  of  in- 
digence and  labour — who  had  goaded 
him  to  rebellion  and  open  defiance. — 
"  Virgin  Mother !"  she  ejaculated,  shud- 
dering 
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dering  in  the  pang  within,  "  can  this  be 
required  at  my  hands  ?" 

The  baron  started — he  looked  up,  and 
lie  saw  her,  pale  as  marble,  her  limbs 
trembling,  her  hands  clasped  in  utter 
dismay. — "  Lady,"  he  said,  unwilling  to 
chide,  yet  more  unwilling  to  humour, 
"  one  would  judge  it  other  than  the  call 
of  pleasure.  On  my  soul,  my  liege  the 
queen,  designeth  neither  wrong  nor  vio- 
lence !" 

"  Would  she  could  guess,  the  wrong, 
the  violence  to  my  feelings !"  faltered 
Matilda ;  then  struggling  down  her 
sobs — "  Beseech  you,  my  lord,  judge 
not  harshly  :  'tis  other  than  caprice ;  'tis 
mortal  fear,  'tis  natural  repugnance, 
which  bars  me  the  presence  of  king 

John — 'tis — 'tis "  She  ceased,  for 

she  met  the  steadfast  gaze  of  the  baron, 
as  though  to  read  her  inward  soul ;  and 
quick  did  her  cheeks  glow,  with  a  tint, 
bright  as  evening  sunset. 

Was  it  modesty  ?  or  was  it  art  ? — was 

it 
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it  terror  of  recognition  ?  or  was  it  the 
dread  of  persevering  passion,  which 
kindled  this  emotion  ?  The  baron  felt 
yet  feared  the  query,  for  the  dazzling 
beauty  of  Matilda,  the  notorious  gallan- 
try of  king  John,  offered  thorough  solu- 
tion ;  and  in  an  accent,  almost  as  tremu- 
lous as  her  own,  he  said — "  You  know 
—you  have  seen  the  king." 

•"  Never,"  emphatically  pronounced 
Matilda ;  "  and  with  your  good  aid,  my 
lord,  still  would  I  shun  the  evil.  Alas !" 
and  she  spoke  with  sorrowful  earnest- 
ness, "  king  John,  as  the  whirlwind,  has 
rooted  up  the  vineyard,  and  laid  waste 
all  the  blossoms  of  promise; — king  John 
has  made  me  what  I  am,  an  alien,  a  wan- 
derer—  perchance,  an  orphan.  Oh  ! 
marvel  not,"  and  she  struggled  down 
her  suffocating  sobs,  "  that  my  spirit  li- 
kens the  trial  unto  death." 

The  baron  mused  long  and  deeply  ; 
his  heart  and  feelings  sided  with  Matil- 
da, but  his  judgment  and  his  foresight 

magnified 
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magnified  existing  peril :  he  feared,  lest 
denial  should  be  tortured  into  disrespect ; 
lest  plausible  excuse  should  be  pervert- 
ed into  disloyalty  :  he  feared  to  tread 
upon  the  deaf  adder,  lest  the  venom,  in- 
fusing itself  into  the  wholesome  channel 
of  his  blood,  should  blast  all  of  health,  in 
the  prosperity  of  his  children.  The  en- 
trance of  the  lady  Millicent  gave  turn  to 
his  reflections ;  she  had  but  newly  part- 
ed from  the  baroness  of  Montfitchett, 
and  her  countenance  tokened  conjecture 
and  surprise. — "  I  can  but  marvel,"  she 
exclaimed,  "  how  rumour  bandies  hu- 
man action.  Guess  you,  dearest  Matil- 
da, the  meddling  body,  who  has  report- 
ed you  to  the  queen?  Certain  it  is" — 
for  Matilda  spoke  not — "  more  than 
common  casualty  shapes  your  summons 
to  Westminster.  The  queen  paints  you 
in  colours,  glowing  as  a  lover's  fancy  ; 
and  she  vows  me  special  mischief,  for 
shutting  you  from  her  favour." 

"  Some  misconception — some  misre- 
presentation," 
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presentation,"  faltered  Matilda.  "  Alack ! 
I  know  nought  of  courts,  or  courtly 
form :  a  stranger,  a  sojourner,  like  me,  is 
ill  fashioned  to  such  a  calling." 

"  I  fear  me,"  said  Millicent,  earnestly, 
"  the  plea  will  not  pass  current.  The 
royal  Isabel  is  a  very  child  in  all  her 
fancies.  Think  well,  Matilda;  should 
we  parry  the  seeming  grace,  great  may 
be  the  mishap." 

"  It  may  involve  us  all — it  may  ruin 
us  all,"  said  the  baron — "  it  may  last 
longer,  far  longer,  than  the  simple  effort 
at  compliance." 

"  Think,"  urged  Millicent,  catching 
terror  at  the  import  of  her  father's  words, 
and  trembling  in  wild  dismay — "  think 
of  the  poor  baroness  de  Brause ;  think 
of  the  mighty  ruin,  which  the  random 
irony  of  one  ill-judged  sentence,  drag- 
ged down  upon  her  and  hers.  Her  hus- 
band driven  into  exile ;  herself,  her  hap- 
less children,  starved  to  death,  in  the 
castle  at  Windsor.  Blessed  saints !  ex- 
pose 
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pose  us  not  to  the  rancour  of  such  a 
heart.  The  king,  once  offended — and 
he  dotes  to  madness  on  the  queen,  and 
he  will  avenge  aught  of  slight  to  the 
queen,  more  fiercely  than  to  himself. 
Dear,  dearest  Matilda,  think,  once  of- 
fended, once  incensed Ah  !"  and  she 

burst  into  a  passion  of  tears,  "  how  have 
we  called  such  recompense  at  your 
hands  ?" 

Matilda  wept  with  her.  Here  indeed 
was  an  appeal  to  her  gratitude,  her  hu- 
manity, her  principles  ;  to  injure  those, 
at  whose  hands  she  had  received  favour, 
to  return  evil  for  benefit,  was  outrage  to 
her  nature :  she  looked  up ;  she  rallied 
into  firmness ;  every  selfish  feeling  yield- 
ed to  the  enthusiasm  of  the  moment ; 
she  cast  herself  upon  the  neck  of  her 
friend,  and  kissing  her  tear-bedewed 
cheek — "  I  will  to  the  call  of  the  queen 
of  England,"  she  murmured :  "  doubt 
me  not — fear  me  not.  I  have  strength 
— I  have  courage  :  yes,  Millicent,  I  will 

VOL.  ii.  N  bear 
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bear  you  fellowship  to  Westminster — I 
will  endure  even  the  presence  of  king- 
John.  Painful  as  is  the  task,  the  pain 
of  endangering  those  I  love  is  greater. 
My  own  father,  be  he  of  earth  or  heaven, 
would  approve  my  conduct." 

But  though  Matilda  thus  fashioned 
her  mind  to  her  fortune;  though  she 
knew  that  vicissitudes  of  good  and  evil, 
of  trial  and  consolation,  fill  up  the  pil- 
grimage of  life,  her  spirit  sickened  as  the 
season  for  exertion  drew  near,  and  she 
marked  the  day  dawn  with  feelings  ill 
suited  to  the  calling;  for  surely  merri- 
ment and  gay  seeming,  when  the  breast 
is  cankered  with  inward  ailment,  is  a  mi- 
sery, not  of  the  minor  stamp.  Counter 
indeed  was  her  heart  to  the  hearts  of  the 
youthful  and  the  prosperous,  to  the  light 
bevy,  anticipating  pleasure  as  the  balm 
of  life,  and  royal  favour  as  the  ripening 
sun  to  honour;  to  the  favoured  few, 
who  bidden  to  the  revel,  measured  the 
intervening  hours  with  listless  impa- 
tience : 
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tience :  and  she  acquiesced  in  the  neces- 
sary arrangements,  and  she  suffered,  ra- 
ther than  aided,  in  the  duties  of  the  toi- 
let ; — and  when,  with  the  lady  Millicent, 
she  stepped  into  the  gilded  barge  which 
was  to  bear  her  to  the  pageant,  her 
cheeks  were  as  tintless  as  her  snow-white 
robe. 

Though  almost  obscured  by  the  rust 
of  time  be  the  lighter  pastimes  of  that 
distant  period,  still,  at  Limisso,  at  the 
marriage  of  our  first  Richard  with  the 
princess  Berengaria,  we  read  of  rare 
sports,  of  masking  and  mumming ; — 
surely  then,  in  the  palace  at  Westmin- 
ster, we  may  step  from  the  tilt-yard,  and 
conjure  the  masking  and  the  mumming, 
to  aid  our  own  especial  purpose,  with- 
out incurring  the  charge  of  grafting  mo- 
dern habits  on  "  the  deeds  of  the  days 
of  other  years." 

Borne  on   the  glassy  bosom  of  the 

Thames,  fanned  with  spicy  breezes,  and 

cheered   with   cloudless   sunshine,    like 

unto  Abudah,  in  the  palace  of  pleasure, 

N  2  Matilda 
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Matilda  soon  awakened  to  a  new  world : 
but  unlike  Abudah,  she  was  cold  and 
dead  to  all  around ;  for  though  the  scene 
was  splendid,  wellnigh  to  dazzling,  not 
in  the  days  of  brightest  happiness, 
had  her  heart  and  fancy  sought  in  such 
an  assembly  the  perfect  talisman  of  Oro- 
manes; — no,  her  heart  and  fancy  told 
her  that  content  was  the  talisman  of 
Oromanes,  and  content  abideth  alone  in 
moderation  and  humbleness  of  mind. 
Perhaps,  could  she  have  divested  her 
thoughts  from  the  proximity  of  the 
enemy  of  her  race,  the  novelty  of  the 
scene  had  been  a  temporary  cessation 
from  care:  for  the  tilt-yard  was  crowded 
with  the  great  and  the  gay ;  the  tilters 
bedight  in  their  richest  seeming ;  silken 
pennons  waved  in  the  sunbeams,  and 
dazzling  gems,  and  fantastic  plumes, 
crested  many  a  burnished  casque. 

Seated  at~the  side  of  the  lady  Milli- 
cent,  Matilda  beheld  unmoved  the  ma- 
nual stress  for  mastery :  her  heart  sided 
not  in  the  mimic  warfare ;  for  she  felt,  as 

said 
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said  the  chevalier  Chiaoux — If  it  be  in 
earnest,  it  is  too  little ;  if  in  Jest,  too 
much :  and  not  until  she  saw  a  cavalier, 
cased  in  polished  steel,  and  mounted  on 
a  snow-white  charger,  gallop  into  the 
lists — not  until  she  heard  the  name  of 
the  lady  Matilda  pronounced  as  the  non- 
pareil of  grace  and  beauty — not  until 
she  saw  him  rein  in  his  prancing  steed, 
and  bow  in  lowly  homage,  as  he  paused 
before  her,  did  she  recognise  herself  as 
the  lady  Matilda  so  famed.  Every  eye 
was  turned  upon  the  spot  she  occupied, 
and  shrinking  away  from  the  notice  she 
elicited,  her  heart  wildly  fluttered,  and 
"  ten  thousand  blushing  apparitions" 
rose  in  her  cheek.  Vague  and  vain 
were  her  thoughts  and  her  fancies ;  she 
measured  the  towering  form  before  her, 
but  the  vizor  was  closed,  and  no  recog- 
nisance lived  in  the  glance.  The  cava- 
lier passed  on,  and  soon  did  the  trumpet 
of  defiance  sound,  and  soon  did  a  war- 
rior foe  dare  his  prowess.  The  stress 
was  long  and  vigorous;  shouts  and  ac- 
N  3  claims 
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claims  rent  the  air,  for  the  stranger- 
champion  of  Matilda  unhorsed  three 
successive  opponents ;  triumph  and  vic- 
tory rode  upon  his  lance,  and  proudly 
he  strode  the  field,  the  mighty  victor  of 
the  mimic  fray. 

The  warrior-games  of  the  morning 
yielded  to  the  mask  and  the  revel. — Ma- 
tilda marked  the  beautiful  Isabel,  float- 
ing, like  a  stream  of  light,  through  every 
intricate  winding ;  her  smile,  beamy  and 
bright,  as  heaven's  sunshine,  descending 
upon  all;  her  voice  of  playful  melody, 
inviting  to  the  mazy  dance,  and  beckon- 
ing on  to  gladness :  like  Flora,  in  the 
Vale  of  Tempe,  scattering  the  rays  of 
Iris ;  for  the  air  was  balmy  with  sweet- 
est odours,  and  Art,  imitative  of  Nature* 
rivalled  her  in  a  thousand  variegated 
blossoms.  Richness  and  splendour  lived 
throughout  the  pageant,  and  even  the 
ice-chill  of  antipathy  yielded  to  glad 
amaze,  as  the  eye  of  Matilda  marked 
the  courtly  presence  of  king  John  : — for 
prone  are  we  to  associate  deformity  of 

person 
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person  to  deformity  of  mind ;  and  the 
countenance  and  the  person  of  king  John, 
lighted  by  conviviality  and  graciousness, 
bore  no  affinity  to  the  dark  and  rank- 
ling passions  within. 

The  king  was  conversing  with  a  mask 
in  minstrel-guise;  and  anon,  with  fea- 
tures lighted  by  smiles,  did  he  link  his 
arm  within  the  arm  of  the  minstrel,  and 
lead  to  the  spot,  where  stood  the  lady 
Millicent  and  Matilda.  He  spoke  of  the 
prowess  of  the  morning,  and  he  besought 
the  boon  of  grace  on  the  hero  of.  the 
morning.  Millicent  laughed  sportively — 
Matilda  only  bowed — the  minstrel  placed 
his  hand  on  his  breast,  and  in  the  action, 
identified  himself  as  the  hero  of  the 
morning. 

"  Gratitude  to  thy  gallant  champion, 
fair  lady,"  said  the  king.  "  God's  truth ! 
he  wrestled  manfully ;  and  more  would 
he  gage,  for  the  vantage  of  a  smile." 

"  Ay,  life,  my  liege,"  rejoined  the 
minstrel,  emphatically. 

N  4  "  Beshrew 
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"  Beshrew  me,"  pursued  the  royal 
John,  "  but  thou  didst  not  fable !  Not 
a  fairer,  not  a  rarer  blossom,  in  this  gay 
garden !"  and  his  licensed  gaze  rallied 
the  sensitive  blood,  to  the  cheeks,  to  the 
very  temples  of  Matilda;  yet  when  he 
took  her  hand,  strange,  and  almost  over- 
powering emotion,  chased  that  sensitive 
blood  back  into  her  heart ;  a  sickening 
horror  stole  over  her ;  she  trembled 
back,  and  her  cheek  faded  to  almost  sta- 
tuary wanness.  The  king  read  timidity 
in  that  rapid  fluctuation :  she  was  young; 
she  was  unversed  in  courts  and  courtly 
habits,  and  he  felt  compassion  for  the 
lovely  novice ;  yet  as  he  passed  onwards, 
he  whispered  something  of  the  peril  of 
her  eye. 

The  next  instant,  and  Matilda  breath- 
ed freer ;  she  looked  up — she  could  even 
smile  on  the  gentle  solicitude  of  her 
friend. — "  Would  we  were  at  Hering- 
worth!"  she  softly  pronounced.  "Alack! 

if 
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if  this  be  pleasure,  nought  do  I  feel  save 
the  thorns." 

Millicent  raised  her  finger  to  her  lip ; 
she  marked  the  minstrel  hovering  around, 
and  she  feared  espial, — "  Be  wary  ;"  and 
then  she  ceased,  for  the  minstrel  struck 
the  strings  of  his  lyre,  and  fixing  his 
eyes  on  Matilda,  playfully,  yet  tenderly, 
sung:— 

"  Lady,  thou  art  the  fairest  she, 
Who  ever  'twixt  ray  peace  and  me 

Provoked  the  war ! 
Thou  hast  the  softest,  sweetest  look, 
That  pen  could  ever  write  in  book, 

Or  pencil  draw  ! 

"  Turn,  lady,  then,  thy  face  so  bright, 
Thy  radiant  eye  of  dewy  light, 

I  pray,  on  me. 

And  I  will  ever  grateful  prove; 
Will  ever  be  the  slave  of  love, 

To  pleasure  thee. 

"  Lady,  I  swear  it  by  thine  eye — 
I  swear  it  too  by  yon  bright  sky, 

And  by  my  love ! 

Pledge  me  the  boon  that  nought  shall  sever,  - 
And  I  will  be,  in  all  and  ever, 

True  as  the  dove  !" 

N  5  The 
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The  like  start,  the  like  wild  emotion, 
shot  from  bosom  to  bosom — Millicent 
and  Matilda  gazed  on  each  other :  save 
the  tremour  of  affected  age,  it  was  the 
voice  of  the  grey-headed  limping  min- 
strel, who  had  stolen  so  strongly  on 
their  compassion  —  who  had  fled  so 
strangely  from  their  hospitality. 

"  The  same !  on  my  life,  the  same  !" 
exclaimed  Millicent,  regardless  of  obser- 
vation, and  catching  at  the  arm  of  her 
friend. 

"  What  then  ?"  asked  the  minstrel, 
abruptly  pausing  at  her  side. 

"  Gramercy  ! "  said  Millicent,  •  "  I 
would  venture  much  to  peep  behind 
that  mask  of  thine.  Sure,  thou  art  a 
second  Proteus,  to  shift  so  nimbly." 

"  Yet  am  I  ever  the  same,"  replied 
the  minstrel,  fervently :  "  true,  lady,  as 
the  polar  needle !"  And  as  he  spoke,  his 
eyes  still  rested  on  the  painfully  per- 
plexed Matilda :  then  drawing  sweetest 
music  from  his  lyre— 

«  I've 
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"  I've  ranged  the  world,  to  cull  the  rose, 

Of  joy,  and  hope,  and  bliss. 
But  ah!  no  rose,  that  blooms  and  glows, 

Is  half  so  fair  as  this  I" 

And  as  he  ceased,  he  bent  his  knee,  and 
placed  his  lyre  at  the  feet  of  Matilda. 

Abashed,  trembling,  blushing,  cover- 
ed with  torturing  confusion,  she  would 
have  shrunk  away,  she  would  have 
craved  obscurity  as  the  dearest  prize  in 
nature,  but  the  mingled  voices  of  num- 
bers rooted  her  to  the  spot.  "  Grace  I 
grace,  lady !  grace  on  your  troubadour  f 
His  lyre  be  the  world's  loss  1" 

"  Grace !  grace !  I  pray  you,  grace  !'* 
It  was  the  beautiful  queen  Isabel  herself 
who  spoke,  as  she  broke  smiling  from 
the  throng. 

"  Grace  1  grace  !M  petitioned  the  still 
kneeling  minstrel. 

Matilda's  heart,  Matilda's  tumultuous 

feelings,   grew   wilder   every  moment; 

she  saw  each  eye  turned  upon  her ;  she 

heard — sh&  felt — she  shuddered  at  the 

N  6  pause 
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pause  which  seemed  to  await  her  action : 
alternately  did  her  cheek  vary  from 
crimson  to  snow;  now  bleached  with 
the  ague  of  dread;  now  scorched  with 
the  fever  of  trepidation.  Millicent  was 
beside  her ;  but  Millicent  could  not  aid 
in  the  trial:  she  stood  suspended,  la- 
bouring almost  for  breath  and  life. 

"  Restore  the  lyre,"  whispered  the 
royal  Isabel,  pitying  her  fearful  agitation. 

Millicent  caught  the  words  of  the 
queen ;  impulsively  she  stooped ;  she 
snatched  up  the  lyre,  and  thrust  it  into 
the  hand  of  the  minstrel :  but  impa- 
tiently he  put  it  back.—"  Not  so,  lady,*' 
he  exclaimed — "  It  lives,  or  it  dies,  at 
the  bidding  of  her,  on  whom  I  have  an- 
chored my  hopes ;"  and  again  the  lyre 
lay  at  the  feet  of  Matilda. 

A  confused  murmur  ran  through  the 
gay  multitude:  pleasure  itself  seemed 
suspended :  some  mingled  compassion 
with  censure;  but  "monstrous  affecta- 
tion," rose  paramount  in  the  buzz. 

Alas! 
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Alas!  it  was  not  affectation;  it  was  agi- 
tation, growing  into  agony ;  not  a  nerve 
was  still;  a  thick  haze  fast  gathered  be- 
fore her  eyes;  and  the  party,  and  the 
world  itself,  seemed  receding  from  be- 
fore her. 

"  Collect  yourself,"  said  the  queen, 
pressing  to  her  side.  "  "Tis  but  banter : 
ascribe  it  not  to  sober  earnest.  A  mask, 
maiden ;  nought,  save  a  mask :  anon, 
and  illusion  will  vanish." 

Matilda  strove  to  smile ;  she  felt  gra- 
titude to  the  charming  queen,  and  strug- 
gling down  a  sob,  with  one  desperate 
effort,  the  lyre  was  in  her  hand: — but 
unlike  the  romantic  custom  of  the  age, 
she  neither  entwined  it  with  laurel,  or 
hung  around  it  the  costly  offering  of 
gold  or  gems: — she  turned  away  her 
face,  and  bending  her  dark  eyes  on  the 
ground,  dropped  it  silently  into  the 
hand  of  the  minstrel. 

He  took  it — he  pressed  it  to  his  lips. 
"  From  earth  to  heaven !"  lie  murmur- 
ed, 
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ed,  and  the  beamy  brightness  of  her 
cheek  repaid  him  for  the  rhapsody. 
Tenderly,  softly,  he  swept  the  strings, 
and  still  kneeling,  with  point  and  pa- 
thos, sung: 

"  Sweet  as  is  the  tented  hay ; 
Sweet  as  is  the  clu&t'ring  may ; 
Sweet  as  is  the  dew-steeped  flower, 
Expanding  in  the  sunny  hour ; 
Or  thyme-sod,  washed  in  April-shower, 
'Neath  morning's  ray ! 

"  Gentle  e'en  as  pity's  tear; 
Gentle  as  the  voice  of  fear; 
Gentle  as  the  still  deep  stream, 
Reflecting,  rich,  in  heaven's  beam ; 
Or,  as  the  silent  evening  gleam, 
In  ether  clear ! 

"  Is  thy  bright  look — is  thy  dark  eye  !" 
And  oh  !  to  win  thy  bosom's  sigh, 
Lady,  'twould  be  too  cheap  to  die  !" 

Long  after  the  fairy-sounds  had  ceas- 
ed, did  the  minstrel  continue  kneeling, 
apparently  insensible  to  the  bursts  of 
commendation  and  rapture ;  tranced  in 
the  delirium  of  his  own  fancy,  and 
wildly  coveting  the  spray  of  orange- 
blossom^ 
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blossom,  blooming  in  the  whiter  bosom 
of  Matilda.  She  read  the  glances  of  his 
bold  eye,  and  indignation  deepened  her 
blushes.  Impulse  and  action  were  one : 
she  feared,  lest  persuasion,  or  terror,  or 
overpowering  bashfulness,  should  cede 
the  flower;  and  snatching  it  from  its 
coveted  haven,  with  the  quickness  of 
thought,  crushed  the  blossoms,  and 
scattered  them  on  the  floor. 

The  minstrel  arose,  and  placing  his 
hand  upon  his  breast,  bowed  in  humble 
acknowledgment  of  presumption:  yet 
though  he  saw  her  turn  away  from  his 
notice;  though  he  saw  the  fear,  the 
confusion,  the  almost  hate,  which  mark- 
ed her  appreciation  of  his  wild  compli- 
ments; though  he  saw  her  shrink,  as 
does  the  modest  sensitive-plant,  from 
obvious  devotion — he  shadowed  her  foot- 
steps, and  to  the  close  of  the  revel,  like 
an  evil  genii,  marred  the  light  plea- 
santry of  the  scene.  In  vain,  the  mass 
of  heterogeneous  character,  the  mad 

pranks 
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pranks  of  inconsistency  and  humour,  the 
light  shafts  of  wit,  aimed  and  rebutted, 
and  rich  in  all  the  genuine  savour  of  jest 
and  fun ;  his  glance,  and  his  sigh,  and 
his  whispered  passion,  fell,  as  cold  mil- 
dew, on  her  feelings :  and  she  bore  back 
into  her  chamber,  a  mind,  cruelly  ha- 
rassed,    and    a  spirit,    perplexed,    and 
humbled,  and  tortured,  wellnigh  to  weep- 
ing.  The  harmony  of  sweet  sounds,  and 
the  fantastic  tissue  of  show  and  decora- 
tion, pursued  her  even  to  the  "  land  of 
dreams."     Again,    as  at   Westminster, 
did  her  eyes  light  upon  the  vain  distinc- 
tions  of  man,    upon   the   gewgaws  of 
splendour  and   prodigality,    upon    the 
purple  glories  noting  the  state  of  princes : 
but  inconsistency  and  confusion  mingled 
her   visions.     Sometimes,    sparkling   in 
clustering  gems,   herself  the  brightest 
gem,  did  the  royal  Isabel,  "  like  some 
gay   creature    of   the    element,"    pilot 
through  the  glowing    Arcadia ;    then, 
suddenly  would  she  vanish  away,  and 

yield 
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yield  her  office  to  the  intrusive  minstrel : 
quick  would  follow  the  effort  and  the 
inability  at  escape,  until  the  shackles  of 
sleep  would  yield  to  the  mighty  stress, 
and  Matilda  would  awaken,  grateful  for 
the  consciousness  of  safety. 

The  morning  dawned,  and  she  arose, 
fevered  and  ill  refreshed,  for  the  visions 
of  the  night  dissipated  not  the  misgiv- 
ings of  her  fancy  :  more  than  temporary 
inconvenience  felt  to  tend  on  the  stran- 
ger-minstrel ;  she  dreaded  him  without 
knowing  why,  for  she  feared  him  gifted 
with  the  will  and  the  power  to  perse- 
cute. Doubtless,  at  his  bidding,  had 
she  been  summoned  to  the  court :  yet 
how  to  have  excited  his  attention?—- 
bow  to  have  aroused  his  interest  ?  Per- 
plexity involved  each  surmise,  and  ever 
tangled  in  the  bewildering  maze  of  con- 
jecture, would  she  ascribe  to  his  ma- 
chinations, the  last  bitter  tax  upon  her 
feelings,  and  leave  off,  more  indignant, 
and  more  doubtful  than  before. 

A  pang 
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A  pang  of  the  heart,  rather  than  of 
the  head,  might  have  coloured  the  ex- 
cuse of  non-attendance  at  the  castle  of 
the  baroness  of  Montfitchett;  for  Ma- 
tilda felt  unequal  to  the  social  call,  and 
she  witnessed  the  departure  of  the  baron 
and  the  lady  Millicent,  with  that  sensa- 
tion, which  feels  to  woo  quiet  as  a  so- 
vereign balm. 

"  Thank  Heaven,  there  is  neither  call 
on  my  duty  or  my  acquiescence,  now !" 
she  murmured ;  and  she  shrunk  away 
from  the  casement,  as  though  tenacious 
of  the  privilege  of  self-commune,  pining, 
alone  and  unmarked,  to  retrace  the 
mazes  of  her  destiny,  and  to  weep  and 
to  linger  over  the  points  of  acutest  sor- 
row. It  was  a  privilege  denied  by 
friendship;  for  there  are  hearts — and 
feeling  hearts  too — who  mistakenly  pro- 
hibit the  recapitulation  of  grief,  forgetful 
that  the  pent-up  woe  is  ever  the  keenest. 

For  a  long  time  all  her  thoughts 
rested  on  her  father;  her  ignorance  of 

his 
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his  fate — her  dread  of  eternal  separation ! 
but  though  her  tears  were  bitter,  not 
until  she  recalled  the  image  of  him  to 
whom  her  vows  were  plighted,  did  her 
bitterest  tears  flow :  then,  her  face  was 
deluged,  for  then  did  she  feel  the  total 
bereavement  of  her  fortune;  then,  did 
the  long  years  of  her  future  life  appear 
rayless,  and  the  world  itself,  cheerless 
and  gloomy  as  the  grave.  Alas  !  it  was 
captivity,  or  woful  calamity,  or  prema- 
ture death,  which  resolved  his  fearful 
silence :  each  moment  did  the  desolation 
appear  the  more  apparent,  and  each  mo- 
ment did  her  own  misery  become  the 
more  complete  :  widowed,  almost  before 
wedded,  the  axe  was  laid  at  the  root  of 
her  hopes,  and  every  sunny  picture  of 
felicity  was  crumbled  into  barrenness. 

As  she  stood,  fostering  the  heart- 
pangs  of  memory,  and  recalling,  again 
and  again,  the  form,  the  features,  the 
deep  blue  eyes  of  him  she  loved  ;  dwell- 
ing on  the  accent  of  his  voice,  and  con- 
juring 
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juring  the  mingled  expression  of  fond- 
ness and  torture  with  which  he  first  and 
last  held  her  to  his  breast — with  which 
he  snatched  the  hallowed  kiss,  called  her 
his  own,  and  parted  in  the  promise  of 
reunion — a  low  tap  at  the  door  of  her 
chamber,  roused  her  to  the  necessity  of 
bridling  her  feelings.  She  opened  it, 
and  Beatrice  stood  before  her. — "  Lady," 
said  the  damsel,  "  I  come  at  the  bidding 
of  a  stranger-messenger.  A  very  boy, 
now  in  the  hall,  craveth  the  privilege  of 
your  ear." 

"  Perchance  a  lackey  from  the  baro- 
ness of  Montfitchett,"  observed  Matilda. 
"  Bears  he  aught  from  the  lady  Milli- 
cent?" 

"  I  know  not,  lady.  I  questioned 
close,  but  all  he  prays,  is  the  grace  of  a 
moment's  interview." 

"  I  come/"  said  Matilda ;  and  chasing 
away  her  tears,  and  wooing  back  the 
covert  of  a  smile,  she  descended  to  the 
hall. 

A  stripling 


RUNNEMEDE.  285 

A  stripling  youth  stood  in  the  midst; 
his  cap  was  in  his  hand ;  he  bowed  lowly, 
but  he  spoke  not. 

"  What  would  you  of  me?"  asked 
Matilda. 

The  youth  glanced  at  Beatrice—"  Your 
secret  ear,  lady,"  he  said,  in  a  voice,  al- 
most sunk  to  a  whisper. 

"  Speak,"  urged  Matilda,  "  I  know 
no  concealments."  But  still  the  youth 
stood  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  Beatrice. 
"  Leave  us,"  said  Matilda ;  and  when 
the  door  closed  upon  the  damsel,  the 
youth  moved  cautiously  to  her  side. 

"  Are  we  quite  alone,  lady  ?"  he 
asked — "  are  we  beyond  the  reach  of 
ears?" 

Matilda  started ;  doubt  and  apprehen- 
sion grew  out  of  the  query  :  there  was 
that  in  the  look  and  manner  of  the  boy, 
which  seemed  to  bode  of  ill  to  come. 
"  Be  brief,"  she  said ;  "  your  errand  ?" 

"  Life  and  death,"  whispered  the 
youth.  "  I  bear  token  of  one  from  be- 
yond 
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yond  sea — one,  late  sojourning  with  the 
white  monks  of  Cisteaux.  Lady,  at  war 
with  England,  guess  you  the  peril?" 
And  again  he  glanced  around  the  hall, 
as  though  the  very  walls  had  ears. 

Matilda  snatched  at  his  arm;  she 
wished  to  question,  but  sound  and  power 
were  fled  ;  her  mind,  her  feelings,  were 
all  tumult;  her  heart  throbbed  almost 
audibly,  and  vivid  was  the  fire  which 
lighted  her  eye.  Was  it  joy  ?  or  was  it 
delirium,  which  gave  to  her  cheek  that 
bright  red,  to  her  eye  that  bright  fire? 
If  joy,  it  vanished  like  the  lightning's 
flash;  for  when  the  boy  pronounced — 
"  Suspicion,  once  awakened,  life  becomes 
the  forfeit" — that  cheek,  and  that  eye, 
lost  all  their  transient  glow.  New  pangs 
arose;  new  terror*  checked  almost  the 
powers  of  respiration :  she  saw  danger 
and  ruin  on  every  side — she  saw  the 
block  and  the  paraphernalia  of  death  and 
torture,  and  she  almost  shrieked  at  the 
dire  phantasy. 

"  Spare 
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"  Spare  yourself,  lady,"  urged  the  boy: 
"  with  caution  and  prudence  all  may  be 
well." 

"Tell  me  further,"  implored  Matilda ; 
"  in  mercy,  tell  me  all  you  know  ?" 

"  My  knowledge  is  bounded,"  replied 
the  youth  ;  "  my  mission,  to  pilot  to  my 
employer.  Lady,  there  is  one,  who 
watcheth  and  counteth  the  minutes  of 
delay.  One,  who  in  the  cathedral  of 
St.  Paul,  would  have  spoken,  had " 

"  One — one,"  repeated  Matilda — "  Ah, 
that  one!"  and  her  brain  grew  dizzy 
with  expectation  and  hope. 

"  One  who  dares  not  brave  open  day," 
resumed  the  boy  ;  "  one,  whom  necessity 
holds  in  durance;  one,  who  would  have 
revealed  himself  then,  but  for  your  at- 
tendant. Will  ye,  lady,  that  I  speed  ye 
to  him?" 

Matilda  stretched  forth  her  hand — 

"  My  father — my "  The  sound  died 

upon  her  lips,  and  her  limbs  trembled 
so  violently,  that  she  could  not  move. 

"Not 
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"  Not  so,  lady,"  quick  rejoined  the 
messenger :  "  policy  must  be  our  guida 
This  agitation,  this  cloakless  flight,  would 
betray  all.  We  must  move  away,  un- 
marked and  unsuspected;  we  must  re- 
turn also,  without  giving  room  for 
guessing." 

Matilda  raised  her  eyes  to  the  face  of 
the  speaker — "  Whither  would  you  bear 
me?"  she  demanded. 

"  Anon  to  the  nigh  hamlet  of  St. 
Giles  :  no  further.  Lady,  we  are  watch- 
ed for,  in  wellnigh  prison- solitude." 

"  Why  not  on  the  instant?"  urged 
Matilda,  panting,  to  hail  in  life,  one,  so 
near  and  so  dear ;  for  none  other  than 
father  or  husband,  could  her  heart  iden- 
tify, as  a  sojourner  with  the  white  monks 
of  Cisteaux. 

"  Alack !  lady,  your  own  pale  cheeks 
and  trembling  limbs,  be  the  best  resol- 
ver.  We  lack  fortitude  and  strength, 
else—"  He  ceased,  as  though  fearful 
to  wound. 

Matilda 
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Matilda  struggled  hard  for  that  forti- 
tude, for  that  strength ;  she  felt  buoyant 
and  eager ;  yet  her  pulses  throbbed  wild- 
ly, and  her  very  thoughts  were  confused 
and  unsettled. 

"  In  another  hour,"  pursued  the  youth, 
"  when  the  haze  of  twilight  shall  have 
gathered.  Perchance,  lady,  you  may 
descend  to  the  terrace  alone." 

That  alone  awakened  the  first  pang  of 
distrust,  and  Matilda  again  fixed  her 
searching  eyes  on  the  face  of  the  speaker 
— "  And  my  friends,  the  baron,  the  lady 
Millicent?"  she  asked. 

"  They  must  not  guess  our  move- 
ments," eagerly  resumed  the  youth. 
<s  The  baron  de  Cantilupe  is  the  loyal 

subject  of  king  John  :  him  I  serve 

Lady" — and  his  voice  sunk  to  a  whisper 
— "  see  you  not,  that  life  hangs  upon 
secrecy  ?" 

A  deathlike  shudder  iced  the  blood  of 
Matilda,  yet  did  her  faith  in  the  inte- 
grity of  the  baron  remain   unshaken. 
VOL.  ii.  o  "  He 
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"  He  would  befriend — he  would  aid  us," 
she  faltered  out :  "  honour,  and  life,  and 
all  of  this  world's  good,  would  I  trust  in 
his  keeping." 

"  Him  I  serve,"  rejoined  the  boy, 
"  bid  me  be  wary,  of  every  eye,  of  every 
ear: — him  I  serve,  lady,  warned  me 
against  hasty  confidence." 

"  And  he  bid  you  tell  me  that  he  late 
parted  from  the  white  monks  of  Cis- 
teaux;"and  Matilda's  heart  thrilled 'as 
she  spoke. 

"  Yea,  lady,  such  were  my  instruc- 
tions. He  bid  me  speak  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux,  as  an  indemnity  for 
my  trust." 

Matilda  stood  for  many  moments,  with 
her  hand  pressed  to  her  forehead,  seem- 
ing to  think,  yet  incapable  of  thought, 
for  all  within  was  tumult,  was  wild  fear, 
and  wilder  hope.  Was  she  indeed 
awake  ?  or  was  the  promised  good,  mere 
mockery  ?  If  other  than  illusion,  irre- 
solution was  an  insult  to  affection,  delay 

an 
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an  outrage  to  feeling.  To  know  herself 
so  near  to  explanation  and  to  happiness. 
If  the  palmer,  perchance  to  hear  of  her 
father ;  if  her  father,  perchance  to  hear 
of  the  palmer !  Ah !  bliss  indeed  was  at 
hand,  yet  did  she  squander  the  moments 
in  senseless  prodigality. — "  Let  us  away," 
she  exclaimed,  starting  into  decision : 
"  now,  this  very  instant,  speed  me  to  the 
village  of  St.  Giles."  As  she  spoke,  she 
sprung  to  the  side  of  the  messenger,  and 
grasping  his  arm,  hurried  towards  the 
door. 

The  boy  struggled. — "  Lady,  this  rash 
haste  will  mar  all.  I  pray  you,  be  se- 
cret, be  patient.  Alack  !  you  know  not 
the  peril.  Tarry  until  sunset,  and  then 
we  may  adventure." 

"  And  when  the  sun  shall  have  set," 
said  Matilda,  her  spirit  sinking  at  the 
seeming  check,  "  what  then  ?" 

"  Then,  lady,"  quick  replied  the  youth, 
"  at  the  foot  of  the  steps,  leading  from 
the  terrace  to  the  water,  will  I  await 

your 
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your  coming.  The  boat  which  speeded 
me  hither,  will  quick  speed  us  whither 
we  list." 

"  Should  we  be  seen — should  we  be 
suspected — should  my  absence  even  be 
guessed  at,"  said  Matilda,  doubtfully. 

"  Fear  not,  lady ;  all  will  be  as  the 
shifting  phantasy  of  a  dream  :  at  sunset, 
away ;  ere  night-fall,  secure  in  your  own 
chamber." 

"  Belike,  absolved  from  the  pang  of 
further  concealment !"  exclaimed  Ma- 
tilda, and  joy  lived  in  the  anticipation. 

"  It  may  chance  so,  lady.  This  one 
effort,  and  all  will  be  well;  this  one 
effort,  and " 

"  At  sunset,  I  come,"  interrupted  Ma- 
tilda: and  scarce  had  she  uttered  the 
words,  when  the  boy  fled,  and  till  sun- 
set, she  was  left  to  her  own  reflections. 

END  OF  VOL.  II. 
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CHAPTER  I, 


"  Ay,  to  the  life,  in  liberty's  good  cause 
We'll  fight;  and  to  the  utmost  verge  of! earth, 
We  will  adventure." 

JL  HE  first  of  November,  as  though 
the  heavens  smiled  on  the  embryo  seeds, 
bursting,  and  spreading,  and  shooting  to 
fruition,  was  as  the  brightest  day  in  the 
past  bright  month  of  October  ;  for  from 
the  earliest  streak  of  radiance,  the  mists, 
fast  scudding  before  the  growing  glory, 
gave  promise  of  a  cloudless  sky.  Many 
a  heart  joyed  in  the  token — many  a 
spirit,  fast  trammelled  in  the  bonds  of 
VOL.  in.  B  superstition, 
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superstition,  hailed  it  as  the  presage  of 
hereafter  triumph — many  an  eye  glanced 
o'er  the  huge  and  towering  walls  of  St. 
Edmund's  monastery,  frowning  and  dark- 
ening in  the  distance,  yet  bearing  on  its 
stained  and  storied  panes,  the  burnish  of 
that  heaven  it  was  reared  to  worship  ! 

Even  now  the  ruins  of  its  ancient 
greatness  possess  both  beauty  and 
splendour :  but  in  that  early  period, 
when  darkness  spread  o'er  the  face  of 
things,  and  glory  to  God  was  the  boast 
and  the  aim  of  man  ;  when  frankincense 
smoked  at  the  high  altar,  and  gifts  of 
the  spirit  tokened  the  zeal  and  the  hu- 
miliation of  the  flesh,  no  religious  insti- 
tution, to  borrow  the  language  of  Le- 
land,  who  lived  an  eye  witness  of  its 
wealth  and  its  grandeur,  was  more  noble, 
whether  one  considers  the  endowments, 
largeness,  or  unparalleled  magnificence. 
One  might  think  even  the  monastery 
alone,  a  city  ;  so  many  gates  it  has  (some 
whereof  are  brass)  so  many  towers,  and 

a  church, 
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a  church,  than  which  nothing  can  be 
more  magnificent ! 

Sojourning  in  the  town  of  St.  Ed- 
mund's-bury,  and  tarrying  the  appoint- 
ed hour  to  move  in  slow  procession  to 
the  abbey-church,  the  nominated  pilgri- 
mage cloaked  the  assembled  nobles  in 
the  sad  vestments  of  penitence  ;  yet  did 
the  "  amice  grey"  cover  many  a  heart, 
swelling,  and  throbbing,  and  teeming 
with  the  passions  of  the  world  ;  did  the 
rankling  goads  of  hate,  and  ambition, 
and  party-feeling,  lurk,  like  hidden  fires, 
craving  but  the  vent-pass  to  issue  into 
flame.  As  now,  the  minds  of  men, 
were  active,  turbulent,  and  fitful ;  seek- 
ing change,  and  toiling  for  preeminence ; 
chasing  the  painted  shadows  of  sense, 
and  neglecting  the  brighter  substances 
of  reality  :  as  now,  the  world,  teeming 
with  innovation,  was  torn  and  tossed  by 
strange  and  wild  convulsions  ;  and  man, 
alternately  the  prey  and  the  slave  of  his 
own  crude  and  sickly  humours,  brood- 
B  2  ing 
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ing  over  imaginary  ills,  or  widening  the 
breach  of  division,  by  magnifying  into 
mortal  injury,  the  slightest  provocation  ; 
labouring  out  materials  for  self-torture, 
or  spreading  into  giant  mould,  the  inci- 
dental calamities  of  life  ! — Alike  in  each 
page  in  the  strange  volume  of  human 
destiny,  amid  the  high  and  the  lowly, 
the  prosperous  and  the  adverse,  we  trace 
in  self  the  sure  source  of  the  reigning 
mischief,  the  existing  root  of  the  univer- 
sal malady ;  we  trace  the  shoals  and 
quicksands,  wrecking  our  fortunes  and 
blighting  our  hopes,  to  the  suggestions 
of  our  own  passions  : — but  however  the 
internal  spring — like  many  a  spring  in 
lighter  matter — lose  its  gold  in  the  cru- 
cible of  the  alchymist ;  the  promise  was 
boundless ;  the  effect,  guided  by  the 
high  will  of  unerring  destiny,  great, 
abundant,  replete  with  rich  and  death- 
less fruit !  like  the  grain  of  mustard- 
seed,  cast  into  the  earth,  and  becoming 
"  a  tree,  so  that  the  birds  of  the  air  lodge 

in 
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in  the  branches,"its  ramifications,  salutary 
to  the  dearest  hopes  of  man,  spreading — 
strengthening  —  growing  —  extending 
through  a  long  course  of  ages,  rise  in 
the  one  grant  of  MAGNA  CHARTER, 
the  palladium  of  our  liberty  and  our 
constitution ! 

The  grand  and  imposing  rites  of  Ca- 
tholic worship,  fanning  alike  the  heart 
and  the  fancy,  and  inspiring  a  zeal  al- 
most as  ardent  as  burnt  in  the  spirit  of 
croisade,  wedded  each  member  of  the 
confederacy  to  the  one  common  cause. 
It  was  sustained  and  headed  by  the  pri- 
mate of  England,  and  strengthened  by 
his  suffragan  bishops :  and  at  the  close 
of  the  festival  of  All  Saints,  when  the 
psalmody  had  ceased,  and  the  full  choir 
was  hushed  and  still,  and  save  the  abbot, 
the  monks  of  St.  Edmund's  had  retired 
from  the  church,  the  earls  and  barons, 
approaching  the  high  altar,  tarried  in 
mute  expectancy  the  counsel  of  the  arch- 
bishop. Numerous  and  imposing  was 
B  3  the 
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the  assemblage :  it  consisted  of  the  flower 
and  the  strength  of  the  kingdom  ;  and 
of  such  an  assemblage,  their  "  deeds  were 
as  streams  of  light,  before  the  eyes  of 
bards"— for  they  toiled  for  good  to  come 
— they  laboured  for  the  immunity  of 
millions  !  The  archbishop  spoke,  and 

" The  buzz  of  gnat  or  fly, 

Winging  in  airy  circle,  had  sounded 
In  the  stillness." 

"  We  meet,  my  lords,"  he  exclaimed, 
u  here,  in  solemn  assembly,  in  one,  to 
glorify  God,  and  to  redress  the  griev- 
ances of  his  creatures.  Free  from  hate 
and  grovelling  passion,  uninfluenced  by 
revenge  or  personal  enmity,  purged  from 
the  dross  of  malice  and  uncharitable- 
ness,  we  meet,  to  mourn  existing  ill, 
and  labour  for  forthcoming  good.  Pos- 
terity rests  in  our  keeping,  the  weal,  the 
happiness,  the  freedom  of  ages,  yet  un- 
born. It  is  for  us  to  file  away  the  chains 
hung  around  our  necks,  and  forged  by 
unjust  and  vindictive  despotism  ;  it  is 

for 
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for  us  to  swear,  here,  on  the  high  altar 
of  our  worship — here,  in  the  sight  and 
in  the  name  of  the  great  God  of  our 
salvation — here,  on  this  festival  of  All 
Saints,  to  stickle,  to  the  peril  of  life,  for 
the  renewal  and  observance  of  our  rights 
and  indemnities." 

"  We  swear  !  we  all  swear !"  reverbe- 
rated through  the  arched  rpof ;  and  the 
last  echo  had  scarcely  ceased,  when  one 
solitary,  deep,  emphatic  voice,  pronoun- 
ced— "  Ay,  unto  death  !" 

That  voice  rivetted  every  eye  upon 
the  speaker.  It  was  a  proscribed  man, 
who  reckless  of  denouncement  and  ruin, 
stood  fearless  in  the  midst  of  the  assem- 
bled nobles.  In  the  green  and  ripe  sum- 
mer of  his  strength,  he  had  fled  away 
from  the  fire-blast  of  persecution  and 
hate ;  now,  even  in  the  dominion  of  his 
mortal  foe,  he  stood  forth  the  bold  aven- 
ger of  a  nation's  grievances !  In  the 
green  and  ripe  summer  of  his  strength, 
he  had  abandoned  home  and  country  i- 
B  4  now, 
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now,  he  looked  like  one,  upon  whom 
persecution  and  hardship  had  told  heavy ; 
for  his  brow  was  dappled  with  winter's 
hoar-frost,  and  his  visage  bronzed  with 
hot  suns  and  rough  blasts.  He  seemed 
as  a  man  upon  whom  misfortune  had 
expended  her  last  arrow ;  yet,  as  the 
tough  oak,  stemming  the  buffet  of  the 
angry  winds,  he  stood  stanch  and  firm 
amid  the  storm.  Spite  of  the  sacred- 
ness  of  the  spot  and  of  the  calling,  many 
a  hand  was  extended  in  fellowship ;  and 
the  heart  which  persecution  could  not 
shake,  and  the  eye  which  misery  could 
not  wring  of  one  single  tear,  was  soften- 
ed and  melted  to  woman's  weakness  :  it 
felt  to 

"  Open  all  the  cells  where  mem'ry  slept :" 

every  nerve  shook ;  every  subduing  feel- 
ing rose  to  agony — he  bent  his  face 
upon  his  breast,  and  wept.  But  brief, 
wellnigh  to  a  flitting  shade,  was  the  in- 
dulgence ;  manfully  wrestling  down  the 

weakness, 
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weakness,  he  glanced  around,  and  his 
bow,  and  his  smile  of  graciousness,  noted 
the  noble  and  the  warrior. 

Again  every  sound  was  hushed  to 
silence ;  again  every  eye  was  turned 
upon  the  main  spring  of  the  new  con- 
federacy. It  was  expectation,  it  was 
fate  itself  which  seemed  to  hang  upon 
the  breath  of  the  father  in  God  :  his  en- 
sample,  and  his  stimulating  influence, 
was  as  an  absolving  clause  from  the  crime 
of  disobedience  and  disloyalty — was,  as 
the  palliating  medium,  wherewith  vio- 
lence and  nonconformity  were  prosti- 
tuted into  patriotism. 

"  My  visions  are  replete  with  gloom 
and  woe,"  resumed  the  primate — "  I  see 
the  whole  kingdom  shrouded  in  one 
black  mantle — I  see  slavery,  and  death, 
and  despair,  and  ruin,  on  every  side. 
We  are  called  upon,  rny  sons :  likened 
unto  the  inspiration  of  Peter  the  hermit, 
pointing  to  the  redemption  of  the  holy 
places,  so  are  we  roused  and  rallied  from 
B  5  our 
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our  deep  sleep.  Ours  be  the  indepen- 
dence of  England — ours  be  the  redemp- 
tion of  a  whole  race  :  posterity  claims  it 
at  our  hands ;  generations,  yet  unborn, 
will,  through  us,  be  blessed  or  cursed. 
Alas  !  alas  !"  he  feelingly  pursued,  "  one 
universal  groan  echoes  throughout  the 
land  :  we  are  enslaved  by  him  who  ought 
to  be  our  parent ;  we  are  shackled,  we 
are  .iron-bound,  by  him,  who  ought  to 
pour  upon  our  heads,  the  teeming  mea- 
sure of  blessings  and  of  service.  Yet 
sacred  be  the  majesty  of  the  Lord's 
anointed  !  sacred  be  the  trust  imposed 
upon  men  !  Indignation  must  not  hurry 
into  revenge,  neither  must  zeal  betray 
into  rashness.  No,  no,  my  sons  ;  though 
the  royal  John  has  slid  away  from  his 
oaths  and  his  promises — though  he  has 
given  passion  the  rein,  and  prejudice 
the  mastery— though  he  has  trampled 
upon  justice,  and  outraged  law — though 
he  has  dealt  curses  instead  of  blessings — 
though  his  backslidings  be  countless  as 

the 
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the  sands  on  the  seashore ;  still  must 
we  hem  him  in  from  violence  and  out- 
rage ;  still  must  we  preserve  him  at  the 
peril  of  life." 

"  Be  thou  the  sun  to  lighten  our  track," 
said  the  baron  Fitz  Walter,  speaking  in 
the  voice  of  the  assembled  nobles. 

"  With  God's  good  grace,"  meekly 
pronounced  the  primate :  "  all  else  is 
impotent  and  vain.  Our  trust  must 
be  unanimity,  our  impulse  patriotism  : 
we  must  move  with  one  soul,  my  lords ; 
we  must  bosom  one  influence.  The 
common  misery  must  be  as  fuel  to  the 
fire  of  our  zeal,  else  must  our  hopes  be 
wrecked,  and  our  labours  inefficient." 

"  The  common  misery  be  as  a  quick- 
ening goad  to  courage  and  to  action," 
exclaimed  the  disguised  patriot  "  Alas ! 
holy  father,  the  common  misery,  the  in- 
dividual misery" — and  he  struck  his  hand 
upon  his  bankrupt  heart — "  furnishes  a 
brand,  fierce  as  the  brand  of  Ate." 

"  Not  so,  my  son,"  and  the  archbishop 
B  6  piously 
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piously  crossed  himself  as  he  spoke. 
"  We  must  pray  against  the  incitements 
of  lawless  passion ;  we  must,  one  and 
all,  sacrifice  individual  injury  to  general 
service :  sinking  the  actions  of  the  man 
in  the  actions  of  the  monarch,  we  must 
sue  for  public  defalcation,  not  for  pri- 
vate crime.  Ay,  and  we  must  buckle 
on  the  tight  rein  of  self-restraint  our- 
selves ;  we  must  shape  our  own  feelings 
to  our  own  fortune,  nor  yield  to  the 
selfsame  latitude  for  whiclrwe  seek  re- 
cognisance." 

"  Father,"  said  the  stranger,  emphati- 
cally, "  we  must  first  drink  of  the  stag- 
nant lake  of  oblivion,  ere  we  forget  our 
injuries." 

"  Say,  rather,  of  the  life-giving  cup 
of  salvation,"  piously  rejoined  the  holy 
Langton,  "  to  fashion  us  to  the  injunc- 
tion of  forgiveness." 

"  True ;  but  man  is  at  best  fitful  and 
disobedient,  holy  sir.  I  have  conned  the 
lesson,  in  exile,  privation,  and  woe — I 

have 


RUNNEMEDE.  13 

have  strove  to  subvert  all  the  jarring 
principles  within  rne :  but  the  blood  will 
boil,  and  the  spirit  will  rebel,  when 
others,  near  and  dear,  are  dragged  into 
the  ruin.  Crime  may  incur  confisca- 
tion and  attaint ;  but  where  caprice  and 
heartless  tyranny  bandies  the  storm, 
where  lives  the  human  power  of  acqui- 
escence ?" 

"  Not  of  ourselves — I  grant  you,  not 
of  ourselves,"  said  the  archbishop,  "  for 
we  are  but  sinful  dust  and  ashes:  yet 
has  a  preceptor  gone  before  us — yet  does 
an  ensample,  more  lasting  than  the  base 
of  earth,  exist,  to  methodise  and  to 
chasten.  '  As  a  sheep  before  her  shear- 
ers is  dumb,  so  he  openeth  not  his 
mouth.'  Alack !  and  he  was  persecuted 
unto  death,  and  *  with  his  stripes  are 
we  healed." 

Deep  and  solemn  was  the  pause  which 
ensued :  for  a  brief  season,  all  of  tem- 
poral was  lost  in  spiritual  feeling:  the 
archbishop  bent  his  knee  at  the  high 

altar ; 
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altar ;  and  he  prayed  aloud,  prayed  for 
humbleness  of  mind,  for  grace,  for  pa- 
tience, for  humility :  and  all  assembled 
in  the  mighty  calling  prayed  with  him  ; 
for  each  and  every  soul  felt  the  galling 
fetter  of  its  own  peculiar  sin,  and  each 
and  every  soul  rose  lighter  and  better. 
It  was  as  the  stress  for  mastery,  as  the 
subjugation  of  self;  and  the  fervently- 
breathed  aspirations  for  submission  and 
conduct,  assuaged  and  softened  all  of 
rankling  asperity. 

"  Here,  in  this  blessed  sanctuary  of 
worship,  in  the  sight  of  God  and  his 
angels,  we  lay  down  our  burdens,"  said 
the  archbishop,  rising,  and  turning  to 
the  nobles,  "  and  we  take  up  the  pure 
zeal  of  public  service,  without  attaint, 
without  prejudice;  freed  from  the  mortal 
callings  of  sense,  and  the  grovelling  lusts 
of  the  world,  we  dedicate  our  mortal 
bodies  to  the  one  glorious  calling  of  re- 
form and  patriotism." 

"  We  pledge  ourselves  unto  death ! 

We 
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We  all  pledge  ourselves  unto  death!" 
pronounced  the  barons,  in  one  common 
voice. 

The  archbishop  raised  his  eyes  in  pious 
thanksgiving,  then  thrusting  his  hand 
into  his  bosom,  he  drew  forth  a  copy  of 
Henry  the  First's  charter,  and  of  the  laws 
of  St.  Edward :  he  placed  them  on  the 
altar,  and  he  humbled  himself  before 
them,  as  before  the  relics  of  martyrdom. 
Every  knee  bowed — every  eye  was  cast 
upon  the  earth:  the  silence,  the  reve- 
rence, was  awe-fraught ;  not  the  full  peal 
of  the  organ,  not  the  loud  burst  of  the 
praise-giving  anthem,  could  have  deep- 
ened the  solemnity.  Again  the  arch- 
bishop spoke,  and  again,  even  respiration 
was  held,  in  the  earnestness  of  attention. 
— "  The  precious  register  of  our  liber- 
ties, the  confirmation  of  our  rights,"  he 
exclaimed,  placing  his  hand  on  the  sacred 
record,  "  preserved  in  the  bosom  of  holy 
church,  and  vouchsafed  us  as  an  incite- 
ment to  noble  daring.  Friends!  bre- 
thren ! 
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thren !  Englishmen !  now  is  the  season 
for  exertion ;  now  is  the  accepted  time 
for  enterprise.  Be  unanimity  our  boun- 
den  rule ;  be  vigour,  be  intrepidity,  our 
nerve  of  action ;  and  the  blessing  of 
God,  and  the  blessing  of  the  church,  and 
the  blessing  of  our  own  hearts,  rest  upon 
the  struggle !" 

"  Amen  !"  ejaculated  each  voice ;  and 
the  patriot,  growing  in  zeal,  and  glow- 
ing in  enthusiasm,  firmly  pursued  : — 
"  First,  my  friends,  would  I  warn  of  the 
weight  of  the  calling,  that  each  spirit, 
divorced  from  fleshly  lust,  and  cleansed 
from  the  morbid  dross  of  self-interest, 
embark,  pure  and  free  in  the  common 
service :  no  grovelling  stimulus  of  hate 
or  injury,  no  private  revenge,  or  per- 
sonal enmity,  must  buckle  pique  on 
public  service.  The  true  patriot  lives 
superior  to  every  sinister  bias  :  the  pangs 
of  a  whole  nation  call  upon  him  to  heal ; 
the  wounds  of  a  whole  nation  call  upon 
him  to  bind ;  his  actions,  as  his  motives, 

must 
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must  dare  the  trump  of  Fame  ;  for  pos- 
terity will  weigh  his  deeds,  and  enrol 
him,  accursed  or  blessed." 

"  Accursed  or  blessed,  be  each  and 
every  member  of  this  great  confede- 
racy!" exclaimed  the  stranger  —  "ac- 
cursed or  blessed,  as  our  actions  and  our 
motives  stem  the  brunt !" 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  archbishop,  "  for 
the  defalcation  of  the  monarch  indem- 
nifies not  the  subject;  and  rebellion  is 
as  the  spawn  of  hell,  engendering  mur- 
der, and  hate,  and  violence,  and  outrage ; 
trampling  on  all  law,  and  gorging  on  all 
order." 

"  Then  wherefore  come  we  hither  ?" 
asked  the  baron  Fitz  Walter — "  if  sub- 
jection be  our  duty,  and  sufferance  our 
province,  wherefore  come  we  thus  in 
secrecy  and  in  stealth?" 

"  We  come,  to  enfranchise  by  firmness ; 
to  weigh  our  wrongs,  and  crave  redress, 
not  by  sword-point,  but  by  calm  and 
dutiful  appeal.  This  be  the  code  of  our 

obedience"— 
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obedience" — and  the  archbishop  grasped 
tight  the  charter  of  our  first  Henry — 
"  this  be  the  limitation  of  our  demands. 
We  crave  at  the  hands  of  my  liege  the 
king,  the  fulfilment  of  his  coronation 
oath  ;  we  crave  this  grant  of  our  liberty ; 
and  nought  of  fealty,  nought  of  sub- 
mission, shall  be  wanting  to  his  service." 

"  Perad venture,"  observed  the  earl  of 
Clare,  "  my  liege  the  king  may  still 
withhold  our  lack  of  grace.  What 
though  he  scoff  at  our  protestations,  and 
refuse  the  grant  ?" 

"Then,"  replied  the  prelate,  "  be  a 
just  cause  the  staff  of  our  dependence; 
be  slavery  to  ourselves,  or  freedom  to 
our  posterity,  the  crying  alternatives  to 
action.  My  lords — my  fellow  men,"  and 
his  voice  sank  to  persuasive  appeal,"  ours 
is  a  task,  subtle  as  fire;  a  track,  glib  as 
ice ;  yet  must  we  pass  unseared  through 
the  flame — must  we  toil  without  miss 
of  our  footing.  Bound  in  one  confe- 
deracy, and  sworn  to  one  aim,  warily 

must 
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must  we  move;  and  departing  hence, 
and  dispersing  in  quiet,  as  seemeth  fit- 
ting to  our  godly  calling,  let  us  forth- 
with return  to  our  respective  homes, 
and  rallying  around  us,  our  arms  and 
our  strength,  not  in  hostility,  but  in  de- 
fence, muster,  and  grow  and  gather  in 
nerve  and  substance ;  that  when  in  com- 
pliance with  ancient  usage,  at  this  com- 
ing festival  of  Christmas,  we  assemble 
around  the  sacred  person  of  the  anointed 
John,  we  may  stand  forth  as  English- 
men, and  as  Englishmen,  bosom  the  one 
common  spirit  of  liberty." 

"  What,  bear  our  ills  to  the  foot  of 
the  throne — unfold  the  ell-long  catalogue 
of  our  grievances  ?"  demanded  the  earl 
of  Surrey  ;  "  tell  the  king,  to  his  teeth, 
of  the  perversion  of  law,  and  the  abuse 
of  power?" 

"  Even  so,"  rejoined  the  archbishop  : 
"  wage  war  on  his  injustice  and  his  pas- 
sions, then  give  him  ground  to  cool  in 
the  strength  of  our  adherents.  We 

must 
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must  act,  as  though  we  had  all  to  fear ; 
we  must  speak,  as  though  we  had  all  to 
hope.  The  king  may  grant  to  conjoint 
power,  what  to  individual  appeal  he 
may  withhold.  Yet  must  we  not  lose 
sight  of  the  lowliness  of  the  subject,  nor 
forego  our  own  sworn  share  in  the  great 
charter:  we  must  be  humble;  we  must 

be  patient ;  we nay,  sneer  not,  good 

my  lords" — for  the  like  smile  of  irony 
and  defiance  curled  the  lips  of  each  bold 
noble — "  we  must  con  the  lesson  of  self- 
control,  nor  lose  sight  of  duty  in  the 
unbridled  rule  of  our  own  will.  Mark 
me :  as  ye  would  hope  for  good  to  come 
— as  ye  would  crave  better  days  and 
brighter  prospects— at  Christmas  we 
must  to  the  court.  There,  on  bended 
knee,  urge  our  liege  lord  the  king,  to 
confirm  by  his  own  snecial  charter,  and 
seal  with  his  own  sign-manual,  the  rights 
and  liberties,  vouchsafed  us  by  king 
Edward  of  blessed  memory.  Leagued 
in  one  vast  conjunction,  in  one  body  we 

must 
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must  move,  in  one  voice  we  must  set 
forth  the  universal  benefice.  We  must 
plead  in  the  name  of  England  ;  we  must 
act  as  the  spirit  of  England — for  with- 
out the  spirit  Liberty,  the  health  of 
England  would  be  sapped,  the  nerve  of 
England  would  be  broken  !" 

"  Without  the  spirit  Liberty,"  pro- 
nounced a  hundred  tongues,  "  England 
becomes  one  vast  charnel-house ;  for  in 
defence  of  the  spirit  Liberty,  England's 
sons  will  yield  up  life !" 

"  Enough  !  enough  !"  resumed  the 
pious  Langton — "  God  and  holy  church 
side  with  us  !  At  Christmas  we  will  act 
• — till  Christmas  we  will  ponder  on  our 
ways,  and  pray  grace  upon  the  mighty 
struggle." 

"  Be  it  so,"  said  the  earl  of  Surrey, 
and  he  spoke  in  the  feeling  of  the  whole 
assembly.  "  Till  Christmas,  dispersing 
in  peace,  we  will  smother  down  the  cry 
of  our  wrongs,  and  the  fire  of  our  just 
indignation :  at  Christmas,  true,  as  I  am 

belted 
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belted  earl,  will  we  muster  men  and 
horse,  and  meeting  in  the  presence  of 
my  lord  the  king,  boldly  proclaim  our 
demand,  and  stickle  for  our  chartered 
freedom." 


CHAPTER  II. 


" The  dove  kens  not  the  serpent's  wiles ; 

Neither  dreams  she  the  hidden  snare,  which  smiles 
To  trap  her  freedom  " 

AT  sunset  Matilda  was  close  wrapped 
in  her  mantle,  and  faithful  to  her  ap- 
pointment, ere  yet  the  last  streak  of 
radiance  had  vanished  from  the  heavens, 
she  descended  to  the  terrace.  Wildly 
did  her  heart  flutter  as  she  passed  swiftly 
away  from  the  hospitable  abode  of  the 
baron  de  Cantilupe,  yet  did  no  mis- 
givings assail  her  fancy :  hers  were  the 
bodings  of  youth  and  pictured  happi- 
ness ; 
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ness ;  her  father,  her  husband,  shone 
bright  in  the  haze  of  the  future :  one 
little  hour,  and  suspense  might  be  ex- 
changed for  rapturous  certainty :  she 
might  return  to  the  safe  haven  of  friend- 
ship, assured,  where  now  she  could  only 
hope.  Alas!  hers  was  deluding  bliss — 
hers  was  the  air- built  fabric  of  anticipa- 
tion, which,  light  as  fairy  visions,  and 
bright  as  the  tints  of  Iris,  hoodwink  the 
judgment,  and  cozen  the  heart — hers 
was  that  subtle  imagery,  buoying  into 
the  seventh  heaven,  whilst  every  vestige 
of  its  basement  is  of  earth  ! 

She  paused  at  the  top  of  the  flight  of 
steps  descending  to  the  water :  distinctly 
did  she  hear  the  splash  of  oars  and  the 
low  whispering  of  voices :  the  next  in- 
stant, and  the  stranger  guide  appeared 
around  a  projecting  butnient ;  and  true 
as  pilot  steering  midst  the  waves  of 
ocean,  he  led  to  the  slight  skiff  tarrying 
her  approach.  It  was  an  evening  glow- 
ing in  all  the  tints  of  poesy  ;  the  air 

soft; 
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soft ;  the  west  dappled  with  a  thousand 
glories ;  the  trees  gorgeous  in  the  rich 
liveries  of  autumn  ;  the  river,  unruffled, 
and  bearing  on  its  blue  bosom,  the  still 
bluer  colour  of  the  sky  !  Matilda  stepped 
into  the  boat;  and  as  it  pushed  from 
shore,  as  it  cut  through  the  liquid  mir- 
ror, no  fear  assailed  her  fancy,  no  mis- 
giving chilled  her  heart :  she  saw  the 
boatmen  diligently  ply  their  oars  ;  she 
saw  the  abode  of  the  baron  de  Cantilupe 
fast  receding ;  she  saw  a  smile,  roguish 
and  sportful,  curl  the  lip  of  the  stranger- 
youth,  yet  she  questioned  not  of  the 
point  of  destination  :  hope  whispered  it 
the  asylum  of  him  she  loved,  and  each 
instant  expectation  gathered. 

From, the  then  lonely  Thames,  the 
boat  passed  into  the'  river  Fleet,  and 
shooting  into  utter  shadow,  formed  by 
the  o'erhanging  walls  of  a  huge  build- 
ing, anchored  in  a  kind  of  creek.  The 
youth  leaped  on  shore ;  he  sprung  up  a 
flight  of  steps,  and  reaching  a  low  arched 

gateway, 
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gateway,  vigorously  pulled  a  bell :  the 
next  instant  and  the  gate  opened,  and  a 
man  appeared,  and  a  parley  succeeded. 
Matilda  bent  forward — she  listened — she 
gazed  eagerly,  wistfully ;  her  cheeks 
glowed,  and  her  heart  glowed  also.  Was 
this  the  abiding-place  of  her  father  ? — 
was  it  the  asylum  he  had  chosen  from 
the  ken  of  his  enemies  ?  Yet  what  could 
it  all  mean  ?  debate  arose  to  anger — 
anger  to  invective :  the  servant  barred 
the  entrance  of  the  youth ;  and  •  the 
youth,  with  all  the  assumption  of  low 
arrogance,  strove  to  enforce  a  passage. 
She  cast  a  timid  glance  on  the  boatmen, 
silently  resting  on  their  oars,  and  the 
dark  eyes  of  one,  cowering  from  beneath 
his  slouched  hat,  seemed  to  be  rivetted 
upon  her.  Apprehension,  doubt,  sus- 
picion, gathered  ;  her  pulses  quickened ; 
her  very  heart  throbbed  audibly ;  yet 
she  felt  something  like  assurance,  in 
that  dark  eye,  and  that  bronzed  cheek. 
She  tried  to  speak,  but  he  motioned 
VOL.  in.  c  silence, 
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silence,  and  quick  again  was  her  atten- 
tion chained  by  the  louder  broil  of  the 
angry  disputants.  "  Go  to,  knave," 
muttered  the  surly  porter ;  "  I  am  not 
to  be  bamboozled  by  an  unfledged  chin : 
go,  and  bear  thy  lies  to  other  hearers." 

"  Lies,  forsooth  !"  said  the  vexed  and 
angry  boy.  "  I  tell  thee,  un mannered 
knave,  'tis  gospel-truth.  How  should 
I  know  aught  of  the  one  sojourning 
with  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux,  had 
not  my  lord  said  it  ?" 

The  almost  audible  start  of  the  boat- 
man whose  eye  and  whose  manner  had 
before  fixed  the  notice  of  Matilda  now 
again  awakened  all  her  interest:  she 
saw  him  stroke  back  the  coal-black  locks 
Half  shadowing  his  sun-burnt  brow ;  she 
saw  the  lightning-flash  of  high  emotion, 
glow  and  fade  ; — she  saw  him  half  raise 
himself,  as  though  to  rend  away  all 
mystery,  and  then,  in  wily  watchfulness, 
sink  back,  as  softly  he  whispered  — 
"  The  daughter  of  the  gardener  Walter !" 

"And 
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""  And  who  are  you  ?"  questioned  the 
agitated  girl. 

The  boatman  placed  his  finger  on  his 
lip,  and  again  all  his  attention  seemed 
directed  on  the  enraged  and  half  weep- 
ing boy. 

"Wilt  thou  admit  us?  Wilt  thou 
grant  us  tarrying-room,  only  until  my 
lord  come  ?  And  then — and  then " 

"And  what  then?"  sneeringly  re- 
peated the  porter. 

"  Why  then,"  and  the  youth,  stung 
and  irritated,  yielded  to  all  his  former 
petulance,  "  peradventure  my  lord  may 
reward  thee  according  to  my  liking." 

"  And  now,"  churlishly  grumbled  the 
porter,  "  thou  mayest  tarry  according  to 
my  liking."  And  he  would  have  re- 
treated, and  reclosed  the  gate,  but  the 
boy,  snatching  at  his  doublet,  forcibly 
withheld  him.  "  Would  I  were  my 
lord  for  one  single  hour !"  he  exclaimed. 
"  By  the  rood,  and  thy  battered  carcass 
should  waver  from  the  castle  battle- 
c  2  ments ! 
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ments !  Why  thou  dolt !  thou  footlicker  ? 
thou  abortion  of  spirit !  thou  mere  effigy 
of  man !  seest  thou  not  that  I  come  on 
my  lord's  errand  ?  That — that — "  and  he 
sank  his  voice  so  that  his  words  were 
lost. 

"  I  care  not  for  thy  errand — I  care 
not  for  thyself.  Body-o'me,  thou  may- 
est  tarry,  or  thou  mayest  speed  to  Beel- 
zebub before  thy  time  !  Why,  varlet, 
thou  art  as  glib  of  tongue,  as  any  bel- 
dam in  the  rule  of  my  lord  John  the 
king." 

"  And  thou,"  quick  retorted  the  boy, 
"  art  as  scant  of  sense,  as  any  of  thy 
brother  knaves  of  the  shoulder-knot ! 
Go,  and  seek  thy  lord,  and  tell  him  of 
thy  courtesy;  and  he  will  drub  thee, 
forsooth,  into  better  manners,  and  teach 
thee  how  next  to  gleek  upon  his  lady- 
love." 

"  A  hair  mesh  to  trap  elephants," 
muttered  the  surly  porter ;  then  dexte- 
rously freeing  himself  from  the  gripe  of 

the 
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the  boy — "  I  tell  thee,  once  for  all,"  he 
thundered,  "  my  lord  Savary  de  Mau- 
leon  is  now  at  the  court  at  Westminster. 
Go,  thee,  brawl  to  the  flood,  for  thy 
language  is  unseemly."  And  quick  re- 
treating, he  slammed  the  gate  in  the 
very  face  of  the  confounded  emissary. 

At  the  name  of  the  lord  Savary  de 
Mauleon,  Matilda  uttered  a  fearful  cry : 
convictiqn  burst  upon  her  senses;  she 
felt  herself  duped  into  the  power  of  the 
man  she  hated,  and  where  was  the  arm 
to  rescue  ?  Reckless  of  danger,  reckless 
of  life  itself,  she  sprung  up — she  would 
have  precipitated  herself  from  the  boat, 
had  not  the  giant  grasp  of  the  myste- 
rious boatman  stayed  her. 

*'  Fear  not,"  he  said — "  Thy  honour  is 
my  honour.  Matilda,  I  will  die,  or  I 
will  save  thee." 

Again  Matilda  raised  her  eyes  to  the 
face  of  the  speaker,  but  no  single  linea- 
ment awakened  recognition :  anger,  and 
indignation,  and  outraged  spirit,  like 
c  3  lightning 
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lightning  flashed  o'er  his  brow:  laden, 
riot  crushed,  by  the  heavy  hand  of  mis- 
fortune, he  looked  as  one,  whose  pride 
and  whose  inborn  greatness,  wrestling 
with  the  malice,  triumphs  o'er  the  rubs 
of  the  world ;  yet  was  there  softness  and 
tenderness  in  his  glance,  and  when  again 
he  pronounced,  "  Fear  not,"  his  tone 
was  that  of  strong  and  pathetic  feeling. 

Clamour  and  wild  confusion  first 
aroused  to  the  necessity  for  exertion; 
the  loud  pummelling  of  the  enraged 
youth,  and  the  louder  peel  of  the  bell, 
was  quick  succeeded  by  the  re-opening 
of  the  gate.  The  cry  of  Matilda  rose 
wilder  and  more  piercing  than  before; 
impulsively  she  snatched  at  the  arm  of 
the  stranger  boatman : — for  it  was  not 
the  porter — it  was  the  astounding  demon 
of  her  repose — it  was  the  lord  Savary  de 
Mauleon,  habited  in  the  light  and  costly 
habiliments  of  a  court,  with  crimson 
pantofles,  satin  vest,  jewelled  cap,  and 
waving  plume,  who  stood  in  the  door- 
way. 
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way.  Rapid  as  is  the  light  phantasy  of 
a  dream,  pushing  her  gently  back,  the 
boatman  strove  to  shove  the  boat  from 
shore ;  but  the  wily  boy  had  grappled  it 
with  hooks  of  iron,  and  ere  he  could  un- 
loose the  moorings,  the  lord  Savary  de 
Mauleon  had  gained  the  bank.  Per- 
suasion and  mild  conciliation  hung  upon 
his  tongue ;  he  looked  the  transport  he 
feared  to  utter;  but  when  he  spoke, 
when  he  strove  to  appease  and  to  assure, 
when  he  would  have  stepped  into  the 
boat,  the  cold  shudder  of  hate  iced  the 
life-blood  of  Matilda :  she  hid  her  face, 
tintless  as  marble,  in  the  folds  of  her 
mantle,  and  her  shriek  was  as  the  shriek 
of  madness.  That  shriek,  like  the  ig- 
niting steel,  roused  into  fire  the  feelings 
and  the  passions  of  the  stranger:  his 
figure  towered  into  majesty  ;  his  move- 
ment into  decision ;  vivid  crimson  flush- 
ed o'er  his  bronzed  cheek  ;  his  frown  was 
dreadful  as  the  whirlwind,  and  death 
seemed  to  ride  on  the  lightning  of  his 
c  4  glance. 
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glance.  The  uplifted  oar  barred  the  en- 
trance of  De  Mauleon. — "  Hold,  re- 
creant," exclaimed  the  boatman :  "  the 
daughter  of  the  gardener  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux,  in  me  finds  a  cham- 
pion." 

"  In  thee,"  thundered  the  baffled  De 
Mauleon.  "  Avaunt,  uncourtly  hind, 
lest  I  crush  thee  into  nothing." 

"  Not  thy  errand  can  give  thee  su- 
premacy, proud  noble,"  sternly  rejoined 
the  stranger ;  "  for  thy  actions  sink  thee 
far  beneath  the  supposed  hind  thou 
threatenest.  Advance  not  on  thy  peril ; 
for  by  the  blessed  Jesu,  I  will  guard  the 
child  of  Walter,  by  the  annihilation  of 
a  thousand  such  as  thee  !" 

The  unsheathed  sword  of  De  Mau- 
leon was  in  his  hand  :  but  what  was  the 
unsheathed  sword  of  De  Mauleon,  op- 
posed to  the  iron-nerved  arm  of  the 
boatman?  his  weapon  was  wielded  on 
the  side  of  the  innocent  and  oppressed ; 
his  weapon  was  the  weapon  of  defence : 

and 
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and  such  is  the  force  of  probity  and  jus- 
tice, that  it  made  the  proud  noble  quail, 
in  despite  of  all  his  boastings. 

"  Thou  art  an  unmannered  varlet," 
he  exclaimed,  swallowing  down  his  ire, 
and  striving  for  the  mastery  of  passion : 
"  but  on  my  life,  I  like  thy  spirit,  and 
fain  would  I  woo  thee  into  better  cour- 
tesy." As  he  spoke,  he  drew  forth  a 
silken  purse,  and  chinking  the  glittering 
lure,  threw  it  into  the  boat. 

The  stranger  smiled  contemptuously 
— "  Thou  wouldst  gauge  the  strength 
of  my  probity,"  he  said ;  "  but  know 
'tis  far  beyond  thy  bidding ;  for  how- 
ever misfortune  may  subdue,  not  utter 
penury  can  sink  me  to  the  hireling  of  a 
villain."  And  he  took  the  purse,  and 
with  a  cold  glance  of  defiance,  hurled  it 
into  the  river. 

"  Villain!"  echoed  De  Mauleon — 
"  Bold  slave,  knowest  thou  whom  thou 
darest  ?" 

"  Ay,  one  who  basks  in  royal  sun- 
c  5  shine," 
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shine,"  quick  replied  the  boatman ;  "  one, 
who  basely  shifting  from  the  honourable 
standard  of  his  own  country,  now  curries 
favour,  at  a  source,  as  base  and  as  dege- 
nerate as  his  own ;  one " 

"  Peace,"  thundered  De  Mauleon, 
"  lest  I  degrade  myself  even  to  thy  chas- 
tiser."  But  though  his  eyes  glared  the 
scathing  fire  of  wrath,  though  his  wishes 
aimed  at  annihilation,  still  did  the  ex- 
tended oar  parry  each  effort  to  advance ; 
still  did  the  sarcastic  smile,  curling  the 
lip  of  the  boatman,  testify  the  impotence 
of  his  threatenings. 

"  One,"  and  the  stranger,  regardless 
of  the  interruption,  spoke  in  a  tone  of 
cold  and  biting  irony,  "  who  hatching 
the  mischief-plot,  yields  to  the  headlong 
impulse  of  passion,  unmindful  of  the 
heart-pangs  of  others." 

"  And  thou — thou,"  demanded  De 
Mauleon,  "  by  what  right,  darest  thou 
stand  betwixt  me  and  my  pleasure  ?" 

"  By  the  right  of  nature — by  the  tie 

of 
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of  blood,"  replied  the  boatman.  "  In 
me,  behold  the  uncle  of  Matilda,  the 
brother  of  the  gardener  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux.  Nay,  nay,"  waving 
back  the  trembling,  agitated  girl,  "  'tis 
no  season  for  enervating  feeling.  Take 
courage,  dear  one;  I  am  here  in  the 
stead  of  thy  father :  blessed  be  God,  I 
am  here !  blessed  be  God,  I  possess  a 
heart  and  an  arm  to  rescue  thee  from 
yon  hellhound !  And  now,"  addressing 
his  companion  in  the  boat,  "  tear  up  the 
mooring,  and  let  us  to  a  fitter  tarrying- 
place." 

"  Not  on  thy  life  !  not  on  thy  soul !" 
and  the  enraged  De  Mauleon  attempted 
to  spring  into  the  boat :  but  dizzy  with 
disappointment  and  with  passion,  stung 
at  the  dream  of  his  hopes  thus  dissolv- 
ing in  the  moment  of  fruition,  or  perad- 
venture,  encountering  the  vigorous  arm 
of  his  opponent,  he  missed  his  footing, 
and  fell  headlong  into  the  Fleet.  The 
shout  of  the  boatman  and  the  shriek  of 
c  6  Matilda 
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Matilda  mingled;  forgetful  of  injury, 
feeling  but  the  struggles  and  the  dan- 
ger of  a  fellow-mortal,  she  would  have 
stretched  forth  her  hand — she  would 
have  besought — she  did  beseech  succour : 
but  the  boatmen  heeded  not  her  prayers : 
the  moment  of  escape,  the  lucky  chance 
of  shooting  away,  unmarked  and  un- 
traced,  was  not  to  be  sacrificed  to  the 
call  of  humanity.  One  united  and  des- 
perate effort^  and  the  grappling-iron 
gave  -way :  and  at  the  instant,  that  a 
crowd  of  domestics,  led  on  by  the  youth- 
ful emissary  of  De  Mauleon,  rushed 
down  the  steps,  the  boat  hoved  from 
shore ; — and  ere,  gaining  the  bank,  they 
rescued  their  drenched  and  struggling 
lord  from  his  plunge  of  peril,  the  boat 
and  the  boatmen  alike  were  lost  in  dis- 
tance. 


CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  III. 


"  Strange,  and  wild,  and  varied,  and  complex  to 

Mortal  eye,  are  the  vicissitudes  of 

Human  destiny  !     From  the  cradle  to 

The  grave,  some  pass  through  a  bed  of  flowers — 

Some  through  a  brake  of  thorns  !" 

MINGLED  and  indefinable  was  the  rush 
of  feeling,  as  Matilda  looked  up,  as  she 
met  the  eyes  of  her  paternal  uncle  ri- 
vetted  upon  her :  tears  glistened  in  those 
eyes,  and  softening  sensibility  thrilled 
o'er  every  feature;  yet  not  for  an  in- 
stant did  he  relax  in  the  labour  of  the 
oar,  not  for  an  instant  did  he  give 
thought  to  speech.  He  seemed  to  row 
for  life — for  more  than  life  :— it  was  the 
honour,  it  was  the  purity  of  an  imagined 
orphan  niece,  which  plied  each  nerve, 
and  strained  each  sinew ;  it  was  to  res- 
cue 
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cue  her  from  the  gripe  of  tyrant  power ; 
it  was  to  rend  her  from  the  subtle  toil 
of  sin ; — if  living,  it  was  to  restore  her  to 
her  father,  "  pure  as  the  icicle  which 
hangs  on  Dian's  temple" — -if  dead,  it  was 
to  save  his  unblenched  fame  from  dis- 
honour, that  all  the  great  powers  of  his 
nature  were  exerted.  And  his  compa- 
nion in  adventure  and  in  toil  bosomed 
the  like  energy  and  the  like  hardihood ; 
for  he  too  braved  fatigue,  and  manfully 
plied  the  oar ;  he  too  felt  the  urgent  call 
for  exertion ;  he  too,  looked  to  escape, 
as  the  benighted  wayfarer  looks  to  the 
rising  of  a  new  day  : — and  ever  and  anon 
did  he  glance  at  Matilda,  as  she  sat  close 
wrapped  in  her  mantle,  and  trembling 
beneath  the  chilling  breath  of  evening, 
with  an  expression  of  ardent  pitying  in- 
terest. 

The  lengthening  shadows  of  twilight 
fast  deepened  into  night,  yet  the  pro- 
found silence  was  unbroken ;  it  seemed 
as  though  a  spell  hung  upon  every  ob- 
ject, 
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ject,  for  the  ripple  of  the  current  was 
scarce  heard,  and  the  trees  and  under- 
wood, thick  clothing  the  banks,  looked 
black,  and  still,  and  dead, 

"  As  the  fat  weed  which  rots  on  Lethe's  shore." 

As  the  boat  glided  onwards,  the  as- 
pect grew  wilder  and  more  dreary ;  and 
the  gratitude  and  the  glad  surprise  which 
had  swelled  high  in  the  heart  of  Matilda, 
yielded  to  apprehension  and  dismay. 
She  strove  to  recognise  objects,  but  all 
was  strange  around ;  she  looked  wist- 
fully in  the  face  of  her  acknowledged 
uncle,  but  in  the  imperfect  haze,  she 
read  nought  to  allay  her  fears  or  dis- 
prove her  doubts.  Was  he  indeed  her 
uncle?  or  was  it  some  new  toil,  deep 
and  deadly  as  the  former?  Her  breath 
quickened — her  terror  amounted  to  ago- 
ny ;  wildly  she  started,  and  wildly  she 
questioned  of  her  destination. 

"  Poor  child !"  said  the  boatman,  "  the 
deceits  and  evil  practices  of  men,  have 

already 
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already  tainted  thy  pure  mind  with  sus- 
picion. Fear  not ;  I  am  no  despoiler,  no 
subtle  ravisher.  I  am  thy  uncle  Hugh, 
the  brother  of  thy  father  Walter : — for 
further  appellation,  tarry  a  fitter  season." 

"  My  father  !  my  dear  father !"  sighed 
Matilda,  and  she  sunk  back,  and  yielded 
to  tears. 

"  If  thy  father  lives,  he  will  bless  me," 
solemnly  rejoined  Hugh ;  "  if  no  longer 
a  sojourner  of  earth,  the  consciousness  of 
a  performed  duty  be  my  guerdon." 

"  Then  thou  knowest  nought  of  my 
father,"  sobbed  Matilda;  "  thou  canst 
shed  no  light  on  the  strange  disappear- 
ance of  my  father." 

"  I  lost  all  trace  of  thy  father  at  the 
bridge  of  Nantes,"  returned  Hugh, 
"  when  the  rash  ardour  of  prince  Louis, 
betrayed  himself  and  his  brave  followers 
into  the  hands  of  the  wily  English.  Im- 
pelled by  my  persuasion  from  the  safe 
retreat  he  had  chosen,  thy  father  re- 
nounced the  calm  monotony  of  labour 

for 
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for  the  mad  ventures  of  war :  yes,  'twas 
I  who  drew  him  from  the  banks  of  the 
Gartampe — 'twas  I  who  plunged  him  in 
toil  and  peril — 'twas  I,  who  urging  him 
on  to  revenge  the  injuries  of  our  fallen 
house,  led  him  headlong  unto  death." 

"  Unto  death,"  cried  Matilda,  and  her 
face  waxed  as  white  as  her  kerchief. 

"  Perchance/'  quick  resumed  Hugh, 
anxious  to  assuage  her  affliction,  "  'tis 
my  own  fears,  for  nought  of  confirma- 
tion have  I  found.  Flying  at  the  ra- 
ven-croak of  defeat — for  disaster  moves 
on  wings— I  sought  his  body  midst  the 
slain — I  examined  each  wan  and  blood- 
stained visage :  ay,  and  I  have  followed 
the  ignis-fatuiis  hope,  throughout  Nor- 
mandy, throughout  France ;  and  I  have 
chased  it  hither  into  England,  and  as- 
suming the  Proteus-habit  of  disguise, 
and  veiling  myself  from  the  ken  of 
friend  or  foe,  I  have  hovered  around  the 
courtly  circle  of  our  hated  enemy  John  ; 
— and  I  have  played  the  eaves-dropper, 

but 
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but  alack!  I  have  learned  nought  of  our 
hapless  Walter." 

Matilda  thought  of  the  hundreds, 
who,  in  the  loathsome  dungeons  of  king 
John,  had  withered  beneath  the  death- 
blast  of  his  hate,  and  her  tears  and  her 
sobs  redoubled. 

"  And  yet,"  pursued  Hugh,  «  despair 
damps  not  my  ardour ;  for  there  is  that 
within,"  and  he  struck  his  hand  upon  his 
breast,  "  which  tells  me  we  shall  meet 
again — meet  in  brighter  circumstances 
— meet  on  this  side  heaven !" 

"  God  grant  it !"  aspirated  Matilda, 
and  the  known  escape  of  the  captured 
earl  de  la  Marche,  buoyed  her  with  the 
like  hope. 

"  The  changes  and  the  chances  of 
war,"  continued  Hugh,  "  called  us  to 
opposite  stations.  I  had  found  my  bro- 
ther, to  lose  him,  wellnigh,  as  soon  as 
found :  for  weeks,  for  months,  we  knew 
nought  of  each  other — yet  we  strove  in 
the  same  cause — we  fought  for  the  same 

benefice: 
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benefice:  king  John  was  the  common 
enemy ;  he  had  trampled  on  every  law, 
moral  and  divine,  and  a  host  arose  to 
crush  him  in  his  vauntings.  Belike, 
'twas  to  try  our  faith,  that  disaster  and 
mischance  prevailed :  the  conflagration 
of  our  fleet  in  the  harbour  of  Damme, 
marred  our  projected  invasion  of  Eng- 
land ;  the  treacherous  capture  of  the  earl 
de  la  Marche,  deprived  us  of  a  bold  and 
brave  leader ;  and  the  overthrow  of  prince 
Louis,  spread  wide  and  universal  dis- 
may. We " 

"  When  at  Nantes,"  fearfully  interro- 
gated Matilda,  all  her  thoughts  resting 
on  her  father,  "  could  you  gather  nought 
of  clue? — could  you  trace  nought  to 
cast  light  on  the  mystery  ?" 

"  Alas,  no !"  replied  Hugh.  "  At  the 
first  rumour  of  defeat  I  hastened  to 
Nantes — I  questioned  of  my  gallant  bro- 
ther— I  heard  of  his  intrepidity,  of  his 
heroic  exploits,  but  I  heard  no  further. 
Upon  the  teeming  field  of  slaughter,  I 

found 
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found  one,  as  anxious,  and  as  diligent 
as  myself;  one,  not  impelled  by  blood, 
but  impelled  by  the  ofttimes  firmer  tie 
of  faith  and  gratitude!" 

As  he  spoke,  he  glanced  at  his  com- 
panion in  the  boat ;  and  Matilda,  read- 
ing the  language  of  his  eye,  beheld  that 
sharer  of  his  persevering  toil,  half  bury- 
ing his  face  in  his  breast,  as  though  zea- 
lous to  hide  his  quick  and  fluctuating 
emotion. 

"  The  friend  of  my  dear  father !"  she 
pronounced. 

The  stranger  looked  up ;  the  starting 
tear,  and  the  gladsome  smile,  lightening 
up  his  features,  seemed,  as  the  sun  in 
spring,  tending  on  the  shower.: — "  Not 
so,  by  the  powers !"  he  exclaimed — 
"  The  servant,  lady,  not  the  friend." 

"  Ay,  and  the  friend,  as  well  as  the 
servant,  my  good  O'Carroll,"  exclaimed 
Hugh ;  "  for  however  principle  frames 
the  practice  of  obedience,  the  heart 
speaks  in  the  offices  of  love.  But  hist  J 

hist ! 
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hist!  yonder  is  our  rallying-point ;"  and 
he  pointed  to  a  kind  of  beacon-light 
twinkling  in  distance. 

"  Dear  sir,  whither  would  you  bear 
me  ?"  questioned  Matilda.  "  Why  from 
my  late  home  ? — why  from  the  hospita- 
ble abode  of  the  baron  de  Cantilupe  ?" 

"  I  would  bear  thee  from  the  reach  of 
Savary  de  Mauleon,"  answered  Hugh. 
"  Knowest  thou  not,  that  locks,  nor 
bolts,  nor  aversion,  nor  discretion,  can 
stay  the  tide  of  passion  ?  List  to  me,  my 
fair  niece.  Savary  de  Mauleon  has 
marked  thee  for  his  own :  and,  by  the 
eternal  God,  sooner  will  I  mourn  thee 
dead,  than  know  thee  the  victim  of  Sa- 
vary de  Mauleon !" 

Matilda  cast  a  timid  look  at  her  un- 
cle ;  there  was  a  wild  fire  in  his  eye,  and 
a  death-frown  on  his  brow ;  he  gnawed 
his  lip,  and  he  seemed  to  wrestle  against 
the  war  within. 

"  Matilda,"  he  resumed,  in  a  voice 
low  and  stern,  "  thy  future  dwelling 

may 
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may  lack  the  luxuries  of  thy  late  dwel- 
ling; but  n6t  all  the  bloodhounds  of 
Savary  de  Mauleon  can  scent  the  track 
I'll  lead  thee.  Fear  not;  stanch  and 
firm  hearts  shall  hem  thee  in  from 
wrong,  and  the  gentlest  of  the  gentle 
will  bear  thee  fellowship." 

"  The  child  of  my  dead  master !  the 
child  of  my  lost  master!"  shouted  the 
joyous  O'Carroll.  "  Ay,  by  St.  Patrick, 
lady,  and  we  will  fight  for  thee  to  the 
death!" 

As  the  boat  neared  the  shore,  the  un- 
easiness and  repugnance  of  Matilda  re- 
doubled ;  her  strange  flight,  and  stranger 
absence,  might  be  misconstrued;  mys- 
tery might  be  tortured  into  guilt :  and 
as  the  suspense  and  sorrow  of  the  gentle 
Millicent,  when  returning,  she  should 
seek  her  in  vain,  gnawed  like  a  scor- 
pion-sting on  her  spirits,  tears  again 
flooded  her  eyes,  and  again  she  turned 
imploringly  to  her  uncle — "  Think — 
think,  dear  sir,"  she  urged,  "  when  the 

baron, 
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baron,   when  the  lady  Millicent,    shall 
learn  my  absence ;  when — when " 

"  Neither  thy  feelings,  thy  gratitude, 
nor  thy  discretion,  shall  be  impeached," 
said  Hugh.  "  This  night,  before  I  sleep, 
I  will  report  of  thee  to  the  baron  de 
Cantilupe.  Trust  in  me,  Matilda;  a 
little  exertion,  a  little  courage,  and  all 
will  be  well."  And  as  he  spoke,  he 
lifted  her  from  the  boat,  and  drew  her 
arm  carefully  within  his  own. 

The  moon  was  half  hid  in  clouds ;  a 
few  scattered  stars  twinkled  in  the  dark 
canopy  of  heaven,  and  the  night-wind, 
rustling  midst  the  high  branches  of  the 
o'erhanging  trees,  sounded  as  the  death 
plaint  of  some  mourning  spirit.  The 
path  into  which  they  struck,  overgrown 
with  moss  and  lichens,  and  close  hedged 
in  with  brambles,  and  ivy,  and  other 
parasitical  plants,  twining,  and  creeping, 
and  trailing,  and  holding  in  the  damp- 
ness, led  direct  from  the  water's  edge: 
it  was  intricate  and  lonely  ;  and  though 

from 
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from  earliest  infancy,  Matilda  had  joy- 
ed in 

"  The  wonderful,  the  wild," 

her  heart  now  misgave  her ;  her  cheek 
grew  pale,  and  her  hand  trembled  as  it 
lay  in  that  of  her  uncle's,  for  she  felt  as 
though  the  crisis  of  her  fate  approached. 
"  We  live  in  a  season  when  heroism 
becomes  even  thy  gentle  sex,"  observed 
Hugh,  anxious  to  while  away  the  time, 
and  to  divert  from  the  gloom  of  reflec- 
tion— "  a  season,  which  calls  aloud  for 
energy  and  for  courage.  Here  we  are 
safe,  because  the  emissaries  of  our  mor- 
tal foe  guess  not  our  hiding-place ;  here 
» 

"  Alas !  and  should  they  guess  it — 
and  should  they  discover  it  ?"  asked  the 
terrified  girl. 

"  Why  then  will  they  discover  a  hor- 
net's nest ;  ay,  and  every  hornet's  sting, 
will  bear  a  tenfold  death." 

Matilda  shuddered — she  looked  up — 

she 
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she  met  the  eyes  of  her  uncle  fixed 
steadfastly  upon  her.  He  paused  as 
though  to  listen ;  he  cast  a  searching 
glance  around :  O'Carroll  was  far  be- 
hind, and  not  the  breath  of  sound  to- 
kened of  human  being.  "  I  would  bear 
thee  back  to  the  banks  of  the  Gartampe, 
to  the  hours  of  relaxation  and  confi- 
dence," he  resumed,  again  slowly  ad- 
vancing— "  I  would  learn  all  thy  know- 
ledge of  the  past.  Matilda" — and  he 
bent  his  lip  wellnigh  to  her  ear,  and  he 
dropped  his  voice,  so  that  the  tone  was 
rather  felt  than  heard — "  what  thought 
thy  father  of  these  troubled  times? — 
what  said  thy  father  of  the  malversations 
of  a  royal  ruler?" 

"  Those  storms  which  wreck  the  peace 
of  kingdoms,  reached  not  our  cottage," 
said  Matilda.  "  Knowest  thou  not,  dear 
sir,  the  blast  which  fells  the  lordly  oak, 
harms  not  the  shrubs  and  flowerets  at  its 
base?" 

"  But  of  the  storm  which  blew  thy 
VOL.  in.  D  father 
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father  from  his  rich  inheritance  ? — of  the 
rich  inheritance  from  which  thy  father 
fled?"  eagerly  questioned  Hugh.  "Tell 
me,  Matilda,  knowest  thou  not  the  feud, 
the  deadly  feud,  which  drove  thy  father 
into  exile?" 

"  No,  on  my  life,"  replied  Matilda. 
"  I  know  my  father,  a  man  of  sorrows, 
bruised,  bleeding,  with  wrongs  and  woe; 
a  man " 

"  Not  his  name — knowest  thou  not 
his  name?"  interrupted  the  wondering 
Hugh. 

"  I  know  my  father,"  rejoined  Ma- 
tilda, "  as  the  gardener  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux :  and  though  my 
heart  oft  told  me,  he  was  not  always  so ; 
as  the  secret  of  my  father,  it  behoved 
me  not  to  pry." 

"  Saints  and  martyrs !"  ejaculated 
Hugh,  "  what,  misered  all  his  sorrows 
— buried  all  his  mighty  wrongs  !  Like 
inward  fires  raging  beneath  the  flower- 
dappled  earth,  smothered  the  huge  cata- 
logue 
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logue  within  his  own  breast,  and  wore 
the  cheating  smiling  surface  of  content ! 
Oh,  Walter !  oh,  my  brother !"  and  he 
bowed  his  face,  and  the  quickness  of 
his  respiration,  and  the  fast  fading  and 
flushing  of  his  cheek,  spoke  the  violence 
of  his  emotion.  Suddenly  reviving,  and 
grasping  tight  her  hand — "  Knowest 
thou  aught  of  the  De  Laceys  ?"  he  asked 
— "  knowest  thou  aught  of  the  lord  of 
Ulster?" 

"  Ay,  and  of  the  lord  of  Meath  also," 
said  Matilda.  "  I  have  heard  of  wrongs, 
and  indignities,  and  violence — I  have 
heard  the  lady  Millicent  say " 

"  Of  Walter — of  my  brother,"  inter- 
rupting her.  "  Say,  child,  hast  thou 
ever  heard  thy  father  speak  of  the  lords 
of  Ulster  and  of  Meath  ?" 

"  Never,"  answered  Matilda.  "  My 
father,  as  though  hurrying  from  himself, 
would  toil  until  sleep  tended  on  exhaust- 
ed nature.  If  he  recalled  times  past,  he 
would  fall  into  such  fearful  paroxysms, 
D  2  that 
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that  life  and  sanity  were  often  threaten- 
ed. Once" — and  the  night  preceding 
the  departure  of  Walter  from  the  cot- 
tage flashed  on  memory — "  he  spoke  of 
high  descent,  of  the  pride  of  ancestry,  of 
the,  calamities  of  a  noble  house  :  but  his 
manner  was  ambiguous,  his  language 
hard  to  guess  at.  He  told  me,  amidst 
all  the  stress  and  changes  of  the  world — 
should  God  so  will  it — safety  lay  in 
borrowed  mediocrity  ;  that  amidst  temp- 
tation, spite  of  the  impelling  goad  of 
pride  and  conscious  greatness,  the  gar- 
dener of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux 
must  be  the  sole  acknowledged  calling 

of  my  father.     He  told  me "     She 

ceased,  for  a  loud  rustling  among  the 
trees,  and  the  sound  of  voices,  tokened 
of  intruders. 

"  Another  season,"  whispered  Hugh, 
and  then  he  hurried  forward. 

"  Who  passes  ?"  demanded  a  voice. 
"  What  ho !  speak  quickly :  whither 
comest  thou? — whither  goest  thou?" 

"  What's 
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"  What's  that  to.thee?"  said  Hugh 
— "  I  speed  on  my  own  errand." 

"  Then  by  our  Lady,  and  thou  shalt 
speed  in  goodly  fellowship !"  quick  re- 
joined the  voice ;  "  for  much  mine  ears 
belie  me,  if  thou  art  not  a  friend." 

"  Ay,  marry  am  I,  my  lord  Theobald 
de  Verdon  !  and  I  will  bear  thee  consort 
straight  to  my  lady  Margaret."  And 
then  he  withdrew  himself  from  the  arm 
of  Matilda,  and  spoke  aside,  in  a  tone, 
low  and  earnest. 

The  conference  over,  he  quick  return- 
ed, and  resuming  his  station  beside  his 
niece,  and  joined  by  De  .Verdon,  and  by 
the  companion  of  De  Verdon's  night 
stroll,  they  advanced  together. 

"  'Tis  a  dark  night,  and  a  rough 
track,  lady,"  said  the  unarmed  knight, 
moving  at  the  side  of  Matilda  ;  "  a  track, 
forsooth,  little  fashioned  for  gentleness 
and  beauty ;  but  it  leads  to  a  goodly 
haven,  and  anon,  comfort  and  security 
will  prevail." 

D  3  Matilda 


54  HUNNEMEDE. 

Matilda  started :  the  accent  was  fami- 
liar ;  it  thrilled  on  memory ;  it  tokened 
of  other  days :  she  looked  up  ;  she  gazed 
steadfastly  in  the  face  of  the  speaker ; 
but  the  deep  gloom  of  night,  together 
with  his  muffling  cloak  and  slouched 
bonnet,  precluded  the  chance  of  recog- 
nition. His  form  was  tall ;  his  move- 
ment dignified;  disguise  spoke  in  his 
dun  habit ;  for  though  no  plume  waved 
o'er  his  brow,  the  lance  and  the  helm 
seemed  as  his  native  appertenances. 
"  Strange,"  thought  Matilda ;  and  then 
she  watched  to  catch  again  that  voice, 
for  aught  appertaining  to  the  past, 
brought  with  it,  thrilling  hope,  and  wild 
and  calculating  conjecture. 

The  path,  narrow  and  broken,  and 
overrun  with  briars  and  low  brushwood, 
suddenly  opened  upon  a  heathy  plain, 
then  winding  along  the  sedgy  borders  of 
a  deep  morass,  and  striking  anew  into 
forest-shade,  it  toiled  up  a  steep  ascent, 
and  closed  in  a  dark  and  turreted  build- 
ing. 
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ing.  The  lord  Theobald  de  Verdon 
stepped  forward,  and  thrice  knocking  at 
a  low  postern,  and  thrice  blowing  a 
shrill  blast  on  the  impending  horn,  the 
bolts  and  the  stancheons  were  with- 
drawn, and  the  postern  opened.  Cross- 
ing a  paved  court-yard,  and  threading  a 
passage,  long  and  cold,  from  the  extreme 
of  darkness  and  discomfort,  they  quick 
passed  into  a  chamber,  warm  and  large, 
and  fashioned  for  luxurious  ease :  lights 
burned  in  massy  silver  sconces,  and  huge 
stems  of  pine  and  fir  crackled  on  the 
hearth. 

"  Ah,  so  soon !  so  very  soon !  Wel- 
come !  thrice  welcome  !"  And  a  form, 
light  as  any  fairy,  a  face,  smiling  and 
glowing  with  roses, 

"  By  nature's  sweet  and  cunning  hand  laid  on  ;" 

with 

"  Raven  hair,  playing  round  her  neck, 
Like  tendrils  of  the  vine," 

met  them  in  the  door- way. 

D  4  "  Not 
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"  Not  too  soon,  my  Margaret  ?"  asked 
De  Verdon  ;  then  leading  her,  all  beamy 
as  she  was,  to  the  spirit-worn  Matilda — 
"  The  fair  niece  of  our  friend  Hugh," 
he  pursued.  "  Be  thy  gentleness,  my 
love,  the  pledge  of  our  hospitality." 

Matilda  smiled  on  the  salutation  of 
her  lovely  hostess,  and  casting  aside  her 
muffling  guise,  looked  anxiously  up,  at 
the  sudden  exclamation  of  him,  whose 
voice  had  before  struck  on  her  ear,  like 
long  forgotten  dreams.  It  was  the  lord 
George  de  Cantilupe— he,  who  in  the 
moment  of  peril,  when  the  little  cell  of 
the  sisters  of  St.  Claire  was  in  flames, 
had  rescued  her  from  the  loose  ribaldry 
and  insult  of  the  soldiery ;  who  under 
the  escort  of  Adam  Morley,  had  speeded 
her  to  England — had  consigned  her,  all 
drooping  as  she  was  with  care  and  grief, 
to  the  kindly  offices  of  the  good  and  the 
tender  Millicent !  Bright  and  beaute- 
ous was  the  glow  on  her  cheek,  was  the 
fire  in  her  eye :  it  was  gratitude,  it  was 

friendship, 
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friendship,  the  "  solace  and  splendour  of 
private  life,"  which  burned  on  her  cheek 
— which  lived  in  her  eye — which  impart- 
ed to  every  perfect  feature,  a  light  almost 
ethereal.  She  stretched  forth  her  hand 
—she  smiled  the  heart-greeting  of  glad- 
ness :  and  the  smile,  and  the  glow,  and 
the  graciousness  of  that  flitting  moment, 
lived  until  death,  in  the  heart  of  him 
who  had  been  her  rescuer  ! 

But  though  Matilda  breathed  all  the 
joy  of  welcome — though  she  listened  to 
and  imparted  all  that  had  passed  since 
the  hour  of  parting — still  the  presence 
and  the  gratulations  of  the  brother  chased 
not  the  image  of  the  sister.  The  dis- 
tress and  the  suspense  inflicted  on  the 
lady  Millicent  preyed  on  her  spirits; 
and  not  until  a  speedy  messenger,  sim- 
ply notifying  her  safety,  was  dispatched 
to  the  temporary  abode  of  the  baron  de 
Cantilupe,  could  she  feel  herself  justified 
in  sharing  the  comforts  and  security  of  her 
new  home :  even  then,  though  appeased 
D  5  and 
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and  wooed  into  content,  though  attract- 
ed and  charmed  by  the  playful  sallies  of 
beauty  and  innocence,  though  enriched 
with  the  blessing  of  her  uncle,  long  af- 
ter she  had  retired  to  rest,  did  wonder 
and  conjecture  chase  away  sleep.  The 
baron  de  Cantilupe  knew  not  the  conti- 
guity of  his  son  :  and  how  could  she,  a 
novice  in  the  crooked  policy  of  plans  and 
practice,  reconcile  that  son's  professions 
of  filial  love  and  honour  with  his  seem- 
ing lack  of  confidence  and  candour  ? — 
how  could  she  resolve  a  mystery,  thick 
and  impervious  to  older  and  more  ex- 
perienced eyes  ? — how  could  she  descry 
the  dark  and  subtle  web,  woven  in  the 
quickening  loom  of  spiritual  authority, 
spreading  throughout  the  land,  and  link- 
ing in  one  sworn  bond  of  confederation 
and  amity  ? 

Perhaps,  in  the  iron  register  of  ages 
gone  by,  there  cannot  be  traced  a  period, 
in  which  existing  circumstances  gave 
fairer  colour  to  rebellion,  in  which  the 

malver- 
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malversations  of  the  monarch,  more  gra- 
dually, and  more  effectually,  divorced 
the  subject  from  allegiance.  The  cha- 
racteristic love  of  Englishmen  for  fellow- 
ship and  order,  long  stayed  the  fate- 
fraught  flame  destined  to  cleanse  and 
purify  the  tainted  sway  of  mad  distem- 
pered power : — it  was  the  systematic  op- 
pression, the  galling  insolence,  the  cold 
tyranny  of  the  reigning  prince,  his  im- 
becility, his  waywardness,  and  his  vices, 
which  alone  could  have  goaded  all  classes 
of  men  to  the  desperate  hazard  of  re- 
volt : — it  was  the  exactions,  the  subtlety, 
the  pusillanimity  of  the  base  and  dege- 
nerate John,  which  gathered  against 
himself,  a  combination,  so  firm,  and  so 
powerful.  And  it  did  gather,  and  it  did 
extend,  far  as  the  realm  of  Britain :  thou- 
sands harboured  it  unseen;  thousands 
cherished  it  unsuspected:  and  whilst 
sleep  vivifies  the  strength,  and  sheds 
balm  on  the  worn  spirit  of  Matilda,  try 
we  to  explain,  the  seeming  incongruity, 
D  6  which  9 
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which,  from  the  soldier  of  king  John, 
metamorphosed  the  lord  George  de  Can- 
tilupe,  into  an  abettor  and  aider  of  the 
hostile  party. 

Although  habit  be  designated  second 
nature,  still  habit  warped  not  the  judg- 
ment and  perception  of  De  Cantilupe  in 
the  dull  muffle  of  prejudice :  for  whilst 
his  father^  blindly  and  mechanically  trod 
in  the  one  line  of  conformity  and  order, 
diverging  from  the  beatened  track,  he 
dared  to  see  and  to  question,  to  sift  the 
-motives,  to  call  to  account  the  actions, 
to  class  as  one,  the  deeds  of  the  monarch 
and  the  man :  and  wofully  did  king 
John  lose  in  the  just  balance;  wofully 
did  he  fall  short  of  the  allotted  standard. 
Blood  and  outrage  spoke  his  rule;  ruin 
and  desolation  spread  through  the  wide 
expanse  of  his  government :  his  favours 
were  lavished  on  the  panders  of  his  plea- 
sure ;  and  even  those  favours  bought  at 
the  dear  price  of  integrity  and  honour, 
were  shallow  and  fickle  as  himself! 

Often 
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Often  would  De  Cantilupe  muse  and 
shudder  at  the  obduracy  of  guilt,  at  the 
wild  and  monstrous  tales  which  rumour 
bandied.  In  vain  would  he  struggle 
down  the  storm  of  just  indignation, 
would  he  try  to  palliate,  on  the  trite 
score  of  temptation  and  of  human  weak- 
ness: the  stubborn  facts  of  defalcation 
and  crime  baffled  habitual  fealty ;  and 
even  when,  as  a  vassal  to  the  crown,  he 
led  on  his  father's  followers,  and  crossed 
into  Normandy,  it  was  more  to  rend 
back  the  foreign  possessions  of  his  coun- 
try, than  to  aid  in  the  feeble  efforts  of  a 
supine  and  slothful  king.  Thus  prepa- 
red, was  it  marvel,  that  the  seeds  of  dis- 
affection, sown  by  the  hand  of  friend- 
ship, should  take  root  and  spread;  that 
the  arguments  and  the  persuasions  of 
the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch,  should 
stamp  it  virtue^  to  aid  in  the  struggles 
of  an  enslaved  and  groaning  people? 
Where'er  he  turned,  as  though  aimed  at 
the  seat  of  expiring  loyalty,  sonle  victim 

to 
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to  the  wrath  and  vengeance  of  king 
John  presented  itself.  Chance,  in  the 
short-lived  peace,  hastily  patched  through 
the  interference  of  the  apostolic  see,  con- 
ducted him  to  the  death-scene  of  *he  in- 
jured William  baron  de  Brauze.  He 
saw  him  at  Paris,  in  the  church  of  St. 
Genevieve,  surrounded  by  the  regular 
canons  of  St.  Austin,  gasping  forth  life 
on  the  hard  bed  of  charity :  and  as  he 
marked  the  struggles  and  the  agony  of 
this  miserable  relic  of  a  whole  family — 
as  he  listened  to  the  tale  of  persecution 
and  exile — as  he  recalled  the  lingering 
death  of  the  hapless  wife  and  children — 
as  he  mused  on  the  dire  vengeance  which 
had  dealt  the  universal  destruction,  and 
saw*the  earth  close  o'er  the  sad  remains; 
he  felt  it  were  worse  than  blindness,  to  up- 
hold the  tyrant,  in  simple  homage  to  the 
king  ; — he  felt  that  the  crimes  and  injus- 
tice of  a  king,  weakening  and  dissolving 
the  common  bond  of  obligation,  in  viola- 
ting the  coronation  oath,  violated  also 
the  sworn  faith  and  fealty  of  the  subject. 

His 
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His  return  to  England  changed  not 
the  bent  of  his  feelings,  for  he  found  all 
England  groaning  beneath  the  exactions 
and  turpitude  of  her  ruler ;  and  yet  he 
respected  the  early  prejudices  of  his  fa- 
ther, and  he  visited  and  quitted  Hering- 
worth  without  betraying  his  aberration. 
The  convocation  ot  the  nobles,  under  co- 
lour of  a  religious  pilgrimage  to  St.  Ed- 
mund's-bury,  bore  him  into  those  dan- 
gers, so  fatally  tending  on  example :  and 
whilst  the  baron  his  father,  journeyed  to 
London,  to  pay  homage  to  the  king,  ac- 
companied by  the  lord  Eudo  de  la 
Zouch,  he  stood  in  the  midst  of  the 
malecontent  nobles ;  and  he  listened  to 
the  vigorous  declamations  of  the  archbi- 
shop of  Canterbury,  to  his  glowing  ar- 
guments, to  his  strong  exhortations  for 
firmness  and  unanimity,  to  his  pathetic 
view  of  the  widely  extending  misery,  to 
his  fatal  prescience  of  utter  slavery  and 
future  ruin,  until  every  nursery  preju- 
dice, like  thistle-beard  before  the  wind, 
vanished,  and  yielding  himself  to  the 

service 
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service  of  reform,  his  heart  and  his  arm 
felt  braced  with  nerves  of  iron. 

Separating  and  diverging  on  secret 
embassies,  all  tending  to  the  one  great 
point,  combining  things  flowed  prospe- 
rously \fddp6ts  of  arms  were  in  every 
corner  of  the  kingdom  ;  large  bodies  of 
rtien,  bound  unto  death,  needed  but  the 
rallying  signal  to  spring  from  their  hi- 
ding -  places ;  foreign  princes  pledged 
themselves  to  the  enterprise,  and  waited 
but  the  ripening  moment  for  action. 
Love  too,  mighty  love,  yielded  to  the 
fiercer  fire  of  patriotism  :  for  although  the 
lady  Millicent  sojourned  within  the  pre- 
cincts of  the  court,  to  claim  subsidies  at 
the  hand  of  his  father,  sir  Eudo  de  la 
Zouch  hurried  into  Derbyshire : — and 
the  lord  George  de  Cantilupe,  furthering 
and  aiding  in  the  ripening  plot,  and 
shrinking  from  recognisance,  shared  the 
lone  haunt  of  the  lord  Theobald  de  Ver- 
don ;  and  mixing  with  the  grave  and 
the  gay,  with  the  choice  spirits  close 

bound 
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bound  in  one  adventurous  party,  al- 
though the  "  purple  light  of  love,"  from 
the  bright  eyes  of  Matilda,  had  shed  its 
honeyed  poison  on  his  feelings — and  al- 
though his  heart  craved  for  the  bliss  of 
her  society — still,  in  the  holy  cause  of 
liberty  and  prosperity  to  man,  maintain- 
ing the  firm  principles  of  his  oath,  he 
resolved,  be  the  path  ever  so  rugged,  to 
desert  it  and  life  together. 


CHAPTER  IV. 


"  True  love  measures  not  with  the  cold  world's  gage; 
Scorning  the  blinding  lure  of  wealth  and  birth, 
And  aimi-ig  at  the  wiser  prize  of  peace, 
True  love,  in  gentleness  and  modest  worth, 
Extracts  the  treasure,  richer  far  than  gold  !'; 

THE  morning  dawned  in  brightness, 
and  Matilda,  starting  from  balmy  slum- 
ber, looked  up,  and  beheld  the  wakeful 
Margaret  at  her  side. 

"So 
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"  So  late  ?"  she  asked.  "  Sure,  sleep 
has  cozened  me  into  forgetfulness,  of 
this  world,  and  this  world's  claims." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Margaret ;  "  but  mine 
has  been  a  couch  of  care.  Alack !  my 
spirits  sicken  as  the  hour  for  action  ad- 
vances, and  my  scared  heart  flies  from 
the  gloom  of  its  own  reflections." 

"  Meanest  thou,"  demanded  Matilda, 
"  that  misfortune  threatens  ?  or  breathest 
thou  the  mere  plaint  of  jaundiced  fan- 
cy?" 

"  I  mean,"  quick  rejoined  Margaret, 
"  that  the  livelong  night  has  been  given 
to  conference  instead  of  rest ;  that  in  the 
gloom  and  stillness  of  midnight,  mes- 
sengers have  sought  my  husband,  and 
that  now,  in  broad  day,  he  is  closeted  in 
close  debate.  Hist!  hist!"  for  again  the 
horn  thrice  sounded,  and  horse-hoofs 
were  heard  in  the  court-yard  below. — 
"  I  am  a  sad  heroine,"  pursued  Marga- 
ret, striving  to  smile;  "and  yet  my 

Theobald 
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Theobald  oft  warned  me  of  a  soldier's 
perils." 

"  Belike  thou  wert  incredulous,"  ob- 
served Matilda :  "  experience,  lady,  is 
worth  a  mort  of  precept." 

"  God  wot,  I  have  had  experience 
and  precept  too!"  replied  Margaret: 
"  from  the  earliest  dawn  of  first  remem- 
brance, mystery  and  vicissitude  have 
been  my  fortune." 

Matilda  gazed  on  her  with  a  sister's 
feeling. — "  Then  are  we  alike  fashioned 
to  the  office  of  condolence,"  she  said; 
and  she  stretched  forth  her  hand,  and 
tears  sprung  in  her  eyes. 

Margaret  wept  also. — "  If  De  Verdon 
could  see  me,  he  would  chide  these  tears. 
In  truth,  'tis  weak  and  childish:  but 
there  are  seasons,  when  the  whole  weight 
of  the  past  presses  on  memory,  and 
seems  but  the  prelude  to  future  ill.  I 
oft  warned  De  Verdon  that  he  was  wed- 
ding himself  to  misfortune;  but  he 

would 
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would  not  heed  me :  and  now,  forsooth ! 
he  pays  for  his  temerity." 

"  Thine  was  not  the  form  to  scare, 
lady,"  said  Matilda,  gazing  on  the  young 
and  beauteous  creature  before  her. 

A  vivid  blush  passed  o'er  the  cheek 
of  Margaret.—"  De  Verdon  took  me 
portionless  and  unknown,"  she  resumed. 
"  Unlike  thee,  I  have  no  uncle,  no  rela- 
tive. Should  I  lose  De  Verdon,  I  lose 
my  world" — and  she  sank  on  a  settle  as 
she  spoke,  and  yielded  to  her  tears. 

"  What  alone — quite  alone?"  asked 
Matilda :  and  Margaret — for  the  same 
Margaret  it  was,  who,  at  the  death-scene 
of  Symmachus  O'Chahargy,  in  the  lone 
tower  at  Angers,  passed  into  the  guar-  . 
dianship  of  Walter— -took  up  the  thread 
of  her  eventful  story.  Briefly  did  she 
sketch  the  years  of  infancy  passed  at 
Carentan  among  the  nuns  of  St.  Ursu- 
line  ;  for  until  called  into  the  busy  strife 
of  human  frailty  and  human  woe,  her 
sum  of  life  had  been  as  a  summer's  day, 

balmy 
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balmy  and  bright,  unmixed  with  stornf 
and  passion. 

"  Perhaps  it  were  other  than  content," 
she  remarked — "  for  content  is  scarce  of 
earth — with  which  I  marked  the  deep 
dead  calm  around ;  with  which  I  joined 
in  the  psalmody  of  praise,  and  aided  in 
all  the  pious  rites  of  my  cloister-home. 
Sometimes  my  hopes  strangely  warred 
with  my  station — I  pictured  a  world  be- 
yond my  boundary  wall ;  and  often  did 
I  ponder,  whether,  like  the  shrubs  and 
flowers  in  the  convent  garden,  I  was 
destined,  to  bud,  to  blossom,  and  to  die, 


unseen." 
"  It  was 


the  sameness — it  was  the 
dull  monotony  of  your  days,  which  en- 
gendered restlessness  and  disquiet,"  obser- 
ved Matilda.  "  Youth,  dear  lady,  craves 
after  change;  youth  is  the  season  of  en- 
thusiasm, and  enthusiasm  spurns  the 
muffle  of  restraint." 

"  Life  itself  is  a  strange  wild  dream," 
continued  Margaret — "  I  ought  to  have 

been 
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been  happy,  >  because  I  knew  not  the 
shadow  of  grief  or  care.  Alas !  I  was 
forewarned ;  for  oft  did  the  holy  sisters 
tell  me,  in  the  world,  I  should  know 
grief  and  care." 

"  And  yet,"  said  Matilda,  "  thou 
wouldst  not  exchange  thy  present  lot, 
for  all  the  peace-yielding  indifference  of 
the  past." 

"  No !  oh  no !"  fervently  exclaimed 
Margaret,  "  not  for  a  millennium  of  bliss, 
would  I  be  other  than  the  wife  of  De 
Verdon  !  'Tis  that  love,  that  fond,  that 
ardent  love,  the  better  part  of  my  being, 
,whieh  makes  my  cares  so  keen  and  pier- 
cing ;  'tis  fears  for  his  safety,  'tis  doubts 
of  the  present  calling,  which  plant  my 
pillow  with  thorns." 

"  Hope  is  the  brightest  gift  of  God 
to  man,"  said  Matilda,  anxious  to  sooth 
and  to  assure — "  hope,  in  a  just  cause, 
pilots  through  a  sea  of  storm.  But  I 
pray,  proceed,  dear  lady ;  I  would  speed 
thee  back  to  Carentan." 

"  The 
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"  The  hour  of  my  removal  from  Ca- 
rentan,"  resumed  Margaret,  "  strongly 
testifies  the  inconsistency  of  human  na- 
ture. It  was  the  hour  I  had  pined  for 
— the  hour  I  had  ceaselessly  petitioned 
in  my  daily  and  nightly  prayers:  and 
yet,  though  claimed  by  a  supposed  fa- 
ther at  the  hands  of  the  lady  abbess,  that 
hour  found  me  sobbing  and  crying  in 
the  arms  of  the  nuns ;  that  hour " 

"  It  tokens  rather  the  tenderness  of 
human  feeling,"  interrupted  Matilda ; 
"  for  cold  is  the  heart,  which  clings  not 
to  the  ties  of  first  impression." 

"  From  our  departure  from  Carentan," 
pursued  Margaret,  "  I  date  a  new  era  of 
my  being;  for  vicissitude  grew  out  of 
change,  and  soon,  from  the  listlessness 
of  ease,  did  I  indeed  plunge  into  the 
griefs  and  cares  of  the  world.  Him  I 
looked  to  as  my  father,  was  drooping 
with  inward  ailment :  the  slave  and  vic- 
tim of  hidden  grief,  his  life  was  given 
to  penitence  and  woe.  I  saw  him  sink- 
ing 
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ing  without  the  power  to  rescue — I  saw 
him  bleeding  without  the  power  to  heal : 
craving  endless  change,  as  though  will- 
ing to  fly  from  the  curse  of  remem- 
brance, we  sought  in  novelty  some  alle- 
viation from  disquiet :  but  alas !  where 
the  mind  yields  not  its  own  palliative — 
where  the  resource  lives  not  within- 
vain  and  vague  are  the  hopes  of  peace. 
Whole  volumes  could  I  fill,  were  I  to 
enumerate  half  the  restlessness  of  his 
feelings  :  sometimes  he  would  tax  him- 
self with  injustice  ;  sometimes,  with  hei- 
nous crime :  then  he  would  bid  me  pray 
for  his  after  peace ;  and  then,  waving 
me  from  him,  he  would  bid  me  fly,  as 
I  valued  his  senses*  Through  all  the 
changes  of  our  fitful  fortune,  one  valued 
and  faithful  friend  remained ;  in  pover- 
ty, in  privation,  and  in  despair,  Conner 
O'Carroll  aided  us  with  his  best  and 
ablest  efforts.  The  slave  of  impulse  and 
of  feeling,  to  him  I  owe  all  the  bright- 
est rays  in  my  chequered  destiny :  for 

he, 
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he,  in  the  mortal  extremity  of  disease 
and  woe — when  at  Angers,  alone,  ne- 
glected, destitute,  stripped  by  robbers, 
and  shut  away  from  friends ;  when  death 
weighed  heavy  on  the  strength  of  the 
wretched  O'Chahargy — piloted  to  our 
miserable  haunt,  your  father,  and  my 
hereafter  guardian  !" 

"My  father!"  ejaculated  Matilda; 
and  with  eyes  swimming  in  tears,  with 
a  heart  throbbing  with  a  thousand  cop- 
tending  feelings,  she  listened  to  a  recital, 
which  each  moment,  quickened  the  love 
and  the  reverence  she  owed  him. 

"  Alike  our  friend  !  our  father !"  pro* 
nounced  Margaret,  stretching  forth  her 
arms,  and  wooing  Matilda  to  a  sisterly 
embrace :  "  alike  may  we  mourn  his 
loss ;  alike  may  we  pray  for  his  safety. 
In  the  court  of  the  duchess  Constantia," 
she  resumed,  after  a  long  pause,  "  I  first 
beheld  De  Verdon.  'Twas  then — 'twas 
there,  I  owned,  I  felt,  that  without  love, 

VOL.  in.  E  creation 
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creation  is  a  blank,  life  a  burden ;  'twas 
then — 'twas  there " 

"  First  of  my  father,"  importuned 
Matilda — "  Dearest  lady,  you  know  not 
how  my  heart  craves  after  some  know- 
ledge of  my  father." 

A  soft  blush  mantled  the  fair  face  of 
Margaret,  and  a  feeling  of  self-reproach 
lived  in  her  eye. — "  Your  pardon,"  she 
implored — "  I  forgot,  in  the  egotism  of 
love,  the  prior  claim  of  gratitude  and 
friendship.  Your  father,  pitying  my 
orphan  state,  consigned  me  to  the  care 
of  the  duchess  Constantia ;  then,  pant- 
ing to  give  me  a  sister,  to  conduct  you 
to  the  same  kindly  sanctuary,  attended 
by  O'Carroll,  he  quitted  Angers,  to  seek 
you  in  your  distant  home." 

Margaret  paused,  for  Matilda's  heart 
felt  sick,  and  her  cheek  faded  to  clay : 
the  agony,  the  wild  cry  of  her  father^ 
when  seeking  her,  he  found  the  cottage 
desolate,  pierced  from  her  ear  to  her 
soul.-*"  Virgin  Mother !"  she  aspirated, 

"  that 
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"  that  moment !  that  pang,  keener  than 
death  itself!"  Then  struggling  down 
her  feelings,  and  turning,  earnestly, 
wistfully  to  Margaret — "  I  can  picture 
all,"  she  said — "  Tell  me,  I  beseech  you, 
tell  me,  of  the  return  of  iny  father  to 
Angers  ?" 

"  His  stay  was  brief,"  rejoined  Mar- 
garet :  "  he  returned  to  Angers  to  tell 
of  his  disappointment;  then  wedding 
himself  to  the  service  of  France,  devo- 
ting himself  to  war  and  vengeance,  espou- 
sing the  cause  of  the  murdered  prince  Ar- 
thur, and  still  followed  and  attended  by 
the  faithful  O'Carroll,  he  plunged  into 
all  the  strifes  and  turmoils  of  party.  We 
heard  of  his  exploits  and  his  temerity  at 
the  siege  of  the  castle  of  Loches ;  of  his 
aiding  Philip  Augustus  in  his  victorious 
strides  through  Flanders  ;  and  last  of  all, 
attached  to  the  immediate  train  of  the 
earl  of  Dreux,  we  heard  of  him,  and  we 
lost  him,  at  the  bridge  at  Nantes." 

"O'Carroll,"  repeated  Matilda,  thought- 
E  2  fully — 
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fully — "  said  you  not,  O'Carroli  tended 
my  dear  father  in  all  his  perils?" 

"  Ay,  truly,  did  I,"  replied  Marga- 
ret. "  The  warm-hearted  O'Carroli  in 
the  turret  at  Angers,  amid  mystery  and 
death,  anchored  his  faith  and  his  hopes, 
on  the  fortunes  of  our  preserver  Walter." 

Matilda  smothered  down  a  sigh. — 
"  Anon  will  I  question  O'Carroli,"  she 
said :  "  and  now,  lady,  of  the  lord  Theo- 
bald de  Verdon." 

Margaret  smiled. — "  Will  you  grant 
ear  to  a  love  story  ?"  she  asked ;  "  or, 
will  you,  by  intuition,  fancy  all  the 
doubts  and  hopes  of  passion?" 

"  Not  so ;  'tis  too  subtle  a  labyrinth 
to  unreave.  Said  you  not,  I  pray  you, 
in  the  court  of  the  duchess  Constantia, 
you  first  met  the  lord  Theobald  de  Ver- 
don ?" 

"  I  met  him  amid  strife  and  death," 
said  Margaret ;  "  almost  in  the  heart  of 
battle.  He  came  on  embassy  from  the 
viscount  de  Thouars ;  and  by  him  we 

heard 
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heard  the  capture  of  the  earl  de  la 
Marche,  the  destruction  of  our  fleet  in 
the  harbour  at  Damme,  and  the  advance 
of  the  English,  led  on  by  king  John  in 
person.  From  that  eventful  period, 
scarce  can  I  give  date  to  our  perplexities 
and  dangers :  alternately  did  we  seek  re- 
fuge in  Britany,  in  Normandy,  in 
France;  scudding  like  drifting  winds 
before  the  tempest;  harassed  with  fears, 
and  tortured  with  hydra  ills.  Yet  midst 
the  fiercest  fires  of  a  warring  world — 
midst  all  the  struggles  of  jealousy  and 
rancour — Love  scattered  his  brightest 
flowers,  and  dipped  his  barb  in  sweetest 
balm  !  God-wot !  it  was  neither  my  for- 
titude nor  my  heroism  which  won  upon 
the  heart  of  De  Verdon  !  Forsooth  !  he 
thought  the  poor,  scared,  trembling 
thing,  needed  a  warrior-helpmate;  and 
he  singled  me  out  from  all  the  maidens, 
who  moved  in  the  train  of  the  royal 
Constantia.  I  told  him  the  tale  of  my 
desolation,  the  strange  mystery  which 
E  3  involved 
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involved  my  birth  and  name :  and  he 
loved  me  the  better :  and  oft  would  he 
tell  me,  that  his  name,  and  his  heritage, 
would  be  the  brighter,  and  the  richer, 
in  my  participation.  Yes" — and  her 
cheeks  glowed,  and  her  eyes  beamed 
with  gratitude  and  love — "  spite  of  mys- 
tery and  poverty,  De  Verdon  made  me 
his  bride !  In  the  sight  of  the  lady  Con- 
stantia,  Heaven  sanctified  our  vows : 
and  now — now — tell  me,  Matilda,  can 
I  prize  him  too  highly  ? — can  I  love  him 
too  dearly  ?  From  the  hour  which  gave 
us  a  world  in  each  other,"  she  pursued, 
after  a  brief  pause,  "my  cares  and  my 
fears  assumed  a  new  form.  I  trembled 
at  the  blast  of  war,  at  the  threat  of  vio- 
lence— I  trembled  not  for  myself,  but 
for  him — I^felt  that  his  life  was  my  life; 
that  bereaved  of  De  Verdon,  all  that  this 
world  could  class  as  blessings,  would  be 
unprofitable  and  vain.  Doubtless,"  and 
she  forced  a  smile,  "  the  pious  sisters  at 
Carentan  would  call  me  idolatrous  and 

sinful ; 
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sinful ;  but  my  heart  acquits  me  of  the 
charge,  for  could  I  love  him  less,  should 
I  not  be  ungrateful  ?" 

"  Love,"  timidly  observed  Matilda, 
"  like  every  other  passion  of  the  soul, 
unless  controlled  by  reason ;  love — love 
"  she  ceased,  and  trembled. 

"  Tarry  until  you  are  a  wife,"  said 
Margaret,  feelingly:  "  now,  I  cannot 
listen  to  your  hypothesis." 

Matilda  thought  of  the  palmer,  and 
her  very  temples  flushed  the  wild  colour- 
ing of  emotion. — "  A  wife !"  she  echoed, 
and  then  she  hung  down  her  head  to 
hide  her  feelings. 

The  voice  of  De  Verdon  calling  upon 
Margaret  in  the  corridor,  stayed  aught 
of  further  observation  or  inquiry :  it  was 
a  talismanic  voice ;  for  since  in  paradise, 
the  first  Eve,  moved,  blessing  and  bless- 
ed, never  did  woman's  form  harbour  a 
more  gentle  or  submissive  spirit — never 
did  woman's  heart  cling  firmer  to  her 
wedded  lord !  She  loved  him, 

E  4  «  With 
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"  With  that  excellence, 

That  angels  love  good  men  with" — 

loved  him  with  all  the  strength  and  fer- 
vour of  her  nature — loved  him,  even  to 
the  martyrdom  of  her  own  repose ;  for 
happiness  dwelt  not  in  her  bosom  :  alas  ! 
how  could  happiness  dwell  in  her  bo- 
som, when,  like  the  gentle  Belvidera, 
she  knew  her  Jaffier,  tangled,  toiled,  in 
all  the  deep  dark  snares  of  death-pro- 
voking treason ! 

Frequent  egress  and  ingress,  and  deep 
commune,  and  close  debate,  filled  many 
days,  succeeding  the  arrival  of  Matilda 
in  the  lone  abode  of  the  lord  Theobald 
de  Verdon.  There,  unnoted,  did  she 
trace  the  fevered  workings  of  busy  spe- 
culating spirits,  panting  for  engagement 
and  for  enterprise : — there,  did  wily  cau- 
tion, in  the  three  blasts  of  the  horn,  pro- 
claim the  extension  and  the  import  of 
the  signal; — for  even  in  the  midnight 
darkness,  when  all  of  peace  and  inno- 
cence was  hushed,  when  the  wrapt  world 

was 
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was  lost  in  deep  forgetfulness,  would 
the  horn,  rallying  from  slumber,  stamp 
the  restless  colour  of  conspiracy — would 
the  quick  step,  and  smothered  whisper, 
shew  that — 

"  Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thing, 
And  the  first  motion, 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments, 
Are  oft  in  council." 

Wide,  then,  as  north  from  south,  as  east 
from  west,  spread  the  huge  chain,  link- 
ing heart  and  hand  in  the  vast  service  : 
yet  such  is  the  contradictory  compound 
of  our  nature,  that  although  Matilda  bo- 
somed instinctive  hate  to  the  enemy  o£ 
her  house,  to  the  relentless  persecutorsof 
her  father ;  although  she  heard  of  the  in- 
justice, the  fraud,  and  the  turpitude  of 
king  John — heard  his  deeds  reviled,  his 
name  execrated — her  woman's  heart 
quailed  at  the  coming  horror ;  trembled, 
she  scarce  knew  why,  at  the  thunder- 
burst,  threatening  wide  and  wild  destruc- 
tion. Perhaps  it  was  that  innate  prin- 
E  5  ciple 
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ciple  within  us,  which  bows  to  the  ruling 
authority ;  which,  in  the  emphatic  lan- 
guage of  St.  Paul,  impels  us,  for  con- 
science and  for  religion's  sake,  to  "  ren- 
der tribute  to  whom  tribute  is  due;  cus- 
tom to  whom  custom ;  fear  to  whom  fear ; 
honour  to  whom  honour."  Certain  it  is, 
her  mind  and  her  feelings  were  restless 
and  ill  at  ease :  she  recalled  the  scathing 
flames,  sweeping  from  earth,  the  hapless 
harmless  sisters  of  St.  Claire;  and  she 
shuddered,  lest,  here  in  England,  beings, 
as  hapless,  and  as  harmless,  should  fall 
the  bleeding  victims  to  contending  party. 
Often,  as  though  the  sport  of  accident, 
did  she  find  herself  alone  with  the  lord 
George  de  Cantilupe;  now  pacing  the 
matted  corridors ;  now,  amid  the  fune- 
real gloom  of  the  deep  dark  woods ;  for 
the  dwelling  was  so  close  invested,  and 
the  approach  so  wild  and  rude,  that  it 
seemed  fitter  fashioned  as  a  resting-place 
for  flesh,  than  for  flesh  still  tenanted  by 
busy  fitful  spirits.  Often  would  he  be- 
wail 
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wail  the  necessity  for  secrecy  and  dis- 
guise; the  emergency,  arming  man 
against  his  fellow :  yet  would  he  soften 
down  the  horrors  and  the  terrors  of  her 
fancy ;  would  he  moderate  the  claims 
and  wishes  of  the  nobles;  would  he 
cloak  existing  things,  in  dies,  so  dark  and 
rayless — the  tyranny  of  the  king — the 
slavery  of  the  subject — the  wrongs  of 
individuals — the  groans  of  an  outraged 
land — that  starting  into  heroism,  she  too 
would  thrill,  and  call  the  effort  virtue. 
Often,  from  the  gentle  Millicent,  would 
she  speak  of  the  baron,  and  then  would 
she  marvel  that  such  a  father  and  such 
a  son  were  leagued  in  opposite  interests : 
but  there  too  would  De  Cantilupe  still 
every  doubt  of  her  mind : — his  father, 
too  just,  and  too  upright,  and  too  much 
the  friend  of  human  kind,  to  tolerate 
oppression,  satisfied  of  the  pacific  colour 
of  the  existing  league,  of  their  sworn 
loyalty,  and  bounden  prayer  for  reform 
E  6  and 
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and  grace,  would  become  the  ready  con- 
vert of  truth  and  equity. 

"  Tarry  until  my  father  remove  to 
Heringworth,"  he  would  exclaim  ;  "  and 
quick  apprized  of  the  justness  of  our  in- 
tentions, and  the  reasonableness  of  our 
demands,  will  he  lend  his  name  to  the 
schedule,  craving  the  fulfilment  of  the 
great  charter."  And  then  diverging 
from  strife  and  turmoil,  would  he  talk 
of  the  peace-yielding  bowers  of  Hering- 
worth, of  the  joys  and  the  comforts  of 
his  hereditary  home;  would  he  lead  her 
back  to  the  flower-bespangled  banks  of 
the  Welland — the  far-spreading  chase — 
the  picturesque  haunts — the  thatched 
roof  of  Adam  Morley,  until  kindling 
with  the  glow  of  gratitude  and  friend- 
ship, she  too  would  take  the  thread,  and 
tell  of  the  past,  little  dreaming  she  was 
shedding  thorns  on  the  future. 

Sometimes  he  would  strive  to  lure  her 
into  the  scenes  of  earliest  youth ;  but 
from  those  scenes  Matilda  would  shrink, 

fearful, 
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fearful,  lest  hurried  away  by  feeling,  she 
should  divulge  where  duty  urged  con- 
cealment. Yet  as  those  chequered  scenes 
revived,  as  faithful  memory  recalled 
every  fitful  variation,  would  her  features 
emanate  the  spirit  within ;  would  sensi- 
bility, like  the  softest  halo,  shroud  the 
lustre  of  her  large  dark  eyes,  and  spread 
o'er  her  cheek,  a  bloom  of  vivid  beauty : 
— and  De  Cantilupe  would  bear  that 
witching  bloom,  freighted  with  honey- 
ed poison ;  that  downcast  look,  so  elo- 
quent, yet  so  bashful,  deep  in  the  re- 
cesses of  his  own  soul : — even  in  the  mid- 
night councils  of  his  colleagues,  would 
her  image  rise  preeminent — would  con- 
viction tell  him,  that  without  Matilda, 
however  life  might  be  glory,  life  could 
not  be  happiness.  Alas!  little  did  he 
guess  the  snare  weaving  for  his  repose ! 
Full  oft,  muffled  in  the  sweetest  flowers 
of  paradise,  do  we  press  unsuspecting 
upon  the  shelving  steep — do  we  snatch 
at  the  gilded  lure,  freighted  with  our 

own 
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own  destruction — do  we  hug  the  chain, 
destined  to  inthral  us  unto  death  !  for 
however  true  love  be  pictured,  as  teem- 
ing with  doubts,  and  dreads,  and  timid 
fears,  encouraged  by  the  secret  approval 
of  Hugh,  by  the  known  admiration  of 
his  own  father,  by  the  almost  sisterly 
love  pf  Millicent,  the  lord  George  de 
Cantilupe  cherished  hope  rather  than 
fear,  and  fanned  the  spark  of  early  im- 
pression, until  it  grew  a  lasting  flame. 

Day  succeeded  day,  and  the  rich  va- 
riegations of  autumn  gradually  yielded 
to  the  sterile  reign  of  winter :  the  trees 
were  despoiled  of  their  foliage,  and  the 
rough  cold  blast,  sweeping  through  the 
long  passages,  tokened  of  desolation. 
Still  De  Cantilupe  dared  the  fairy  circle 
of  love ;  and  still  Matilda,  unconscious 
and  guileless,  fed  the  aspiring  views  of 
passion  :  gentleness  was  her  native  pro- 
vince; and  how  could  the  brother  of  Mil- 
licent, experience  aught,  save  gentleness 
and  friendship ! 

Often, 


RUNNEMEDE. 


87 


Often,  in  the  absence  of  her  uncle 
for  Hugh  had  quitted  the  fastness,  on 
some  secret  and  urgent  call — would  Ma- 
tilda summon  O'Carroll  to  question  of 
her  father ;  for  she  loved  to  listen  to  the 
silver  sounds  of  his  praise,  and  she  would 
listen  to  the  language  of  truth  and  na- 
ture, until  every  grief  seemed  light,  com- 
pared to  the  grief  of  his  loss.  O'Carroll 
would  journey  back  to  Angers :  from  the 
earliest  moment  of  introduction,  would 
take  the  thread — would  fight  again  o'er 
all  his  battles — would  tell  of  his  exploits, 
of  his  noble  darings  ;  and  then  he  would 
marvel,  how,  upon  the  cheating  shadow 
of  speculation,  he  could  have  abandoned 
the  side  of  his  master. 

"  Sorrow  come  after  it !  to  think  that 
the  foe  should  steal  in  at  such  a  season. 
Sure,  'twas  a  trap  of  the  devil's  own 
planning,  for  nought  a  friar  Dennis 
could  I  light  on." 

"  But  the  motive,"  urged  Matilda — 

"  where 
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"  where  the  motive  be  to  serve,  the  con- 
sequence entaileth  not  reproach." 

"  By  the  powers  !  and  it  will  cover 
me  with  reproach  to  the  hour  of  my 
death,"  rejoined  O'Carroll.  "  I  quitted 
Nantes,  with  a  quick  step  and  a  light 
heart ;  because,  forsooth !  I  bore  friar 
Dennis  in  my  eye,  and  the  confession 
of  my  dead  master,  wellnigh  in  my 
clutches.  But  friar  Dennis,  grace  be- 
tide him !  led  me  a  chase,  so  wild  and 
strange,  that  never  a  goose-flight  was 
half  so  crooked.  By  the  rood !  and  not 
a  cell,  an  hospital,  or  preceptory,  from 
Nantes,  to  the  water's  edge  at  Mar- 
seilles, escaped  my  sifting." 

"  Doubtless,"  said  Matilda,  "  zeal, 
imparting  strength  and  energy,  gave 
nerve  to  age.  Perchance,  the  holy  man 
had  reached  Palestine,  ere  you  started 
on  the  calling." 

"  I  would  friar  Dennis  had  moved 
with  a  slower  motion,  though !"  resumed 
O'Carroll,  mournfully.  "By  St.  Pa- 
trick !" 
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trick!"  and  he  scared  all  my  strength 
and  all  my  energy ;  for  when  I  turned 
my  back  upon  Marseilles,  my  spirit  was 
as  flat,  as  any  wight's,  tangled  in  the 
mesh  of  his  own  knavery." 

"  And  yet,"  observed  Matilda,  "  you 
toiled  for  others  ;  and  though  you  reap- 
ed nought  save  disappointment,  the 
heart  spoke  in  the  service." 

"  I  thought  so  then,"  said  O'Carroll, 
"  and  I  would  take  comfort  then  ;  ay, 
lady,  until  I  reached  Nantes,  and  then 
all  my  comfort  fled.  When  I  reached 

Nantes "  He  paused,  and  with  the 

back  of  his  hand,  *  he  brushed  a  tear 
from  his  eye ;  then  stifling  down  a  sob 
— "  When  I  reached  Nantes — when  I 
heard  of  the  battle- — when  I  fled  to  that 
fatal  bridge — I  envied  every  mother's 
son  who  lay  cold  and  stiff  around  me : 
and  as  I  lingered  long,  and  searched 
warily,  I  lighted  on  a  being,  as  heart- 
stricken,  and  as  woe-begone  as  myself. 
Sure,  'twas  the  hand  of  Providence !  I 

lighted 
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lighted  on  the  own  brother  of  my  lost 
master !  And  he  heard  my  plaints,  and 
he  pitied  my  self-reproaches  :  and  when 
he  close  questioned,  I  confessed  how 
that  I  had  fled  in  search  of  one  friar 
Dennis ;  and  I  told  him  all  the  mishap 
which  had  fallen  out  in  my  absence; 
and  he  took  me  into  his  service,  and  he 
brought  me  forthwith  to  England,  and 
many  a  sorry  league  have  we  traversed 
together,  and  many  a  peril  have  we 
shared !  And  here,  in  this  wilderness, 
the  beautiful  lady  of  the  lord  Theobald 
de  Verdon,  turns  out  to  be  the  same 
sweet  Margaret,  who  cost  me  such  a 
mort  of  tears,  in  the  lone  tower  at  An- 
gers! And  you — you,  lady;"  and  he 
caught  her  hand,  and  raised  it  with 
heartfelt  homage  to  his  lips — "  you, 
lady,  the  dear  lamented  child  of  the 
brave  good  Walter !  Oh !  when  I  saw 
you  step  into  the  boat,  had  I  known 
you  the  child  of  my  lost  master ;  then — 

then,  lady But  stranger  as  you  were, 

by 
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by  the  powers !  my  hand  tingled  to  be 
after  trundling  the  precious  knave  into 
the  Thames :  and  but  for  my  master, 
who  frowned  me  into  quiet,  I  had  done 
him  some  mortal  wrong.  '  O'Carroll,' 
said  he,  '  all  depends  upon  cold  caution : 
seek  vengeance  on  the  pander,  and  the 
principal  escapes.'  And  so  I  swallowed 
down  my  rage :  but  had  I  guessed  you 
the  child  of  Walter— holy  St  Patrick  ! 
he  might  as  well  have  toyed  with  a  hun- 
gry tiger." 

"  Sure,  'twas  the  interposition  of  Hea- 
ven," exclaimed  the  grateful  Matilda, 
shuddering  at  the  peril  she  had  escaped, 
"  which  foiled  art  with  art — which  led 
such  friends  to  the  rescue !" 

"  My  master  Hugh,"  quick  resumed 
O'Carroll,  "  scented  out  the  mischief- 
plot,  in  one  of  his  chance- wanderings 
from  this  very  tarrying  point.  He  over- 
heard the  young  varlet,  beardless  in 
years,  but  a  very  greybeard  in  sin,  tam- 
pering with  a  cormorant  boatman  :  and 

they 
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they  cavilled,  and  squabbled,  and  parted, 
forsooth  !  for  a  trumpery  mark :  and  be- 
cause he  ferreted  out  ruin,  and  wrong, 
and  treachery ;  and  heard,  how  a  rich 
noble,  all  for  love  of  a  fair  lady,  had  put 
on  a  false  beard  and  a  torn  gabardine, 
and  played  the  wandering  minstrel ;  and 
how,  that  he  found  her  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames,  when  he  thought  her  far 
away  in  France ;  and  how  that  he  was 
stirring  heaven  and  earth  to  trap  her  in 
his  power  :  so  hiding  his  own  indigna- 
tion, forthwith  he  offered  himself  in  the 
stead  of  the  boatman,  and  straight  then 
he  came  to  me. — '  O'Carroll,'  said  he, 
'  I  am  after  blowing  up  a  train  of  villa- 
ny.  Wilt  thou  lend  me  a  hand  to  un- 
kennel the  fox?' — *  Ay,  and  to  trap  him 
in  his  own  snare,'  said  I.  And  then 
we  .conned  the  matter  over :  for  my 
master  cared  not  to  press  others  to  the 
rescue,  lest  the  boy,  taking  fright,  the 
whole  project  should  be  defeated,  and 
the  poor  victim  left  open  to  further 

wiles : — 
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wiles : — and  so,  before  sunset,  in  the 
boat  of  the  lord  Theobald  de  Verdon, 
we  repaired  to  the  given  station,  and 
soon  were  we  joined  by  the  young  skip- 
jack, who  thought  to  beguile  us  into  an 
evil  deed.  By  the  powers !  had  he 
guessed  us  of  little  Ireland,  he  might 
have  known  we  would  have  fought  the 
devil  for  the  love  of  dear  woman  !" 

"  Humanity  and  principle,  my  good 
O'Carroll,"  said  Matilda,  "  is  not  con- 
fined to  clime  or  soil :  it  lives  in  the 
hearts  of  the  brave,  and  needs  but  the 
rallying  call  of  opportunity,  to  quicken 
it  into  action." 

"  Ay,  arrah,  does  it,  lady !  But  by 
holy  Patrick,  an  Irishman  thinks  of  the 
call  first,  and  the  venture  after !" 

Matilda  smiled,  for  the  glow  of  heart 
spread  o'er  the  features  of  O'Carroll. 
— "  Instinctive  feeling,"  she  returned, 
"  binds  me  alike  to  Ireland.  Tis  the 
country  of  my  birth,  O'Carroll ;  and 
though  I  quitted  it  in  ignorance  and  in- 
fancy, 
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fancy,  should  I  e'er  return  to  its  sea- 
girt shore,  joyous  and  bliss-fraught  will 
be  the  hour." 

It  was  the  theme,  which  to  touch 
upon,  was  to  awaken  all  the  eloquence 
of  O'Carroll ;  and  once,  though  in  spe- 
culation, landed  upon  that  sea-girt  shore 
— once  in  Ireland — once  pressing  the 
green  sward  of  his  native  land,  quick, 
as  air  or  sound,  did  his  heart  speed 
him  to  the  county  of  Meath — to  the  ba- 
rony of  Navan — to  the  hamlet  of  Ard- 
braccan  :  and  his  mother,  and  his  cousin 
Norah,  and  his  mud  cabin — and  well- 
nigh  the  trees  o'ertopping  his  mud  cabin 
— were  successively  recalled.  It  was  a 
flow  of  soul,  a  burst  of  pictured  blessed- 
ness, a  rapturous  indulgence  of  feeling, 
which  thrilled  on  his  warm  heart,  and 
flooded  his  eyes  in  tears : — it  was  that 
intuition  of  spirit,  that  nameless  elo- 
quence of  nature,  which  harbours  in  the 
breast  of  the  unlettered  Indian,  as  im- 
pelling, and  as  potent,  as  e'er  harboured 
in  the  breast  of  the  prince ! 

The 
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The  season  of  storm  had  set  in ;  the 
drizzling  rain,  the  nipping  hoar-frost,  the 
rough  cold  blasts  of  winter :  but  the  like 
heart  of  flame,  the  like  "  nerve  of  fire," 
spread  through  the  far-extending  league. 
It  was,  as  the  train,  long  laid,  needing  but 
the  igniting  match  of  opportunity — 
Margaret  marked  it  with  a  sickening 
spirit — Matilda,  with  hope  and  trepida- 
tion— Margaret  trembled  for  the  safety 
of  her  husband — Matilda,  in  the  threat- 
ened struggle,  augured  the  benefit  of 
thousands !  Rudely  was  the  calm  of  a 
few  days  broken  by  the  blast  of  the 
horn.  Matilda  looked  up,  and  she  saw 
the  lips  and  cheeks  of  Margaret  tintless  : 
the  next  instant  they  were  left  alone, 
for  De  Verdon  and  De  Cantilupe  hur- 
ried from  the  chamber. 

"  That  horn,"  faltered  Margaret, 
*•  sounds  as  a  death-knell  to  my  spirits. 
I  never  hear  it,  but  it  seems  to  bode  de- 
sertion and  despair." 

"  You  are  too  sensitive,  too  anxious," 

said 
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said  Matilda.  "  On  my  life,  you  are 
only  fitted  for  warm  suns  and  soft  show- 
ers !  I  marvel  much  the  warrior  call- 
ing of  De  Verdon  scared  not  your  cou- 
rage." 

Margaret  tried  to  smile,  but  she  was 
a  sad  counterfeit,  and  a  tear  swam  in 
her  eye. — "  I  am  no  coward,"  she  replied 
— "  I  could  brave  death  for  others  ;  ay, 
Matilda,  'tis  for  others  that  I  tremble. 
I  know  the  peril  if  discovered  :  the 
forfeit,  the  dreadful  forfeit,  swims  before 
my  sight." 

"  Discovered,"  repeated  Matilda.  "  As 
well,  dear  lady,  may  you  seek  to  dam  a 
torrent  with  a  silken  kerchief.  Know 
you  not,  injustice  strikes  at  the  root  of 
fealty,  and  severs  all  the  bonds  of  early 
custom  ?  Think  of  our  giant  strength  ; 
think  of  the  mighty  store  of  our  re- 
sources ;  think "  .She  ceased,  for  De 

Verdon  entered  the  chamber.  His  cheeks 
were  flushed ;    his  eyes  sparkled  with 
new  kindled  fire. — "  The  tyrant  strug- 
gles 
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gles  in  the  toil !"  he  exclaimed.  "  Firm- 
ness and  perseverance,  and  the  day  be- 
comes our  own !" 

"  God  grant  it !"  aspirated  Margaret. 

"  The  immunity  of  thousands,"  pur- 
sued De  Verdon,  yielding  to  the  genial 
philanthropy  of  his  feelings,  "  hangs 
upon  our  efforts  and  our  deeds.  Sum- 
moned hence  to  the  council,  we  go — we 
toil  for  the  manumission  of  England." 

"  What,  to  the  war  ?  Say  you,  to 
the  war,  my  Theobald  ?"  asked  the  ter- 
rified Margaret. 

"  It  may  chance  so,"  said  De  Verdon. 
"  A  patriot,  dearest,  knows  no  choice, 
but  where  his  duty  calls  him  ;  a  patriot 

"     The  wild  cry  of  Margaret  called 

him  back  to  softer  claims  than  patrio- 
tism. She  was  panting — she  was  weep- 
ing on  his  arm.  "  God's  truth  !  my 
Margaret,"  he  continued,  striving  to  re- 
assure, "  thou  art  ill  fitted  for  a  soldier's 
bride  !  Yet  would  I  not  part  with  thee, 
love,  to  be  monarch  of  the  universe." 

VOL.  III.  F  "  No — 
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"  No — no,  not  part,"  sobbed  Margaret 
— "  not  part,  my  Theobald :  take  me 
with  you,  and  on  my  life,  I  will  strive 
for  better  conduct :  'tis  the  parting,  dear 
one,  which  scares  away  all  my  courage." 

"  For  a  brief  season,"  urged  De  Ver- 
don  :  "  a  little  fortitude,  a  little  resolu- 
tion, and  we  will  meet  anon." 

"  Not  for  a  day — not  for  an  hour ;" 
and  Margaret  sprung  upon  his  neck, 
and  hid  her  fair  face  in  his  bosom. 
"  Take  me  with  you,  Theobald,  and  de- 
spair and  sorrow  cannot  reach  me  ; — oh  I 
take  me  with  you  :  let  me  share  the 
like  hardships — let  me  tread  in  the  like 
track  of  peril ;  for  nought,  save  parting, 
can  have  terrors  for  me."  As  she  spoke, 
she  raised  her  sunny  eyes  to  his  face, 
and  the  tears  which  gemmed  them,  were 
pure  and  lovely,  as  morning  dew  on  the 
maiden  rose-bud.  "  Judge  not  by  these 
pale  cheeks  and  trembling  hands,"  she 
resumed.  "  Do  but  smile,  love,  and 
trust  me,  I  will  play  the  heroine." 

"Ay, 
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*vAy,  ever,  ever,  will  I  smile  on  thee," 
murmured  De  Verdon  :  but  not  all  the 
dovelike  wailings  of  his  Margaret  could 
shake  his  firmer  resolution.  She  was 
the  dearer  solace  of  his  life ;  and  to 
know  her  safe,  was  to  give  strength  and 
perseverance  to  duty,  was  to  pour  the 
balm  of  consolation  upon  all  of  possible 
ill ;  to  know  her  safe,  was  to  rob  misfor- 
tune of  its  keenest  barb,  was  to  brace 
him  against  all  the  vicissitudes  of  capri- 
cious chance. 

The  hour  of  parting  came ;  for  though 
the  day  was  far  spent,  and  the  snow 
continued  falling,  and  the  earth  was 
thick  clad  in  its  cold  and  cheerless 
livery,  still,  intrepid  in  the  call  of  ho- 
nour, De  Verdon  and  De  Cantilupe  stay- 
ed not  a  second  summons.  Perhaps  it 
was  the  mournful,  the  heart-rending 
cries  of  Margaret,  as  she  hung  on  the 
neck  of  her  lord — as  she  strove  in  vain 
to  utter  the  hundred  tender  charges 
rising  to  her  lips — which  cast  a  shade, 
F  2  so 
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so^ad,  on  the  features  of  De  Cantilupe  : 
for  he  too  lingered  in  adieu ;  he  too 
shrunk  from  the  pang  of  parting;  he 
too  felt  to  garner  up  his  hopes,  where 
hopes,  alas  !  were  lost : — and  when  a 
sigh  swelled  the  downy  bosom  of  Ma- 
tilda— when  a  tear,  sacred  to  another's 
woe,  dimmed  the  lustre  of  her  eye  ;  self- 
love,  misconstruing  that  sigh,  that  tear  ; 
not  for 

u  Twenty  seas,  if  all  their  sand  were  pearl, 
The  water  nectar,  and  the  rocks  pure  gold," 

would  he  have  relinquished  the  cheating 
bliss-fraught  illusion.  One  long,  one 
last  embrace,  and  almost  unmanned  in 
fortitude,  De  Verdon  tore  himself  from 
the  heart-rived  Margaret ;  then  grasp- 
ing tight  the  arm  of  De  Cantilupe,  they 
rushed  together  from  the  chamber : — 
and  when,  equipped  and  mounted,  they 
struck  into  the  path,  winding  down  the 
hill,  and  piercing  midst  the  forest — 
speeding  to  the  highest  turret,  Margaret 

dared 
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dared  the  cold  rough  blast.  Fearless 
and  wan,  she  bent  o'er  the  parapet — she 
watched  her  husband, 

" Till  the  diminution 

Of  space  had  pointed  him  as  sharp  as  any  needle : 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat,  to  air  V 

and  then  she  shrunk  away ;  and  shud- 
dering beneath  the  first-felt  cold,  cast 
herself  on  the  bosom  of  Matilda,  and 
yielded  to  her  sorrow. 


F  3  CHAP- 
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CHAPTER  V. 


•     "  The  times,  fitful  and  dark, 
And  fashioned  to  the  plots  and  deeds  of  blood? 
Rouses  from  dull  and  drowsy  slumber; 
Stings  the  galled  spirit,  and 
Wages  war  with  courtesy." 

THE  spirit  of  joy,  the  soul  of  content- 
ment, seemed  fled  with  De  Verdon  and 
his  associates  :  deeper  and  heavier  grew 
the  gloom  of  the  still  dark  mansion  ; 
for  anxiety  strewed  her  thorns,  and  grief 
her  mildew.  In  vain  the  tender  Mar- 
garet strove  for  the  mastery  of  feeling  ; 
in  vain  she  sought  to  rally  into  hope  — 
hope,  and  life,  and  energy,  were  gone  : 
busy  imagination  conjured  nought  save 
horror  ;  for  every  morning  dawned  in 
dread,  every  night  closed  in  uncertainty  : 
to  sleep,  was  to  awaken  with  wild  starts 

—to 
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< — to  wake,  was  to  steep  her  lonely  couch 
in  tears  of  sorrow.  Alas !  it  was  a  blank, 
a  fearful  blank,  in  her  short  life  :  she 
lived  but  in  the  presence  of  De  Verdon 
— and  in  the  absence  of  De  Verdon,  cold 
grief,  and  ceaseless  care,  banqueted  on 
the  roses  of  her  cheek,  and  turned  her 
bliss  to  mourning.  What  was  it,  that 
Matilda  augured  return — that  she  pic- 
tured hope  and  coming  peace,  until  her 
own  pure  bosom  harboured  the  cherub 
comforter,  until  the  discomfiture  of  ty- 
ranny, and  the  rending  wide  the  dun- 
geons of  king  John,  conjured  the  possible 
bliss  of  a  father's  rescue  :  and  O'Carroll 
too ;  he  prophesied  a  victory  ;  he  talked 
of  the  stripes  and  bufferings  of  war, 
like  one  skilled  in  the  harsh  science ;  he 
enumerated  the  shifts  and  the  hazards, 
the  'scapes  and  the  chances,  with  a  fancy, 
so  light  and  fertile,  that  all  the  death- 
black  broodings  of  possible  ill,  seemed 
to  scud  before  his  predictions  of  security. 
"  What  boots  it,"  he  would  exclaim, 
F  4  glancing 
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glancing  at  the  care-worn  Margaret,  and 
eloquent  in  the  true  philosophy  of  na- 
ture, "  whether  the  storm  reach  us  on 
land  or  sea?  The  same  hand  ruleth 
over  all  things !  Good,  my  lady,  but 
for  the  lack  of  faith,  St.  Peter  had  not 
sunk,  when  he  strode  the  waters." 

Margaret  looked  up;  she  tried  to 
smile  on  her  warm-hearted  reprover ;  but 
hers  was  a  wan  and  wintry  smile — for 
the  instant  it  relaxed  her  features,  but  it 
sprung  not  from  her  heart. — "  We  are 
all  deficient,  wofully  deficient,"  she  mur- 
mured—" The  Power,  who  wills,  knows 
best  when  to  deal  the  blow." 

"  Arrah,  lady !  but  thy  tears  and  thy 
wailings  savoureth  as  though  the  blow 
were  already  dealt,"  quick  rejoined 
O'Carroll  "  Now,  by  holy  church,  I 
should  fear,  like  unto  St.  Peter,  to  call 
down  the  judgment!  Oft,  in  the  con- 
fession chair,  have  I  heard,  how  faith  is 
the  best  hold  of  man  ;  how  it  carries  him 
through  all  the  crooked  paths  of  this  bad 

world. 
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world,  and  lights  him  at  the  last,  amid 
green  hills  and  fruitful  pastures !"     , 

"  Faith  and  good  works,"  observed 
Margaret :  "  the  one,  correctly  estimated, 
is  inseparable  from  the  other;  for  faith 
anchors  in  heaven,  and  purifies  all  the 
thoughts  of  earth." 

"  Belike,  and  it  may  bear  me  safe 
to  Ardbraccan,"  eagerly  resumed  O'Car- 
roll.  "  By  the  blessed  apostles,  if  ever 
I  kiss  Irish  ground,  I  will  toil,  barefoot- 
ed and  bareheaded,  to  Mellifont  Abbey, 
and  seek  father  Dennis,  dead  or  alive !" 

The  name  of  father  Dennis  awakened 
new  thoughts  and  new  feelings  in  the 
breast  of  Margaret ;  it  recalled  the  death- 
scene  of  O'Chahargy — the  mystery  en- 
veloping her  own  birth — the  strange 
dark  woof,  close  shrouding  all  her  des- 
tiny.— "  Father  Dennis,"  she  repeated ; 
"  Virgin  Mother !  worlds  would  I  give 
to  behold  that  holy  man  !" 

"  I  would  I  had  just  stepped  on  board 

the  first  boat,  and  followed  him  to  Pa- 

F  5  lestine !" 
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lestine!"  said  O'Carroll.  "  Peradven- 
ture,  by  this  time,  I  had  been  after 
catching  him :  but  grief  betide  me,  I  am 
always  blundering  and  dabbling  in  trou- 
bled waters !  My  poor  mother,  rest  her 
bones,  living  or  dead!  used  to  say — 
'  Conner,  thou  hast  a  good  heart,  lad; 
but  for  thy  head,  'tis  hollow  as  any 
drum/  Alack !  alack  !  had  I  but  speed- 
ed on  to  Palestine,  I  might  have  cast 
down  my  own  burden  at  the  blessed  se- 
pulchre, and  borne  away  a  mort  of  ser- 
vice to  my  friends.  I  might " 

"  And  you  might  have  toiled  and 
died,"  feelingly  interrupted  Margaret; 
"  and  then,  O'Carroll,  I  had  had  one 
friend  the  less." 

"  God  prosper  thee,  lady,  for  those 
sweet  words !  'Tis  a  blessed  recompence, 
forsooth !  I  would  I  had  earned  it  bet- 
ter! But  now,  by  the  holy  Trinity! 
now,  will  I  abide  with  ye,  and  serve  ye, 
and  watch  over  ye,  and  fight  for  ye,  to 
the  death :  ay,  and  should  e'er  the  scent 

of 
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of  friar  Dennis  cross  my  pathway,  may 
I  blear  the  name  of  Conner  O'Carroll, 
and  be  branded  for  a  common  thief,  if  I 
do  not  be  after  tracking  him,  e'en  to  the 
mouth  of  St.  Patrick's  purgatory  !" 

A  whole  week  had  waned  on  the  ab- 
sence of  De  Verdon,  and  still  no  tidings 
of  return  or  safety  :  every  moment  was 
leadened;    every   hour  was   an    age:  a 
deathlike,  a  terrifying  forebodence,  hung 
upon   the  spirits  of  Margaret;  wailing 
and  woe,  sounding  in  the  night- wind, 
seemed  as  the  prognostics  of  coming  ill. 
Sometimes  she   saw   him   pierced   and 
bleeding  in  the  field ;  then  would  sickly 
imagination,  ever   busy  in  self-torture, 
conjure  the  block  and  the  axe,  and  all 
the  dismal  paraphernalia  of  death  and 
woe,  until  sensibility — in  one,  our  bless- 
ing and  our  curse — would  goad  well- 
nigh  to  frenzy.     Now,  she  would  start 
— she  would  seek  him  o'er  the  face  of 
the  troubled  land :  danger  nor  difficulty 
should  stay  her  progress ;    she  would 
F  6  pierce 
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pierce  midst  the  councils  of  the  disaf- 
fected; she  would  claim  him  at  the 
hands  of  the  primate  himself: — anon,  a 
very  woman,  she  would  sink,  panting 
and  weeping,  on  the  bosom  of  Matilda. 
— "  Life — life,"  she  murmured,  as  she 
watched  a  sickly  moon,  now  dipping, 
now  emerging  from  a  canopy  of  clouds 
— "  what  is  life  ?  At  best,  a  brief  sea- 
son, made  up  of  sufferings,  cares,  sor- 
rows, tears,  perplexities,  privations,  vain 
labours,  disappointments,  sacrifices ;  toil- 
ing through  old  age,  and  closing  in  the 
tomb !" 

"  Thou  dost  indeed  steep  all  below  in 
ebon  die,"  observed  Matilda :  "  rather, 
be  it  the  colour  of  thy  own  feelings 
which  spreads  the  death-shroud." 

"  Sophocles  tells  us,"  pursued  Marga- 
ret, "  the  greatest  happiness  of  man,  is 
his  being  mortal.'  Speaks  it  not  then, 
that  even  when  Sophocles  lived  upon 
this  earth,  endurance  was  the  lot  of 
flesh  ?  And  the  book  of  life,  too,  pro- 
nounces 
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nounces  '  man  born  to  sorrow  as  the 
sparks  fly  upwards.'  Can  we,  frail,  fal- 
lible, as  we  are,  expect  to  escape  the  ge- 
neral, the  universal  judgment?  Oh,  no, 
no !  Time  has  been,"  and  she  breathed 
a  shuddering  sigh,  "  when  like  yon  sil- 
ver planet,  now  effaced,  now  emerging 
from  drifting  clouds,  my  cares  were 
transitory :  youth  spread  her  blandish- 
ments ;  novelty  her  spells  :  sorrow  came, 
and  joy  succeeded ;  for  anxiety  was  as 
yon  drifting  clouds,  and  hope,  as  yon 
silver  planet,  beaming  brighter  and 
clearer  through  the  shadows." 

"  And  hope  be  still  as  yon  silver  pla- 
net," said  Matilda,  striving  to  reassure. 
"  Cherish  it,  my  poor  friend ;  and  quick, 
in  the  return  of  De  Verdon,  will  it 
chase  the  vapour,  and  change  despon- 
dence into  joy." 

Margaret  shook  her  head.  Alas !  that 
fiend  to  promise,  blank  despair,  spell- 
bound her  very  faculties,  and  held  her 
spirit  tight  in  bondage. — "  Suffering  is 

the 
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the  lot  of  earth,"  she  again  murmured. 
"  Holy  Heaven  !  gift  me  with  resolu- 
tion— gift  me  with  submission  to  the 
end,  that  tracing  thy  hand  in  the  chas- 
tening, I "  She  ceased — she  shriek- 
ed— for  the  loud  blast  of  the  horn,  shril- 
ler in  the  deep  stillness,  rang  through 
the  building :  again  and  again  it  sound- 
ed ;  and  then  a  quick  step  in  the  pas- 
sage— and  then  the  door  opened,  and 
De  Verdon  and  De  Cantilupe  entered 
the  chamber.  Margaret  uttered  a  joy- 
ous cry ;  for  spite  of  his  muffling  guise, 
she  knew  her  lord,  and  sprung  upon  his 
neck.  Wild  and  rapturous  was  the 
meeting:  again  was  her  fair  face  de- 
luged in  tears ;  but  they  were  tears  of 
thankfulness,  tears  of  transport:  all  of 
bliss  lay  in  the  circle  of  his  arms ;  and 
affliction,  and  endurance,  and  life's  un- 
certainties, and  life's  vast  catalogue  of 
ills,  were  quick  forgotten. 

"  We  come  to  speed  ye  hence,"  said 
De    Verdon,    returning    her    caresses. 

"  The 
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"  The  blow  once  struck,  Heaven  knows 
where  the  mischief  may  extend.  Miser- 
like,  I  would  secure  my  treasure;"  and 
casting  his  arm  around  the  tender  Mar- 
garet, he  again  drew  her  fondly  towards 
him. 

"  Not  to-night,  my  Theobald"— and 
she  raised  her  eyes,  beamy  with  love 
and  blessedness — "  sure,  not  to-night: 
rest  to-night,  and  journey  with  the  first 
cock-crow." 

"  Almost  with  the  first  cock-crow 
would  I  reach  Holmes  Castle,"  rejoined 
De  Verdon.  "  Ay,  to-night,  dearest, 
ere  the  moon  traverse  her  path  of  clouds  : 
we  must  move,  my  Margaret,  as  though 
guilt,  not  glory,  covered  us." 

"  But  shall  we  never  part  again  ?" 
asked  the  delighted  Margaret.  "  Shall 
I  always  journey  with  you?  shall  I  al- 
ways be  with  you?  Alack,  my  Theo- 
bald !  you  know  not,  how  many  sighs — 
how  many  tears,  you  have  cost  me. 

Wellnigh 
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Wellnigh  had  I  turned  misanthrope,  and 
quarrelled  with  all  the  world." 

"  I  would  kiss  away  thy  tears — I 
would  chase  all  thy  sorrows,"  whispered 
the  grateful  husband.  "  Once  in  a  safe 
abiding-place,  duty  will  lose  her  terror." 

Margaret  looked  wistfully  in  his  face 
— "  But  shall  we  never  part,  love?  Tell 
me — promise  me — say  we  shall  never 
part." 

"  Minion !"  and  De  Verdon  playfully 
stroked  back  the  glossy  curls  contrasting 
her  breast  of  snow — "  why  talk  of  part- 
ing, ere  we  have  .wellnigh  met?  God's 
truth !  and  we  must  all  part  hence  on 
the  instant,  or  my  lord  of  Surrey  will 
marvel  at  our  tardiness," 

"  What,  all  ?  Say  you,  all,  my  lord  ?" 
questioned  Matilda,  wondering  at  the 
strange  precipitance. 

"  Ay,  lady,  forthwith  to  Ryegate," 
replied  the  lord  Theobald  de  Verdon. 
"  At  Holmes  Castle,  the  earl  of  Surrey 
offers  an  abiding-place.  But  i'  the  name 

of 
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of  thrift,  man,"  addressing  De  Cantilupe, 
"  thou  art  but  a  dumb  emissary !  Speed 
thee,  and  tell  the  fair  Matilda,  how  thou 
art  here,  the  representative  of  her  uncle." 
Matilda  looked  up,  and  she  blushed  a 
die  of  crimson,  for  the  lord  George  de 
Cantilupe,  with  folded  arms,  stood  ar- 
dently perusing  her  features.  "  My  un- 
cle," she  repeated—"  I  pray  you,  what 
of  my  uncle?  Be  brief,  good,  my  lord, 
that  I  may  haste  to  do  his  bidding." 

De  Gantilupe  started;  he  tried  to 
wrestle  down  the  wild  emotion,  gender- 
ing in  the  warm  love  and  tender  greet- 
ing of  the  wedded  Margaret ;  then,  with 
a  half  sigh,  and  half  averted  glance— 
"  Lady,"  he  said,  "  your  unck,  the  brave 
Hugh,  compelled  to  other  service,  in- 
trusts to  my  care,  the  guardianship  of 
your  safety.  With  life" — and  he  placed 
his  hand  upon  his  heart — "  will  I  fulfil 
the  stewardship." 

"  Ergo,"  exclaimed  De  Verdon,  laugh- 
ing, "  a  true  knight  knows  his  duty : 

and, 
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and,  on  my  soul,  De  Cantilupe  is  as  right 
loyal  a  knight,  as  ever  girded  on  sword, 
or  Xvielded  battleaxe !" 

"  I  have  not  to  learn  the  prowess  and 
the  magnanimity  of  the  lord  George  de 
Cantilupe,"  timidly  pronounced  Matilda. 
"  Alack !  my  own  woe-fraught  story, 
bears  me  ample  record." 

De  Cantilupe's  heart  quickened;  he 
uttered  something  of  gratitude  to  Hea- 
ven— of  the  chosen  agent  in  the  work  of 
rescue — of  the  rich  recompence  of,  her 
praise  and  her  favour :  but  his  voice  was 
low,  his  words  indistinct.  His  was  the 
cowardice  of  love : — for  such  is  the  enig- 
ma of  the  mystic  passion,  that  the  war- 
rior, heading  armies,  who  moves  as  "  a 
flame  of  death;  whose  spear  never  re- 
turned unstained  with  blood;  nor  his 
bow  from  the  strife  of  the  mighty" — 
trembles  in  the  presence  of  timid  woman  ! 

Snatching  the  hasty  refreshment,  and 
hurrying  the  necessary  preparation  for 
departure,  soon  was  Margaret  and  Ma- 
tilda, 
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tilda,  escorted  by  their  true  knights, 
and  guarded  by  trust-worthy  followers, 
on  the  road  to  Ryegate.  What  was  it, 
that  the  track  was  heathy,  wild,  and 
desolate — that  the  cold  wind  whistled 
"  melancholy  music" — that  the  hoar- 
frost crackled  beneath  the  horse-hoofs  ! 
Many  a  bland  jest  whiled  away  the 
hours ;  for  Margaret  was  happy  at  the 
side  of  De  Verdon  ;  and  De  Verdon  was 
replete  with  laughter-wooing  anecdote. 
Sometimes  he  would  talk,  of  the  mighty 
phalanx,  arming  in  the  just  cause;  of 
the  obstinate  adhesion  of  king  John  to 
all  his  self-arrogated  privileges :  and  then 
he  would  quick  veer  the  theme  to  the 
sports  of  a  camp,  and  tell  of  the  vague 
wild  exploits  of  his  gay  contemporaries 
— of  the  vicissitudes  in  his  own  fortune 
— of  his  scapes  and  perils  in  the  armies 
of  France:  and  Margaret  would  yield 
the  smile  and  the  tear;  and  Margaret 
would  question,  and  like  the  gentle 
Desdemona,  , 

«  With 
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" With  a  greedy  ear 

Devour  up  his  discourse." 

Once  he  spoke  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche ; 
and  Matilda  pressed  to  his  side,  anxious 
to  catch  some  token  of  her  father :  but 
his  was  the  mere  circulations  of  busy  ru- 
mour. It  was  the  bandied  report,  how 
that  the  earl  de  la  Marche,  as  chosen 
champion  of  the  king  of  France,  was 
coming  forthwith  into  England,  to  set- 
tle, by  single  combat,  a  controversy,  re- 
specting a  rich  seigniory  and  certain  cas- 
tles, existing  betwixt  the  two  kings. 

"  Perchance,"  observed  De  Cantilupe, 
"  king  John  may  take  up  the  gage  him- 
self." 

"  Not  so,  by  my  holidam  !"  rejoined 
De  Verdon:  "  ever  does  the  injurer  fear 
to  meet  the  injured.  God- wot!  and  he 
would  annihilate  him  at  other  hands; 
though  scarce  do  J  know  the  hand  which 
can  boast  equal  prowess  with  Hugh  le 
Brun.  Oft  have  I  seen  him " 

"  You — you  have  seen  the  earl  de  la 

Marche," 
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Marche,"  interrupted  Matilda — "  you 

"  and  then  she  ceased  and  blushed, 

and  marvelled  at  her  own  emotion. 

"Ay,  lady  ;  and  I  have  fought  be- 
neath the  banner  of  the  earl  de  la 
Marche,"  replied  De  Verdon,  "  and 
marked  him,  in  the  thickest  of  the  fray, 
moving,  like  the  firebrand  of  fate." 

"Belike,"  said  Margaret,  "  he  wooed 
death,  to  cure  love's  crosses.  Alack ! 
what  a  mort  of  ill  has  the  false  Isabel  in 
store  !" 

"Think  you,  my  Margaret,"  ques- 
tioned De  Verdon,  "  such  a  woman 
could  work  the  overthrow  of  such  a 
mind?  No,  no,  on  my  certes,  the  pride, 
rather  than  the  heart  of  Le  Brun,  writh- 
ed beneath  the  fiat." 

"  True  love,"  said  Margaret,  feelingly, 
"  is  not  easy  to  dislodge." 

"  But  hers  was  false  love,"  quick  re- 
turned De  Verdon ;  "  and  false  love,  dear 
one,  beareth  its  own  antidote.  Poor 
must  be  the  spirit,  which  struggles  not, 

which 
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which  breaks  not  the  spell  of  fascination, 
when  ingratitude  chills  the  fervour  of 
the  heart.  Love  must  be  met  with 
love,  my  Margaret,  or  the  charm  reach- 
eth  not  beyond  the  eye." 

"  But  she  played  him  false;  she  co- 
zened him  with  mere  pretence,"  resumed 
Margaret :  "  how  could  he  guess  her 
other  than  she  seemed  ?  Peradventure, 
the  jewelled  crown  of  John  dazzled  her : 
and  if  so,  might  not  the  heart  of  the  earl 
be  snared  past  remedy  ?" 

"  Heaven  forefend !"  exclaimed  Ma- 
tilda -,  "  the  heart  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche 
merits  a  brighter  fortune." 

The  eyes  of  De  Cantilupe  were  rivet- 
ted  upon  her,  as  though  he  would  read 
her  soul ;  for  quick  did  the  doubts  and 
the  perplexities  of  passion  usurp  all  his 
feelings :  he  knew  the  earl  de  la  Marche, 
preeminent  in  form,  in  countenance,  in 
manners,  in  heroism,  in  all  which  can 
fascinate  and  win  the  heart  of  woman ; 
and  as  fearfully  he  pronounced — "  You 

then 
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then  have  seen — have  known  the  earl 
de  la  Marche,"  a  pang,  unfelt  before,  a 
pang  of  jealousy  and  torture,  wrung  his 
bosom. 

"  No,  my  lord,"  replied  Matilda,  "  to 
me  the  earl  de  la  Marche  is  unknown ; 
yet  ofttimes  has  my  heart  bled  for  his 
woes,  ofttimes  have  I  deprecated  the 
blow  which  marred  his  happiness." 

"  Lady,"  again  remarked  De  Verdon, 
"  say  not,  I  pray  you,  his  happiness.  A 
mind,  tempered  as  is  Le  Brun's,  would 
tear  up  the  roots  of  such  a  passion, 
though  intwined  around  his  vitals.  On 
my  life,  the  earl  de  la  Marche  recalls  the 
queen  of  England  with  no  better  feeling 
than  contempt.  Nay,  I  have  heard — or 
much  my  memory  misgives  me — a  later, 
and  a  fonder  passion,  usurps  her  influ- 
ence." 

"  Grant,  Heaven,  it  prove  an  auspi- 
cious passion !"  fervently  aspirated  Ma- 
tilda— "  grant,  Heaven,  his  path  of  love, 
be  cheered  with  brightest  sunshine !" 

"  Amen!" 
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"  Amen  !"  ejaculated  De  Verdon. 

"  If  the  prayers  of  excellence  and  in- 
nocence can  lighten  the  toil  of  life,"  and 
De  Cantilupe  spoke  with  a  joyous  spi- 
rit, "  the  earl  de  la  Marche  is  blessed — 
the  earl  de  la  Marche  must  be  blessed !" 

To  follow  the  intricacy  of  woods,  and 
wilds,  and  sterile  heaths,  then  dotting 
the  now  fertile  face  of  England,  and 
over  which  our  travellers  speeded  to 
their  destined  bourn ;  to  tarry  with  them 
in  the  chantries  and  hospitals,  forming 
the  sole  resting-places  to  man  and  beast, 
would  be  to  exceed  the  limit,  without 
adding  to  the  interest  of  our  pages  : — 
hasten  we  then  to  state,  that  whilst  night 
yet  trembled  on  the  verge  of  morning, 
a  goodly  cavalcade  of  knights,  with  their 
esquires,  pages,  and  sumpter-horses, 
seemingly  steering  the  road  they  had 
journeyed,  passed  at  a  steady  trot;  and 
that  De  Verdon  and  his  companions, 
forthwith  toiling  the  steep  ascent,  though 
chilled  with  the  keen  and  nipping  air  of 
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a  clear  December  morning,  paused  on 
the  summit  of  Ryegate  hill.  Forgetful 
of  the  perils,  which  man,  fitful  man, 
thick  scatters  in  this  pass  to  eternity ;  of 
the  turmoils  and  strifes,  threatening  de- 
solation, where  now  smiled  nought  save 
peace,  Matilda,  with  lips  breathing 
praise,  and  a  heart  attuned  to  early  ho- 
mage, gazed  on  the  prospect  before  her. 

The  newly  risen  sun,  chasing  the  dense 
vapours  of  night,  shone  upon  Holmes- 
dale,  and  burnished  earth  and  sky  in 
one  broad  blaze  of  radiance.  On  the 
south  side,  amid  embowering  trees,  thick 
mantled  in  hoar-frost,  and  sparkling  like 
gems  in  the  sunbeams,  dedicated  to  the 
worship  and  glory  of  God,  stood  the 
little  monastery  of  Sanctae  Crucis,  built 
by  William  de  Warren  first  earl  of  Sur- 
rey, and  tenanted  by  the  brothers  of  St. 
Augustine.  To  the  east,  perched  upon 
a  shelving  ridge,  as  though  the  giant 
guardian  of  the  vale,  was  Holmes  Castle, 
frowning  in  embattled  strength,  and 
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'offering  to  the  wayfarers,  an  asylum,  and 
a  resting-place. 

"  Pity,"  said  Margaret,  gazing  on  the 
green  pastures  and  meandering  streams, 
hushed  and  stilled  by  the  numbing  in- 
fluence of  winter,  "  that  yon  valley,  fa- 
shioned for  harmony  and  for  holiness, 
should  e'er  be  visited  by  the  plagues 
and  pestilence  of  war.  Alas  !  my  Theo- 
bald, how  strangely  opposite  be  the  pas- 
sions influencing  the  tenants  of  yon  op- 
posite buildings  !  the  one,  harbouring 
the  zeal  of  holiness  ;  the  other,  yielding 
to  the  mad  intemperance  of  party-hate. 
And  yet" — and  deep  thought  sat  like 
a  cloud  on  her  brow — "  a  little  season, 
forsooth !  and  all  shall  be  forgotten ;  a 
few  brief  years,  and  with  the  tenants, 
all  shall  have  passed  away." 

"  God's  truth  !  love,"  exclaimed  De 
Verdon,  "  thou  art  too  pretty  to  preach 
such  dull  aphorisms,  else,  will  thy  hearers 
turn  converts,  and  forswear  the  joys  of 
the  world.  Rather  be  thine  the  theme 
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of  hope  and  pleasure,  for  love  is  sweetest 
decked  in  smiles.  But  more  of  love 
anon,  my  Margaret :  speed  we  now  to 
the  kindling  hearth,  for  the  frost  has 
nipped  thy  roses." 

Passing  o'er  the  drawbridge,  and  dis- 
mounting in  the  court-yard  of  Holmes 
Castle,  brief  was  the  ceremony  of  intro- 
duction. The  earl  of  Surrey  himself 
led  to  the  hall,  for  courteous  hospitality 
tokened  the  greeting.  The  board  was 
spread  with  the  morning  meal :  amber- 
ale  sparkled  in  the  goblets ;  and  man- 
chets,  and  pasties,  and  viands  of  tempt- 
ing savour,  courted  to  the  feast. 

"  Anon  must  we  play  the  hypocrite, 
and  journey  to  the  court,"  said  the  earl, 
addressing  De  Verdon.  "  'Tis  fitting  we 
wear  a  mask,  until  the  season  for  adven- 
ture ripen." 

"  To  the  court,"  repeated  De  Verdon. 

"  Ay,  rumour  has  but  forestalled  the 
fact"  quick  rejoined  Surrey.      "  Eng 
land  and  France,  for  the  long  contested 
G  21  seigniories, 
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seigniories,  submit  alike  their  claims  to 
the  prowess  of  their  chosen  champions." 
"  Belike  rumour  still  bandies  her  lies 
and  her  fables,"  observed  De  Cantilupe. 
"  Not  so,  my  lord ;  'tis  gospel  fact," 
resumed  the  earl.     "  Ere  yet  one  gleam 
of  day  twinkled  in  the  east,  the  pro- 
claimed champion  of  France,  Hugh  le 
Brun,  earl  de  la  Marche,  parted  hence." 
"  Sure  as  death,"  and  the  energetic 
Margaret  snatched  at  the  arm  of  her 
husband,   "  'twas  this  Hugh  le  Brun, 
this  redoubtable  earl  de  la  Marche,  who 
passed  us  at  daybreak  !" 

Matilda  spoke  not,  but  the  quick  varia- 
tions of  her  cheek,  declared  her  interest 
painfully  excited.  What  was  it,  that 
torturing  doubts  arose  in  the  breast  of 
De  Cantilupe — that  he  watched  her  with 
wary  caution  !  She  saw  him  not — her 
eyes  rested  on  the  earl  of  Surrey — her 
thoughts  on  the  earl  de  la  Marche. 
The  mysterious  palmer  had  once  said  : 
"  I  move  with  the  vassals  of  Hugh  le 
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Brun,  earl  de  la  Marche."  Was  it  mar- 
vel then,  that  her  heart  throbbed  with 
the  wildest  emotion  ? 

"  Lady,"  said  the  earl,  addressing 
Margaret,  "  the  coal-black  armour,  and 
sable  plume  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche, 
marked  him  from  his  followers." 

"  Night,  my  lord,  clothed  all  alike 
in  sable,"  answered  Margaret.  "  But 
for  the  tramp  of  horse-hoofs,  we  had 
passed  as  two  scudding  clouds." 

*  The  earl  de  la  Marche,"  continued 
Surrey,  "  wears  the  outward  token  of 
inward  grief.  On  my  troth,  he  is  but 
the  shadow  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche  I 
once  knew !  But  though  worn  down 
by  some  heavy  and  festering  ill,  at  the 
mention  of  his  embassy  to  the  court  at 
Westminster,  his  spirit,  like  heaven's 
lightning,  glared  through  the  thunder 
of  his  frown." 

"  And  the  champion  of  England," 
questioned  De  Verdon :  "  knowest  thou, 
my  lord,  who  will  measure  lance  with 
LeBrun?" 

G  3  "  Tis 


126  RUNNEMEDE. 

"  'Tis  at  the  option  of  king  John,"  re- 
turned Surrey.  "  La  Marche  guesses 
not  his  adversary." 

"  Marry  !  but  his  adversary  must  be 
a  bold  man,"  remarked  De  Verdon.  "  I 
wage  Le  Brim  against  a  host." 

"  I  would  it  were  Savary  de  Mau- 
leon  !"  exclaimed  Margaret.  "  On  my 
life,  I  would  dare  the  presence  of  king 
John  to  see  the  issue!** 

"  Nay,  lady,"  said  the  earl  of  Surrey, 
"  whether  it  be  De  Mauleon  or  other, 
the  lady  of  the  lord  Theobald  de  Ver- 
don must  vouchsafe  her  presence.  *Tis 
policy  that  we  lay  perdue  till  we  strike, 
and  that  very  policy  must  speak  in 
ready  acquiescence  to  the  coming  sum- 
mons." 

"  But  the  king  kens  nought  of  the 
lord  Theobald  de  Verdon's  little  wife," 
quick  replied  Margaret,  glancing  at  her 
husband  :  "  sure  then  I  may  be  spared 
taking  part  in  the  drama." 

"  In  such  a  gay  parterre,  boasting  all 
of  beauty  and  of  noble  bearing,"  gallantly 
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observed  the  earl,  "  ill  could  be  spared 
two  peerless  rose-buds !"  And  as  he 
spoke,  he  bowed  alike  to  Margaret  and 
Matilda. 

"  Wherever  my  duty  call  me,"  mur- 
mured the  blushing  Margaret ;  and  Ma- 
tilda bowed  her  head  in  silent  token  of 
acknowledgment. 

DeCantilupewasat  her  side.—"  Lady," 
he  whispered,  "  I  would  be  thy  own 
true  knight,  and  measure  lance  witfc 
Savary  de  Mauleon.  Smile  on  my  ef- 
forts, and  dearly  shall  the  recreant  pay 
for  his  presumption." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Matilda,  fearfully : 
"  rather,  my  lord,  would  I  shrink  away 
into  obscurity,  than  dare  the  publicity 
of  such  a  rencounter.  No,  no  ;  the  shade 
is  best  fitting  to  my  fortune." 

"  Say  not  so,"  urged  De  Cantilupe. 
"  Be  thy  fortune  cloudless  as  thy  vir- 
tues !  Give  me  the  right  of  champion- 
ship ;  bless  me  with  the  coveted  award 
of  preference  ;  and  in  sight  of  the  whole 
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world,  will  I  maintain  the  dear  distinc- 
tion, This  glove,  lovely  Matilda  i"  and 
as  he  spoke,  he  caught  her  hand,  and 
strove  to  steal  the  prize :  but  Matilda, 
astounded  by  a  new  and  sudden  light, 
firmly  withheld  it :  a  universal  trem- 
bling seized  her ;  her  cheek  grew  pale, 
and  sadness  was  in  her  eye ;  yet  she 
arose,  and  without  word  or  look,  moved 
close  to  the  side  of  Margaret. 


CHAPTER  VI. 


"  Now,  on  my  soul,  thy  story  is  so  wild, 
So  sad,  so  wondrous  strange,  so  full  of  woe; 
That  quick  by  turns,  cursings  and  blessings  rise, 
And  tears  crown  all." 

THE  arrival  of  Hugh  at  Holmes  Castle, 
shed  further  light  on  the  already-an- 
nounced tournament.  It  was  to  be  held 
in  Smithfield,  and  divers  heralds,  far  and 
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wide,  had  made  proclamation  of  the 
same.  King  John  was  to  take  up  his 
abode,  and  to  entertain  all  persons  of 
distinction,  in  the  palace  of  the  lord 
bishop  of  London ;  for  princes  and 
nobles,  from  the  principal  courts  of  Eu- 
rope, were  summoned  to  the  tilt ;  and 
balls  and  maskings,  and  festivities  arid 
rejoicings,  awaited  the  gay  pageant. 
Nought  of  mourning  was  to  be  seen  in 
a  land  of  mourning ;  misery  was  to  hide 
her  head  ;  oppression  was  to  smile  in 
her  chains  : — and  policy  can  smile,  and 
policy  can  assume  the  guise  to  aid  her 
purpose;  for  in  secret  council,  it  was 
adjudged  fitting,  for  the  chief  engines 
in  the  mischief-plot  to  wear  the  outward 
seeming  of  fealty;— for  the  barons,  bound 
in  the  great  confederacy,  and  leagued 
unto  death,  to  submit  to  the  self-vio- 
lence of  external  homage,  content,  till 
after  the  turn  of  Christmas — the  season 
appointed  by  the  holy  Langton,  for  the 
firm  and  formal  demand  of  their  liber- 
G  5  ties, 
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ties,  at  the  hand  of  the  king — to  wear 
the  mask,  and  to  assemble  at  the  court, 
in  the  full  blaze  of  their  strength  and 
bearings. 

"  Even  I,"  said  Hugh,  watching  and 
wondering  at  the  fearful  repugnance  of 
Matilda,  "  will  speed  to  London,  and 
behold  the  prowess  of  Le  Brun." 

"  Thou — thou,  my  uncle,"  faltered 
Matilda. 

"Ay,  and  thou  also,  my  pretty  niece," 
quick  rejoined  Hugh.  "  God's  truth  ! 
we  will  together  view  the  strife ;  and 
should  the  lord  de  Mauleon  dare  the 
list,  unknown,  unnamed,  attainted  as  I 
am,  I  will  hurl  the  gage,  and  call  him 
recreant  to  his  very  teeth." 

96  Not  for  worlds!  not  for  worlds!" 
cried  Matilda.  "  Dearest  sir,  dearest 
uncle ;  if  discovered — if  known  !  Alas !" 
and  tears  sprung  to  her  eyes,  "  if  I 
should  lose  thee." 

"  Well,  girl,  should  it  prove  so,  still 
mayest  thou  boast  a  younger  champion  : 

one 
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one  who  will  shew  thee  to  the  world  in 
a  light  to  daunt  the  libertine  ardour  of 
all  gay  galliards.  List  to  me,  Matilda ; 
for  I  would  fain  tell  thee,  that  for  thy- 
self alone,  portionless,  nameless  as  thou 
seemest,  there  is  one,  rich,  and  noble, 
and  replete  with  all  of  this  world's  good, 
who  would  woo  thee,  and  win  thee,  for 
his  bride:  for  thyself,  dearest;  mark 
that,  for  thyself  alone.  Well  mayest 
the  full  damask  chase  the  maiden-rose 
from  thy  cheek ;  well  mayest  thou  glow 
in  exultation  and  transport !  Yet  art 
thou  too  pretty  to  be  seen  and  not 
sought ;  too  gentle  to  be  known  and 
not  loved.  If  thy  father  were  here,  Ma- 
tilda, he  would  give  thee,  as  I  give  thee, 

to  the  love  and   honour  of "     He 

ceased,  but  she  spoke  not ;  he  gazed  in- 
tently in  her  face,  and  he  saw  that  full 
damask  fade  to  snow ;  he  saw  her  lips 
as  tintless  as  her  kerchief. 

"  Why  this  emotion  ?"   he  demanded 

— "  why  this  misgiving  of  heart  ?     Sure 
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it  must  be  joy ;"  and  again  he  ceased, 
but  still  was  Matilda  statue-like  and  si- 
lent. "  Body  o'me!"  quick  resumed 
Hugh,  "  I  have  oft  heard  say  woman  is  a 
riddle ;  and  by  the  mass,  I  cannot  evert 
spell  her !  Why,  girl — why,  niece,  must 
I  say  the  lord  George  de  Cantilupe 
loves  thee?  and  God  be  praised,  thy 
manner  has  cast  no  ice  upon  his  passion !" 

Matilda  raised  her  hand,  as  though  to 
press  down  the  throbbings  of  her  bo- 
som ;  she  seemed  to  wrestle  with  inward 
emotion — she  panted  for  breath — she 
looked  as  one  summoned  to  the  stake, 
not  to  the  altar. — "  The  lord  George  de 
Cantilupe,"  she  at  length  faltered.  "  Alas ! 
sir,  how  wofully  have  we  misconstrued 
each  other !  As  my  rescuer  in  the  hour 
of  need — as  the  loved  brother  of  my 
friend,  the  lady  Millicent,  my  gratitude, 
my  esteem — no  further — oh,  no,  no  !  no 
further" — and  she  buried  her  face  in  her 
hands. 

"  And  why  not  further?"  urged 
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Hugh.     "  Tell  me  a  richer  mind  ? — tell 
me  a  more  seemly  person  ?" 

Matilda  thought  of  him  to  whom  her 
virgin  faith  was  plighted,  and  a  smile 
and  a  glow  lived  in  the  thought. 

"  Belike,"  pursued  Hugh,  vainly  a- 
waiting  her  answer,  "  'tis  one  of  thy 
sex's  privileges,  to  toy  and  trifle  with 
the  heart  which  loves  ye.  ,  By  the  blood 
of  the  martyrs !  if  it  were  I,  unless  pas- 
sion made  me  fool,  I  would  turn  it  to 
thy  own  hindrance.  Marry,  girl !  take 
counsel — take  to  thyself  a  husband,  and 
leave  all  of  banter  to  the  fitting  season. 
What  still  silent — still  so  coy,  so  very 
coy.  God's  truth !  then  will  I  call  De 
Can tilu pe  to  his  own  wooing,  for  I  like 
not  the  embassy ;"  and  as  he  spoke,  he 
moved  towards  the  door,  but  Matilda 
cast  herself  before  it. — "  Spare  me — spare 
me,  the  pang,  the  conflict.  Dear  sir — 
dearest  uncle,  'tis  no  subtilty,  'tis  no 
weak  vain  coying.  I  cannot — 1  must 
not — I  dare  not  hear  him." 

"How, 
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"  How,  dare  not,"  repeated  Hugh. 
"  Here  is  some  strange  mystery.  Ex- 
plain ?"  and  his  look  was  appalling. 

"  I  would  shrink  away  into  obscurity," 
sobbed  Matilda,  cowering  beneath  that 
scathing  glance — "  I  would  bury  myself 
in  some  close  retreat — I  would  live  as 

best  befits  my  fortune.  I — I "    Her 

breath  was  laboured;  her  very  pulses 
felt  to  stop ;  she  cast  herself  on  her  knees 
before  him — "  I  am  not  what  I  seem," 
she  gasped  out.  "  Oh,  spare  me !"  Then 
smothering  down  an  hysteric  sob — "  Go, 
sir ;  say  to  the  lord  George  de  Cantilupe, 
all  that  gratitude,  all  that  friendship 
warrants;  but  nought  beyond — nought 
beyond,  on  your  soul's  immortal  quiet !" 

Hugh  snatched  at  her  hand ;  he  raised 
her  from  the  ground ;  he  held  her  at 
arms  length ;  he  viewed  her  steadfastly, 
sternly:  then,  after  a  pause,  deep  and 
deadly,  such  as  rides  upon  the  thunder- 
clap— "  Be  brielf ;  thy  story,"  he  demand- 
ed. "  Yet  cast  but  a  slur  upon  the  glory 
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of  thy  heritage,  and  by  the  blessed  Jesu, 
dreadful  shall  be  the  recognisance !" 

Again  Matilda  lay  at  his  feet — again 
she  gasped  for  air :  she  felt  as  though 
the  death-pang  was  on  her;  her  hands, 
her  face,  were  cold  and  pale  as  marble, 
and  heavy  did  she  wrestle  with  the  con- 
vulsive throes  within. 

"  God-wot !  I  am  no  tyrant,"  pursued 
Hugh — "  I  would  be  as  thy  father — I 
would  not  scare,  I  would  reassure.  An- 
swer me,  Matilda" — and  he  strove  to 
look  a  quiescence  he  could  not  feel — 
"  say  what  militates  against  thy  love  for 
DeCantilupe?" 

"  I  love  another,"  timidly  pronounced 
Matilda. 

"  Name  him,  girl  ?" 

"  Alas !  I  cannot." 

"Cannot,"  echoed  Hugh.  "  Meanest 
thou,  he  has  no  name,  no  birth,  no  boast 
beyond  a  goodly  person  ?  Perchance," 
and  he  spoke  with  irony,  "  he  laboured 
out  the  largess  of  broken  victuals  in  the 
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convent  garden ;  or,  forsooth,  some  boor 
in  the  nigh  hamlet." 

"  And  sweet  had  been  the  bread  of 
honest  toil,"  exclaimed  Matilda,  rallying 
into  momentary  courage.  "  My  dear 
father  found  it  so,  although  oft  'twas 
steeped  in  the  tears  of  wounded  feeling." 

"  I  would  not  wound  thee,  girl :  but 
more  of  this  hidden  love — this  blain 
upon  thy  fortune  ?" 

Again  did  Matilda's  lovely  face,  like  a 
lily  in  the  storm,  bend  upon  her  bosom : 
hers  was  the  bashfulness  of  woman ; 
that  inherent  bashfulness,  shrinking  from 
the  inquisition  of  such  a  theme. 

"Answer  me,  girl.  Tell  me  by  what 
vow  thou  art  bound  to  this  nameless 
hero?" 

"  By  the  vow  of  faith,  of  love,  of 
duty,  unto  death,"  murmured  Matilda. 

"  God  forefend  us !"  ejaculated  the  in- 
dignant Hugh,  "  say,  rather,  by  the  vow 
of  enthusiasm  and  passion." 

"  By  the  vow  of  the  church ;"  and  Ma- 
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tilda  raised  her  eye  as  she  spoke,  and 
glanced  at  her  uncle. 

His  start  was  palsied — his  lip  quiver- 
ed— his  cheek  waxed  as  wan  as  her  own : 
he  shuddered  back,  then  with  a  despe- 
rate effort — "  Married?"  he  demanded. 

"  Ay,  sure  as  yon  Heaven  be  just  and 
merciful,"  replied  Matilda. 

"  With  or  without  the  sanction  of  a 
father's  blessing?"  quick  interrogated 
Hugh. 

"  Away  from  my  father — away  from 
all  save  the  pleadings  of  my  own  heart- 
Alas  !  alas !  frown  not  so  deadly.  List 
to  me,  uncle,  dear  uncle,  and  I  will  tell 
thee  all." 

"  Of  his  name — of  his  name  alone," 
thundered  the  enraged  Hugh.  "Wretch, 
ed,  lost,  degenerate  girl !  what  if  I  tell 
thee,  thou  hast  cast  slur  on  the  archives 
of  a  noble  house." 

"  Not  so,"  exclaimed  Matilda.  "  On 
my  life,  the  man  with  whom  I  plighted 
faith,  is  as  right  noble  as  thyself!  Nay, 

list 
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list  to  me,  uncle :  if  necessity  shed  cloud 
on  the  born  dignity  of  my  father,  is  it 
marvel,  the  like  cloud  should  gather  o'er 
the  fortunes  of  my  husband  ?" 

"  His  name- — first  of  his  name,"  urged 
Hugh.  "  Answer,  if  thou  wouldst  not 
hear  me  curse  him." 

"  I  know  him  brave,  and  just,  and 
generous;  but  alas!"  faltered  Matilda, 
"  I  know  not  his  name." 

"  What  wedded,  and  thy  husband 
nameless :  now,  by  the  immortal  powers, 
thou  art  duped — duped  by  a  villain  !  No 
record — no  single  testament  of  plighted 
faith." 

Matilda  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears : 
mystery  and  misfortune  pressed  as  a 
mildew  on  her  spirits — "  The  priest,  the 
record,  the  witnesses,"  she  sobbed — "  all 
—all  perished  in  the  cell  of  the  sisters 
of  St.  Claire.  But  Heaven's  high  will  be 
done !"  and  she  raised  her  dewy  eyes  in 
meek  submission;  and  she  crossed  her 
hands  upon  her  bosom — 


Soft 
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"  Soft  as  dove's-down,  and  as  white  as  it, 
Or  Ethiopian's  tooth,  or  the  fann'd  snow, 
That's  bolted  by  the  northern  blast  twice  o'er." 

"  Tell  me  all  of  this  strange  story  ?" 
said  Hugh.  "  'Tis  fitting  I  glean  aught 
of  matter  to  furnish  clue  to  the  laby- 
rinth." 

And  as  she  succinctly  recited  her 
parting  with  her  father — her  visit  to  the 
convent  chapel — her  first  meeting  with 
the  palmer,  his  interest  gradually  aug- 
mented, and  soon  was  it  rivetted  in  pain- 
ful earnestness.  Sometimes  he  would 
start  fitfully ;  then,  as  though  wrestling 
down  the  war  within,  would  he  strike 
his  forehead,  and  stay  her  for  the  instant, 
and  yield  to  moody  abstraction — "  Lit- 
tle— little  did  I  dream,"  he  exclaimed, 
gnashing  his  teeth,  and  wildly  clenching 
his  hands,  "  when  chance  leagued  me  to 
those  accursed  pilgrims,  that  I  was  heap- 
ing coals  of  fire  upon  the  solitary  hope 
of  my  own  house." 

t(  Say  not  accursed,"  implored  Ma- 
tilda. 
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tilda.     "  Dearest  uncle,  at  the  dispensa- 
tion of  Heaven,  why  should  we  repine  ?" 

"  Say,  rather,  the  dispensation  of  hell," 
muttered  Hugh;  "  for  sure  Heaven  could 
have  no  hand  in  the  dark  trammel.  But 
be  brief,  girl :  I  would  learn  all,  leat  I 
saddle  the  wrong  back  with  the  burden." 

Again  Matilda  strove  to  speak;  yet 
did  she  tremble;  and  when  she  noted 
the  night  visit  of  the  palmer,  she  glanced 
timidly  at  her  uncle.  Sudden  light  felt 
to  flash  upon  his  senses. 

"  Mighty  God !"  he  ejaculated ;  «  the 
stranger  with  whom  I  journeyed;  the 
stranger  with  whom  I  chanced  join  fel- 
lowship :  who  won  me  by  his  urbanity ; 
who  stole  upon  me  in  the  moment  of 
unguarded  feeling — and  all  of  earth  are 
subject  to  such  moments — when  newly 
I  had  found  a  brother,  had  clasped  a 
brother,  as  though  from  the  grave !  Ay, 
ay,  I  see  it  all.  Though  unknown,  and 
shrouded  in  his  pilgrim  guise — fool,  fool, 
that  I  was,  I  told  him  of  the  strange 

discovery — 
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discovery — I  speeded  him  to  rouse  my 
brother  from  his  drone-like  calling,  to 
bid  him  to  the  camp  at  Loches ;  whilst 
I,  doubtful  of  my  own  firmness,  and 
dreading,  through  impulsive  feeling,  to 
drag  down  ruin  on  both  our  heads,  fled 
coward-like  away." 

Matilda  crept  close  beside  him,  her 
heart  palpitating,  her  cheeks  glowing ; 
yet  did  she  raise  her  eyes  to  his  face,  as 
timidly  she  said — "  You  fled  to  Loches 
— you  joined  the  camp  at  Loches— tell 
me  then,  dear  uncle,  when  in  the  camp 
at  Loches,  saw  you  aught  further  of  the 
palmer  ?" 

"  Never,  from  the  hour  we  parted  on 
the  banks  of  the  Gartampe,"  replied 
Hugh,  "have  I  seen  aught — have  I 
heard  aught  of  the  palmer." 

Matilda  shuddered  back;  she  could 
not  speak,  for  cold  grief  lay  heavy  at  her 
heart.  * 

"  Tis  I  to  question  of  this  veiled 
hero,"  pursued  Hugh,  after  an  anguished 

pause ; 
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pause ;  "  'tis  fitting  that  I  question.  Go 
on,  then  ;  go  on,  I  adjure  thee : — whe- 
ther of  earth  or  heaven" — and  he  spoke 
with  solemn  fervour — "  think  'tis  thy 
father  questions,  and  tell  me  thy  very 
thoughts?" 

"  My  thoughts,"  murmured  Matilda ; 
"  ah,  sure,  my  thoughts  were  replete 
with  gratitude!  How  could  I  feel -other 
than  gratitude  for  such  service  !" 

"  Well,  well,"  impatiently,  "  call  it 
service,  if  thou  listeth:  but  be  brief: 
explain  to  me,  the  price  required  for  this 
mighty  service  ?" 

"  The  price,  my  uncle,"  repeated  the 
innocent  Matilda — "  what  price?  Sure, 
thou  dost  but  banter." 

"  Banter !"  echoed  Hugh :  "  now,  by 
the  holy  cross!  banter  is  as  foreign  to 
my  feelings,  as  disinterested  service  at 
the  hands  of  this  unknown  palmer. 
Answer  me,  Matilda" — and  he  spoke 
with  bitterness — "  what  recompence  did 
this  unknown  palmer  crave  of  the  hum- 
ble 
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ble  daughter  of  the  gardener  of  the  white 
monks  of  Cisteaux  ?" 

"  He  spoke  not  of  recompence — he 
dreamt  not  of  recompence.  Dear  sir, 
his  own  brave  heart  yielded  ample  re- 
compence in  the  deed  of  grace." 

"  Tush  !  tush,  girl !  thou  art  a  novice, 
and  thy  very  sensibility  has  been  the 
trap  to  snare  thee.  Say,  did  he  not 
wound  thee  with  the  viper-sting  of  pas- 
sion ? — did  he  not  dissipate  thy  peace  ? 
— and  in  the  lieu  of  calmness  and  con- 
tent, fill  thy  brain  with  vain  hopes  and 
wild  wishes  ?  Say,  did  he  not  tell  thee, 
his  heart  was  all  flame,  his  mind  all 
transport? — did  he  not  lure  thee  from 
folly  to  folly  ?  Say — say" — and  he  placed 
his  hand  on  hers ;  and  his  hand  was  cold 
and  damp,  and  tremulous  with  contend- 
ing feelings. 

"  Alas  !  thou  art  ill,  sir,"  said  Matilda. 

"  Go  on — go  on :  though  I  were  dy- 
ing, yet  would  I  expound  this  riddle." 

Again  Matilda  reverted  to  the  inter- 
view 
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view  so  dear  to  memory :  she  dwelt  on 
the  very  words  of  the  stranger:  and 
when  she  spoke  of  the  signet-ring,  the 
thoughts  and  the  speculations  of  Hugh 
again  became  confused.  That  signet- 
ring,  worn  but  by  the  chiefs  of  the  com- 
bining forces,  tokened  of  birth  and 
power ;  and  vague  and  wild  surmises 
crowded  on  each  other.  Bitterly  did  he 
execrate  the  treachery  of  the  lord  Sa- 
vary  de  Mauleon  ;  and  when  within  the 
ruined  tower,  he  forgot  all  his  past  sus- 
picions, in  blessing  the  hand  which 
snatched  her  from  the  peril. 

"  Now,  God  forgive  me,"  he  ejacu- 
lated, "  for  having  wronged  that  man ! 
On  my  troth,  is  he  right  noble,  and 
mine  the  shame  of  bad  thoughts."  And 
then  again  he  lent  a  ready  ear;  and 
when  sojourning  in  the  camp,  and  when 
removed  to  the  little  cell  of  the  sisters 
of  Sfc  Claire,  his  interest  grew  wellnigh 
to  torture. 

Matilda  wept  as  she  closed  the  sad 

recital ; 
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recital ;  and  plunged  into  deep  thought, 
for  many  moments,  Hugh  remained, 
with  his  arms  folded,  and  his  eyes  bent 
on  the  ground.  Suddenly  starting,  and 
dashing  away  a  tear — "  What  parted  at 
the  altar,"  he  exclaimed — "  parted,  with 
the  vow  scarce  uttered!  Sure  is  he  a 
man  gifted  above  his  fellows ;  for,  by  the 
rood,  had  the  enemy  knocked  at  the 
very  gate,  I  had  not  forsaken  my  bride! 
God  grant  thou  mayest  meet  again, 
Matilda ;  meet  in  sunshine  and  in  bliss  ! 
for  though  to  De  Cantilupe  it  be  but 
sorry  hearing,  perish  the  man,  who  would 
erect  bis  triumph  on  the  fall  of  such  a 
rival !  And  now,  dear  one,  take  com- 
fort :  look  up  and  smile,  and  woo  back 
the  roses  on  that  cheek" — and  tenderly 
he  stroked  aside  her  dark  hair,  and  pat- 
ted that  faded  cheek — "  the  secret  is 
told — the  uncle  appeased — the  would-be 
lover  wellnigh  rejected.  Ay,  take  com- 
fort, my  girl,  and  bosom  new  hope ;  for 
if  the  bridegroom  be  of  earth— earth  shall 
VOL.  in.  H  not 
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not  hide  him  from  our  search.  Said' he 
liot,  he  moved  with  the  vassals  of  the 
earl  de  la  Marche  ?" 

"  Ay,  truly,  did  he,"  sighed  Matilda. 

"Then,  on  my  life,"  quick  rejoined 
Hugh,  "  will  we  speed  to  London ;  and 
at  the  close  of  the  coming  tournament, 
should  blind  chance  fail  to  befriend  us, 
will  we  crave  him  at  the  hands  of  Le 
Brun  himself." 

But  though  Matilda  lived  in  the  heart 
and  in  the  sunshine  of  her  uncle's  favour ; 
though  the  lord  George  de  Cantilupe, 
rallying  into  exertion,  bore  away  the 
festering  pang  of  blighted  love  far  from 
Holmes  Castle;  though  soothed  by  the 
assiduity  of  the  gentle  Margaret,  and 
surrounded  by  friends,  and  hemmed  in 
by  protectors — her  heart  was  perturbed, 
and  her  mind  restless ;  for  fear  would 
still  surmount  hope,  and  anxiety  would 
still  chase  away  cheerfulness.  Well  did 
she  know  that  policy  alone  stayed  the 
ripening  zeal  of  the  combining  nobles ; 

and 
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and  though  identifying  the  recovery  of 
her  father  in  the  approaching  effect  of 
their  unanimity  and  courage,  often, 
whilst  the  busy  agents  in  the  huge  plot 
held  secret  council  in  the  arched  vault 
beneath  the  castle,  wasting  the  midnight 
oil  in  deep  debate,  would  she  watch  and 
weep,  and  tremble,  at  the  melancholy 
meanings  of  the  night-blast,  and  wish 
that  the  glorious  aim  were  well  accom- 
plished. 

Time,  speeding  to  the  annihilation  of 
all  things  earthly — from  the  deep  and 
sleepless  council,  needing  all  of  nerve 
and  skill,  and  despising,  in  the  gigantic 
aim  of  liberty  to  England,  the 

Thefts  and  rapes, 

Sack'd  towns,  and  midnight  howlings, 

which  must  mark  the  struggle — the  earls 
and  barons,  quick  rallying  into  active 
preparation,  awaited  unmoved  the  ap- 
proaching day,  claiming  the  last  act  of 
unqualified  submission : — for  the  marshal 
H2  of 
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of  the  jousting  match  had  dispersed  his 
heralds,  and  each  bold  chief  was  summon- 
ed to  the  court,  in  due  and  especial  or- 
der. 

"  Although  I  can  bear  no  device  on 
my  shield,  or  crest  on  my  helm — al- 
though, as  when  in  the  assembly  at  St. 
Edmund's-bury,  I  must  move  as  an  un- 
known solitary  man,"  observed  Hugh, 
seeking  the  side  of  Matilda,  and  recount- 
ing to  her  the  rivalry  in  splendour,  speak- 
ing in  the  busy  preparation  of  the  nobles 
— "  still  will  we  join  this  gay  pageant, 
and  witness,  betwixt  England  and 
France,  the  pending  stress  for  mastery," 

"  I  fear  it  will  try  thy  spirits,  and 
overwhelm  the  stand  of  thy  philosophy," 
said  Matilda. 

Hugh  forced  a  sickly  smile. — "  Trust 
me,  1  shall  breast  the  storm,  and  pen  up 
the  breakers,"  he  rejoined.  "  Tis  true, 
if  wishes  were  scorpions,  I  would  hurl 
them  at  the  heart  of  the  tyrant  John : 
but  alack  !  wishes  can  neither  aid  friend 

nor 
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nor  barm  foe :  at  best,  are  they  as  the  air- 
bubble,  inflated  and  empty.  But  for 
John" — and  the  frown  on  his  brow 
lowered — "  I  might  move  at  the  head 
of  thousands — I  might  bear  into  the 
field,  a  shield,  emblazoning  the  glories 
of  an  unblenched  ancestry — I  might  aid, 
with  sinews  of  iron,  the  cause  I  father. 
But  for  John,  thou,  too,  my  niece,  might 
vie  with  the  proudest  dames  of  Britain 
— Say,  then,  have  I  not  cause  to  curse 
him  ?"  He  paused,  then  moving  close 
beside  her,  and  bending  almost  to  her 
ear — "  Canst  thou  be  secret?"  he  de- 
manded— "  canst  thou  lock  up  thy  lips, 
and  hold  the  key  in  thy  own  keeping  ? 
Yet,  no,  no,"  drawing  fearfully  back,  "  a 
wife  can  know  no  secret.  This  nameless 
husband,  forsooth  !  God- wot !  he  may  re- 
turn— he  may  worm  out  the  dangerous 
trust.  No — no — in  silence  is  safety! 
Not  that  I  would  impeach  his  honour, 
my  poor  girl,"  reading  sadness  in  her  eye, 
and  striving  at  atonement,  "  but  'tis  fit- 
H  3  ting 
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ting  we  find  this  husband  first :  and  if 
he  prove  a  true  knight" — and  he  spoke 
with  proud  exultation — "  we  will  whis- 
per in  his  ear,  that — as  the  flower  in  the 
desert,  as  the  diamond  in  the  mine — the 
portionless  child  of  the  unknown  gar- 
dener of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux,  is 
meet  for  a  princely  diadem !" 


CHAPTER  VIL 


"  When  the  ebb  runs  lowest,  the  reflux  comes, 
And  Fortune  pours,  perchance,  to  deal  us  grace, 
The  influx  of  her  favour  ! 
Certain  it  be,  this  changing,  shifting  world, 
Made  up  of  motley  stripes  and  subtle  shreds, 
Is  dotted  thick  with  good  and  ill; — the  good, 
To  soothe — the  ill,  to  prove  our  patience." 

So  wrapped  in  shade  are  all  the  minutias 
of  that  distant  period — so  completely  has 
Time  cast  his  oblivious  mantle  over  the 
then  existing  state  of  things — that  to 

transform 
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transform  the  now  contracted  square, 
penned  in  with  buildings,  and  held  as 
the  cattle  mart  of  our  metropolis,  into 
the  grand  area,  set  apart  for  contests  of 
strength  and  dexterity,  needeth  the 
fabled  wand  of  some  kind  genii,  rather 
than  a  pen,  crippled  and  confined,  for 
lack  of  extant  record.  Fancy  then  must 
befriend  our  purpose ;  fancy  must  "  glow 
with  the  light  of  other  days" — must  close 
in  the  lists— must  erect  the  thrones  and 
the  balconies — must  spread  the  tissue  of 
gold,  and  wave  the  awning  of  crimson — 
must  furnish  order  in  the  pompous  pa- 
geant, and  conjure  the  "  nerve  of  fire 
and  the  heart  of  flame."  Simply  noting 
then,  the  train  of  threescore  coursers, 
caparisoned  for  the  joust,  each  mounted 
by  an  esquire  of  honour ;  threescore  la- 
dies, borne  on  ambling  palfreys,  and  each 
lady,  in  a  silver  chain,  leading  her  cap- 
tive knight ;  track  we  the  gorgeous  ca- 
valcade, from  the  Tower  of  London, 
along  Cheapside,  direct  into  Smithfield : 
H  4  then 
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then  noting  the  royal  Isabel,  the  lady  of 
the  tournament,  sparkling  in  costly  gems, 
and  seated  on  her  throne  of  honour,  her- 
self, beauteous,  as  the  creature  of  another 
world — without  once  lingering,  to  paint 
the  thoughts  or  the  feelings  of  Matilda, 
when  accompanied  by  the  lady  Marga- 
ret de  Verdon,  and  escorted  by  her  un- 
cle, by  the  earl  of  Surrey,  by  the  lord 
Theobald  de  Verdon,  she  found  herself 
once  more  at  the  side  of  the  lady  Milli- 
cent  de  Cantilupe,  and  read  the  soft  lan- 
guage of  her  eye,  and  felt  the  pressure 
of  her  hand,  and  heard  the  murmured 
gratulations  of  her  lips — haste  we  to  the 
moment,  when,  preceded  by  the  loud 
blast  of  the  trumpets,  Hugh  le  Brun, 
earl  de  la  Marche,  the  chosen  champion 
of  France,  was  announced  by  the  heralds. 
Every  eye  turned  in  mute  expectancy ; 
every  heart  throbbed  with  complicated 
feeling :  king  John  smiled  in  exultation 
— Isabel  blushed  a  deeper  colouring — 
Matilda,  scarce  conscious  of  the  move- 
ment, 
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ment,  bent  o'er  the  balcony,  forgetful  of 
surrounding  thousands.  Him  she  had 
so  often  heard  of— him  she  had  so  often 
thought  of  with  commiseration  and  with 
sorrow :  the  hero  who  had  ever  fought 
to  conquer — the  man  who  had  ever 
moved  the  admiration  of  a  multitude ! 

Mounted  on  a  sloe-black  Arabian, 
with  black  trappings,  himself  cased  in  a 
suit  of  black  armour,  and  a  plume  of  the 
like  sable  die  nodding  o'er  his  helm,  the 
earl  de  la  Marche  slowly  rode  into  the 
area.  His  vizor  was  closed,  and  he 
moved  as  one  regardless  of  the  notice  he 
elicited ;  yet  he  approached  the  royal 
balcony*  and  gracefully  performing  the 
accustomed  reverence,  turned,  to  woo 
his  antagonist,  and  to  await  the  signal 
of  the  course.  The  trumpets  again  blew 
a  shrill  and  prolengthened  blast,  and 
that  antagonist,  clad  in  burnished  steel, 
crested  with  a  snow-white  plume,  and 
bestriding  an  iron-grey  charger,  gallop- 
ed into  the  lists.  But  when  the  herald, 
H  5  on 
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on  the  part  of  England,  pronounced  him, 
Walter  de  Lacey,  earl  of  Meath,  Matil- 
da felt  the  palsied  start  of  her  uncle — 
felt  the  tight  grasp  of  his  hand,  as,  half 
raising  himself,  he  bent  forward.     Yet 
he  spoke  not — he  breathed   no  sound : 
and  the  next  instant,  all  of  interest  was 
turned  on   the  combatants ;   for,   with 
terrific  force,    they  rushed   upon   each 
other,  and  quick  were  their  lances  shi- 
vered.    Another  and  another  course  suc- 
ceeded, and  desperate  waged  the  strife ; 
bio  warising  out  of  blow  ;  skill  emula- 
ting skill :  now  England,  now  France, 
promising  the  mastery  ;  now  furious  and 
eager,   closing  and  parting,  and  strug- 
gling for  the  palm.    Alike  dismounting, 
and  craving  fresh  weapons  of  their  at- 
tendant pages,  the  mimic  warfare  grew 
into  hotter  broil ;  the  toil  and  vigour  of 
the  fight  redoubled  :  a  sudden  stroke  at 
the  hand  of  Le  Brun  severed  the  thongs 
which  bound  the  casque  of  De  Lacey ; 
and  scorning  the  seeming  vantage,  and 

quick 
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quick  loosening  the  rivets  of  his  own 
helmet,  the  like  instant  despoiled  them 
of  their  head-gear. 

That  instant  arrested  the  impending 
blow — that  instant  roused  their  feelings 
even  from  the  contested  supremacy  of 
their  rival  countries — that  instant  turn- 
ed every  eye  on  the  shrieking,  strug- 
gling Matilda  ! — It  was  her  father ! — it 
was  her  husband !  and  the  discovery 
was  wellnigh  mortal.  She  sprung  up — 
she  strove  to  cast  herself  from  the  bal- 
cony :  her  face  was  death- wan — her  fea- 
tures convulsed :  again  and  again  her 
shrieks  rung  round  the  area,  as  wildly 
she  stretched  forth  her  arms  towards 
them.  Doubtless  it  was  the  bitterest 
trial  in  her  short  life :  the  two  she  had 
mourned  so  faithfully — the  two  she 
prized  so  dearly,  armed  against  each 
other,  striving  for  very  life :  and  not  till 
she  knew  them  at  her  side — for  it  need- 
ed not  the  marshal  of  the  jousting  match 
to  stay  the  combat — did  her  cries  and 
H  6  her 
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her  struggles  yield  to  happy  insensibi- 
lity. Borne  from  the  gaze  of  thousands, 
when  she  revived,  she  revived  to  bless- 
edness ;  for  her  head  was  pillowed  on 
the  bosom  of  L»e  Brun,  and  De  Lacey, 
grateful,  and  wondering,  was  bending 
over  her.  Millicent,  too,  and  Margaret, 
and  all  whom  her  heart  loved,  were 
crowding  around  her !  it  was  no  dream 
— it  was  no  cozening  of  the  fancy  :  in 
the  moment  of  excited  feeling,  king 
John  had  pronounced  the  pardon  of  her 
father — the  pardon  of  her  uncle;  and 
the  earls  of  Meath  and  Ulster,  might 
now  emerge  in  open  day,  might  now 
break  forth  from  their  muffling  shade ! 

Quick,  as  in  this  more  enlightened 
age,  did  the  miraculous  story  travel; 
did  it  pass  from  lip  to  lip,  and  gather 
with  every  tongue  :  yet  the  amusement 
of  the  hour,  stayed,  was  not  defeated ; 
and  though  individual  feeling  and  pri- 
vate interest  warred  against  all  further 
stress  betwixt  the  champions  of  Eng- 
land 
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land  and  France,  soon  was  order  restored, 
and  many  brave  candidates,  emulous  for 
the  honour  of  knighthood,  pressed  into 
the  lists.  It  was  a  gay  pageant,  and  the 
smile  of  beauty,  and  the  meed  of  favour, 
spurred  onto  enterprise:  but  leave  we  the 
valiant  combatants,  reaping,  at  the  hand 
of  majesty,  the  coveted  honours — leave 
we  the  pages,  rivetting  the  golden  spur — 
leave  we  the  minstrels,  chanting  loud 
strains  of  animating  chivalry — leave  we 
the  splendid  feast,  the  gay  ball,  closing 
on  the  exertions  of  the  day,  to  seek  again, 
the  purer,  happier  presence  of  Matilda; 
to  join  her  in  the  dwelling  of  the  baron 
De  Cantilupe,  the  dwelling,  from  which, 
at  the  treacherous  instigation  of  the  lord 
Savary  de  Mauleon,  she  had  so  witlessly 
wandered.  Yet  when  within  the  pre- 
sence of  Matilda,  how  can  we  raise  the 
veil  ? — how  portray  the  inward  work- 
ings of  the  soul  ? — how  frame  words,  to 
express  half  the  mighty  rush  of  grati- 
tude and  transport?  Restored  to  her 

father — 
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father — restored  to  her  husband :  alter- 
nately clasped  to  the  bosom  of  each,  and 
bathed  in  the  sweetest,  richest  tears  of 
joy  and  bliss  !  True  happiness  admits 
of  little  delineation :  true  happiness  is 
felt,  rather  than  expressed :  'tis  grief 
which  swells  whole  pages  ;  'tis  adversity 
which  furnishes  matter  for  volumes! 
Yet  in  this  state  of  incertitude  and  trial, 
true  happiness — however  it  be  zealously 
pursued,  by  all,  and  in  every  class  of 
men;  however  it  be  as  the  meteor- 
flame,  brightening  in  distance,  and  buoy- 
ing amid  the  rough  rude  surges  of  the 
world ;  however  it  be  overtaken,  clench- 
ed, and  tightly  grasped  at — is  far  too 
subtle  to  retain:  basking  in  its  broad 
and  cloudless  sunshine,  life  would  cease 
to  be  trial !  shut  away  from  its  faint  and 
flickering  scintillations,  life  would  be 
all  barrenness  f 

The  stern  duty,  voluntarily  imposed, 
awakened  from  the  bewildered  trance  of 
bliss:  the  hour  fast  approached,  when 

the 


RUNNEMEDE.  159 

the  mask  of  policy  was  to  be  withheld  ; 
when  the  patriot  nobles  were  to  stand 
forth  the  champions  and  redressers  of 
their  country's  grievances ;  when  the 
grant  of  ancient  privileges  was  to  be 
claimed  at  the  hands  of  king  John,  and 
peace,  or  civil  war,  to  dawn,  the  blessing 
or  the  scourge  of  England.  Alas !  in 
the  known  obstinacy  and  sullen  per- 
verseness  of  king  John,  no  spring  of 
peace  promised :  thick  and  murky  clouds 
gathered  in  the  future ;  for  right  was  to 
be  extorted,  and  justice  to  become  the 
source  of  contention  and  of  blood.  Love, 
in  the  heart  of  LeBrun,  and  parental  af- 
fection in  that  of  De  Lacey,  mingled 
doubts  and  fears  in  the  wildest  flights  of 
their  enthusiasm  :  they  trembled  for  a 
being  dearer  than  peace  or  health ;  for 
her,  who  in  the  season  of  adversity,  had 
shed  sunshine  on  their  loneliness ;  for  her, 
who  had  been  as  the  honeyed  drop  in 
their  cup  of  bitters :  and  not  until  Ma- 
tilda, together  with  the  lady  Margaret 

de 
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de  Verdon,  were  safe  removed  to  Holmes 
Castle,  could  they  regain  that  cool  and 
tempered  possession,  so  necessary  in  the 
threat  of  peril. 

"  Dearest  treasure  of  my  life,"  faltered 
Le  Brun,  chasing  the  fast  falling  tears 
from  the  fair  cheek  of  his  bride,  "  smiles, 
not  tears,  befit  our  blissful  union  !  Think 
— think  of  return,  not  of  separation." 

"  Alas !"  sighed  Matilda,  and  she 
shuddered  at  the  remembrance,  "  the 
last  separation  scares  all  my  courage." 

"  Yet,  blessed  be  God,  we  have  met 
again  !"  quick  resumed  Le  Brun — "  met, 
when  hope  was  wellnigh  lost.  Think, 
my  Matilda,  when  escaping  from  prison 
and  from  sufferance,  I  sought  again  the 
holy  spot  in  which  all  of  expectation 
and  of  joy  was  centred ; — think,  when 
my  eyes  encountered  the  fatal  wreck-** 
when  I  beheld  the  black,  black  ruin. 
Mighty  Heaven !"  and  he  trembled  as 
he  spoke,  "  death  had  been  bliss,  com- 
pared to  the  pang  of  that  moment.  It 

was 
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was  a  pang,  too  pungent,  to  last  and 
live;  a  pang,  proclaiming  the  daughter 
of  the  gardener  of  the  white  monks  of 
Cisteaux,  dear,  as  the  vital  fount  of  my 
being;  a  pang " 

"  Forget  it,"  implored  Matilda,  stretch- 
ing forth  her  hand,  and  smiling  in  grate- 
ful acknowledgment,  and  striving  to 
lure  him  from  that  remembered  pang. — 
"  Ah !"  and  tears  of  transport  gemmed 
her  eyes — "  when,  at  Heringworth,  I 
heard  of  the  capture  of  the  earl  de  la 
March e,  how  little  did  I  dream  him  my 
own  mysterious  palmer  !  But  I  would 
fain  hear  all,  my  dear  lord,  even  from 
the  moment  of  our  parting." 

"  Ay,  my  Matilda,  and  you  shall  hear 
from  the  moment  of  our  first  meeting, 
too,"  rejoined  Le  Brun ;  "  and  prior  to 
our  first  meeting ;  for  with  the  necessity, 
perish  all  of  concealment."  For  many 
moments  he  mused,  as  though  diving 
amid  the  events  of  years  gone  by :  then, 
with  a  smile,  tender  and  confiding—- 

"The 
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"  The  unchequered  calm  of  my  youth," 
he  observed,  "  boasts  nought  beyond  the 
routine  of  study  and  recreation.  I  was 
gay,  and  thoughtless,  and  happy  ;  for  I 
fancied  the  world  made  for  my  pleasure, 
and  that  all  who  told  me  so,  loved  me, 
and  that  all  who  smiled  upon  me  were 
my  friends.  Prosperity  spoilt  me,  and 
tempered  me  but  ill  to  the  rubs  of  after 
life.  My  father  died,  and  together  with 
his  title  and  rich  seigniory,  I  inherited 
the  will  to  fulfil  his  wishes.  Almost 
from  the  cradle  I  had  been  affianced  to 
the  infant  daughter  of  Aymer  earl  of 
Angoulesme.  To  the  misjudging  eye, 
Isabel  was  perfect  in  mind  as  in  form : 
she  was  young  and  playful,  and  fitly  fa- 
shioned to  cozen  a  heart  more  expe- 
rienced than  my  own.  She — she " 

"  I  have  seen  the  queen  of  England," 
interrupted  Matilda;  "  and  nought  of 
earth,  sure,  can  be  so  lovely !" 

"  The  casket — I  grant  you,  the  cas- 
ket," quick  returned  Le  Brun:  "  for 

the 
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the  mind,  for  the  heart  of  Isabel,  it  is 
cold,  calculating,  ambitious." 

"  Not  so — say  not  so,  my  lord,"  ex- 
claimed Matilda.  "  The  mind,  the  heart 
of  Isabel,  is  great,  and  capable  of  gene- 
rous deeds  ;  the  mind,  the  heart  of  Isa- 
bel  " 

"  How  guess  you,  that  perfect  mind, 
that  perfect  heart?"  interrogated  the 
earl.  "  Isabel" — and  he  looked  proudly, 
disdainfully,  as  he  spoke — "  beguiled 
me  with  treacherous  smiles  and  shallow 
promises :  she  vowed  to  love  me,  until 
she  beheld  king  John;  and  then  her 
senses  were  dazzled  with  the  blaze  of 
royalty,  and  she  forgot  her  vows,  she 
forswore  all  her  promises.  Yet  may 
Heaven's  blessing  light  upon  her;  for  in 
you,  my  Matilda" — and  tenderly  he 
folded  her  to  his  bosom — "  has  she  be- 
stowed upon  me,  a  being,  as  lovely  as 
herself,  with  a  mind,  with  a  heart,  be- 
fitting the  rare  image  !" 

"  May  Heaven's  blessing  light  upon 

her!" 
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her !"  emphatically  pronounced  Matilda, 
raising  her  face,  beamy  with  joy  and 
bliss,  from  the  shoulder  of  her  husband. 
"  But  for  the  royal  Isabel,  chains,  and  a 
dungeon,  had  been  the  merciless  award 
of  king  John."  And  briefly  she  narrated 
all  that  she  had  learned  respecting  the 
queen's  concurrence  in  his  escape  from 
Corfe  Castle. 

"  Strange,"  exclaimed  Le  Brun ;  "  hu- 
man nature  is  all  made  up  of  inconsis- 
tency !  Yes,  together  we  will  bless  her, 
my  Matilda,  for  amply  has  she  compen- 
sated the  past :  she  has  dappled  my  path 
with  sunshine — she  has  given  me  feli- 
city— she  has  enriched  me  with  a  heart 
beyond  all  price !"  And  again  his  arm 
encircled  her  waist,  and  again  did  that 
faithful,  tender  heart,  throb  gratitude 
and  joy.  "  Doubtless,  it  was  pride,  and 
mortified  vanity,  and  outraged  feeling," 
pursued  the  earl,  "  which  goaded  so 
fiercely,  when  first  the  language  of  her 
eye  proclaimed  the  perversion  of  her 

duty. 
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duty.  It  was  a  period  of  madness,  and 
rage,  and  jealousy,  and  fancied  despair. 
I  found  coldness  where  late  I  had  met 
smiles — I  deciphered  reluctance  in  the 
lieu  of  gentleness  and  quiescence :  and 
when  her  father  unfolded  the  foul  truth, 
was  it  marvel,  that  I  cursed  her — that  I 
cursed  the  whole  world ;  that  I  fancied 
all  men  base,  and  all  women  treacherous  ? 
The  rankling,  feverish  fire  of  revenge, 
alone  roused  me  from  hermit-like  soli- 
tude. I  started  into  action — I  grafted 
my  own  festering  wrongs,  on  the  keener, 
deeper  wrongs  of  the  house  of  Britany 
— I  wedded  myself  to  vengeance :  and 
when,  on  the  self-awarded  embassy  of 
conscience,  I  withdrew  myself  from  the 
camp,  and  close  veiling  my  rank  and 
station,  exchanged  the  rough  habit  of  a 
soldier  for  the  zealous  covering  of  faith  ; 
it  was  to  purchase  the  prayers  of  the 
church — to  burn  frankincense  and  myrrh 
on  the  altar  of  the  holy  of  holies — to 
pour  out  the  misered  griefs  of  my  own 

galled 
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galled  and  wounded  spirit — and  to  pray, 
at  the  hands  of  Mark  Fitz-Acory,  ab- 
bot of  St.  Mary's,  that  absolving  balm, 
which  piety  and  meekness  knows  how 
well  to  yield.  Methinks,  your  eyes, 
other  than  your  lips,  my  Matilda,  shape 
further  query :  sure  then,  'twas  Provi- 
dence, which  identifies  in  one,  the  con- 
fessor of  the  late  earl  my  father  and  the 
abbot  of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux — 
Providence,  mercifully  working  out 
blessings  in  store — Providence,  pouring 
forth  the  abundant  harvest  in  the  very 
season  of  bitterest  discontent !  for,  but 
for  my  knowledge  and  appreciation  of 
the  good  and  pious  Fitz-Acory,  my 
prayers  and  my  gifts  had  been  offered  at 
another  shrine.  Need  I  call  to  mind, 
the  bright  still  moonshine,  which  drove 
you,  all  pale,  and  scared,  and  trembling, 
to  claim  protection  at  a  stranger  hand ; 
which  rousing  me  from  the  dream  of 
other  worlds,  fixed  me — ri vetted  me  to 
this  ?  Heretofore,  my  moody  jaundiced 

fancy, 
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fancy,  had  stigmatized  your  whole  sex, 
with  art,  and  blandishment,  and  chica- 
nery : — it  was  for  you  alone,  my  love, 
beauteous  and  innocent  as  your  sister 
spirits  of  the  sky,  to  melt  away  the  ice- 
casing  of  my  heart,  and  harmonize  my 
feelings.  Yes,  my  Matilda — with  tran- 
sport 1  confess  it — I  bore  with  me  into 
action,  that  dear  and  timid  image ;  that 
rosy  bashfulness,  so  witching  and  so 
rare: — even  had  I  guessed  you  none 
other  than  the  daughter  of  the  gardener 
of  the  white  monks  of  Cisteaux,  you  had 
been  prized — you  had  been  cherished — 
you  had  lived  as  a  sunbeam  on  my 
fancy  /" 

Those  words,  those  magic  words,  la- 
den with  a  thousand  fond  remembran- 
ces, called  beamy  blushes  to  the  cheeks 
of  Matilda :  sweet  was  the  smile  which 
met  the  rapturous  gaze  of  her  lord; 
touching  the  accent  which  breathed  of 
first  impression :  it  was  the  confidence 
of  wedded  faith  ;  it  was  that  undisguised, 

that 
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that  bliss-fraught  latitude,  which  love, 
and  purest  love,  alone  can  guess  at ! 

"  Marvel  not,"  resumed  Le  Brun, 
"  that  the  hour  which  rescued  you  from 
the  unknightly  custody  of  the  base  De 
Mauleon,  gendered  betwixt  us  a  mortal 
feud.  Divorcing  himself  from  the  cause 
he  advocated,  quick  was  he  leagued  to 
our  enemy  John ;  and  setting  at  nought 
all  the  bonds  of  honour  and  sworn  fel- 
lowship, he  moved  a  stinging  scourge 
to  the  side  he  had  so  late  espoused.  Yes, 
my  Matilda,  it  was  De  Mauleon  who 
tangled  me  in  the  toil  of  treachery; 
who,  wellnigh  from  the  altar,  taught  me 
the  contrast  of  a  prisoner's  doom :  for 
scarce  had  I  lost  sight  of  the  holy  pile 
which  contained  my  treasure — scarce 
had  the  rich  burnish  of  rapturous  exul- 
tation faded  from  my  cheek — -scarce  had 
the  vow  died  upon  my  lips,  when,  hem- 
med in,  and  recognised,  I  was  seized, 
and  plunged  into  all  the  horrors  of  spi- 
rit-killing incertitude.  Could  a  glance 

have 
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have  borne  annihilation,  De  Mauleon 
had  paid  the  forfeit  of  his  treason.  I 
saw  him,  amid  the  foes  of  my  country, 
bold  in  authority,  and  high  in  trust — I 
saw  him,  the  renegade  to  his  calling,  the 
busy  fiend,  who  had  delved  the  mine 
beneath  my  feet — I  knew  him  trium- 
phant in  the  full  fruition  of  his  treachery ; 
and  yet,  to  me,  the  conviction  was  less 
bitter,  than  was  the  grief-pang  destined 
to  meet  your  hopes.  For  hours — for 
days,  did  your  image  fill  my  prison's  so- 
litude ;  did  your  sobs  live  in  the  night- 
breeze;  did  your  anguish  chase  every 
transient  gleaming  of  repose.  Your 
doubts,  your  suspense,  your  wonder, 
growing  into  despair,  perchance,  into 
reproach.  It  was  a  long,  a  dismal  blank 
in  my  destiny :  privation,  and  woe,  and 
captivity,  hung  like  a  mouldering  shroud 
upon  every  promise :  life  was  despoiled 
of  her  gayest  flowers :  the  rose  of  hope 
hung  withered ;  and  the  thorns,  the  fes- 
tering thorns,  sharpened  by  recollection, 
VOL.  in.  i  rankled 
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rankled  and  goaded,  wellnigh  to  mad- 
ness. Embarked  and  borne  on  the  light 
wave,  quick  was  my  passage  to  Eng- 
land ;  and  hurried  to  the  isle  of  Purbeck, 
and  plunged  into  the  dismal  keep  of 
Corfe  Castle,  the  rancour  and  malevo- 
lence of  the  tyrant  John  spoke  in  my  fi- 
nal doom.  In  that  dismal  keep,  amid 
chains,  and  groans,  and  despair,  death 
seemed  the  passport  from  human  misery; 
and  spite  of  you,  my  mourning  bride, 
oft  did  I  invoke  him,  as  the  sole  friend 
calamity  had  spared  me.  Yet  even  for 
me,  so  wounded,  and  so  drooping,  in 
hours  of  heaviest  reflection  was  there 
*  balm  in  Gilead ;'  balm,  extracting  the 
keenest  venom  from  my  enemy's  sting. 
It  lived,  my  Matilda,  in  the  remembrance 
that  you  had  not  foundered  in  my  wreck; 
that  placed  in  security,  sojourning  with 
the  pious  sisters  of  the  church,  living, 
with  Heaven  in  your  heart  and  in  your 
eye,  though  your  life  might  be  dull, 
heavy,  and  unsocial,  it  could  neither 

tempt 
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tempt  violence,  nor  provoke  wrong.  Yes, 
often  amid  tears  of  bleeding  feeling,  did 
I  bless  the  policy  which  had  given  you 
a  bridegroom  without  a  name :  for  well 
I  knew,  that  within  the  reach  of  king 
John's  power,  to  bear  affinity  to  the 
wretched  persecuted  Le  Brun,  would  be 
to  entail  a  fate  as  ray  less. 

"  A  long  and  heavy  night  had  yield- 
ed to  the  saffron  tints  of  coming  day : 
the  birds  were  chirping  in  gladsome  gra- 
titude: and  I,  wakeful  and  spirit-bent, 
my  hand  supporting  my  head,  my  eyes 
fixed  on  the  thick  stancheons  hemming 
me  in  from  freedom,  was  ruminating  on 
the  waywardness  of  my  destiny — on  the 
obduracy  of  the  human  heart — on  the 
aggression  of  king  John — on  the  base 
perfidy  of  De  Mauleon — on  the  foul 
system  of  persecution  and  violence, 
\which  closing  in  my  days  of  happiness, 
inhumed  my  hopes,  my  strength,  and 
fame,  in  a  living  tomb.  Suddenly  my 
thoughts  were  snatched  back  by  the 
i  2  sound 
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sound  of  a  footstep  in  the  passage :  it  ad- 
vanced ;  it  ceased  at  the  door  of  my  pri- 
son :  the  bolts  were  carefully  withdrawn, 
and  a  youth,  slim,  and  light,  and  cloak- 
ed in  silken  tissue,  stood  before  me. 
Doubt  and  distrust  vanished  in  the 
glance;  and  when  he  spoke,  hope,  like 
the  phoenix,  igniting  from  her  own 
ashes,  sprung  anew  within  my  bosom. 

'  I  come  the  messenger  of  glad  tidings/ 
he  exclaimed.  '  Be  thrift  of  time,  I  pray 
you,  for  safety  lies  in  dispatch.'  And 
quick  did  he  unfold  the  blessed  prospect 
of  escape ;  and  filing  away  the  rude 
gyves  of  detention,  soon  emerging  from 
my  prison's  solitude,  did  I  gaze  upon  the 
blue  expanse  of  sky,  and  breathe  again 
the  fresh  pure  breeze  of  heaven  ! 

"  Almost  with  the  rapidity  of  magic 
did  I  pass  from  England  into  Normandy; 
and  there,  my  Matilda,  heedless  of  the 
gratulations  of  friendship,  did  your 
image,  like  a  ministering  angel  of  joy 
and  love,  beckon  me  onwards.  Holy 

God! 
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God  !  how  can  I  paint  my  transports,  as 
I  neared  the  bourn  of  all  my  hopes ;  as 
I  toiled  o'er  distance  and  dangers  to 
claim  my  treasure !  I  pictured  you,  pale 
and  drooping,  like  the  rose,  half  bent  by 
the  tempest,  and  needing  but  the  return- 
ing  sunshine  to  rally  into  bloom.  My 
love,  my  solicitude,  my  undying  inte- 
rest, would  be  that  vivifying  sunshine — 
I  should  see  you  smile  upon  my  endea- 
vours— I  should  see  the  glow  of  health 
revisit  your  pale  cheek — I  should  hear 
you  murmur  gratulation — I  should  hail 
the  tender  thrill  of  your  sensibility  as 
the  prelude  to  coming  bliss.  Less  vivid, 
less  dazzling,  far,  is  the  iris-arch  in  a  sum- 
mer sky,  than  was  the  fairy  imagery  of 
my  fancy :  it  conjured  all  that  man  can 
crave  on  this  side  heaven;  it  buoyed  me 
to  a  height  of  dizziness ;  and  when  the 
reality  burst  to  view ;  when,  on  the  site 
of  the  peaceful  cell  of  the  sisters  of  St. 
Claire,  a  black  and  shapeless  wreck  of 
conflagration  and  ruin  mocked  my  gaze, 
1 3  my 
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my  lifeblood  curdled,  and  all  the  func- 
tions of  my  nature  ceased.  The  chilly 
breeze  of  night,  together  with  the  fast 
falling  dew,  rallied  me  back  to  percep- 
tion and  to  misery ;  to  a  bitterness,  to  a 
sense  of  bereavement,  unknown,  unfelt 
before.  Grief  had  assailed  me  in  a  thou- 
sand forms ;  but  not  in  a  form  like  this : 
heretofore,  pride,  or  mortified  feeling,  or 
outraged  vanity,  had  met  the  blow,  had 
wrestled  with  the  torture ;  now,  every 
garnered  hope  seemed  lost,  and  spirit 
and  heart,  and  very  nature,  lay  prostrate 
in  the  ruin.  Throughout  the  whole 
long  night,  groaning  and  acting  a  ma- 
niac's part,  I  lay  among  the  stones  and 
rubbish,  stretched  upon  the  spot  where 
late  had  stood  the  altar  at  which  our 
vows  were  plighted,  and  invoking  you, 
my  Matilda,  freed,  as  I  fancied,  from  the 
coil  of  flesh,  and  scarce  more  perfect 
than  in  life,  to  descend  and  hover  near 
me.  Perhaps,  as  says  St.  Jerome,  '  no- 
thing gives  us  a  greater  idea  of  the  dig- 
nity 
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nity  of  our  soul,  than  that  God  has  given 
each  of  us,  an  angel  to  have  care  of  it.' 
I  pictured  you  that  angel ;  and  I  vowed 
in  the  hour  of  almost  frenzied  enthu- 
siasm, to  cherish,  to  cling  to  your  me- 
mory;  to  labour  out  the  perfection  of 
my  own  frail  nature,  in  order  to  fashion 
me  for  a  reunion  beyond  the  sky  !  But 
why  call  forth  your  tears?— why,  in 
this  season  of  thankfulness  and  joy,  knoll 
forth  the  dirge  of  past  woe  ?  The  dark 
storm  has  rolled  away ;  futurity  smiles 
in  promise :  you  are  spared  to  me,  and 
all  of  present  ill  seems  light  as  thistle- 
down." 

"  Ah  !  be  it  light  as  thistle-down !" 
murmured  Matilda  —  "be  it  but  the 
coinage  of  our  own  fears !" 

"  Doubt  it  not — fear  it  not,"  eagerly 
replied  Le  Brun.  "  The  power  which 
heretofore  has  preserved  us,  will  merci- 
fully sustain  us  to  the  end.  Tried,  but 
not  subdued — chastened,  but  not  o'er- 
whelmed,  our  sorrows  yield  us  salutary 
i  4  counsel ; 
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counsel ;  for  rank  cannot  ward  from  ill, 
or  riches  arrest  misfortune.  We  will 
bear  the  lesson  in  our  own  hearts,  my 
beloved — we  will  carry  it  into  the  soli- 
tude of  our  own  choosing.  Should  we 
ever  forget  to  be  humble,  we  will  recall 
the  vicissitudes  of  the  past,  and  learn 
humility  in  the  self-evident  wisdom  of 
experience.  The  morning  dawned,  my 
Matilda,  and  exertion  came  with  reason. 
I  felt  myself  the  veriest  wretch  on  earth ; 
yet  vengeance  still  was  spared  me ;  and 
'midst  the  crumbling  ruins  of  your  fan- 
cied grave,  I  dedicated  life  and  strength 
to  the  propelling  spur.  Starting  from 
the  blank  of  inaction,  and  chasing  away 
my  blinding  tears,  I  devoted  days  to 
strict  inquiry:  but  all  my  researches 
could  glean  nought,  save  that  the  pros- 
perous arms  of  England  had  swept 
through  the  land  as  a  desolating  blast; 
that  thousands,  like  unto  myself,  writhed 
beneath  the  mighty  scourge;  that  the 
tears  of  widowhood,  the  cries  of  out- 
raged 
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raged  innocence,  the  groans  of  tortured 
feeling,  rising  to  the  judgment-seat,  ar- 
raigned the  emissaries  of  the  tyrant 
John.  I  believed  you  lost  to  me  for 
ever;  and  in  the  dire  bereavement,  life 
ceased  to  be  worth  my  care.  I  cased 
myself  in  a  die  as  gloomy  as  my  own 
jaundiced  feelings — I  sought  employ- 
ment to  dissipate  thought — I  plunged 
into  the  thickest  of  the  fray  to  woo  the 
death-stroke :  whole  hundreds  fell  around 
me :  the  happy,  the  prosperous,  gasped 
out  life  at  my  side:  my  breast  alone 
seemed  invulnerable  to  the  stroke : 
steeled,  as  it  were,  by  fate  herself,  nought 
could  harm,  nought  could  reach  me: 
showers  of  missiles  fell  as  hail — I  breast- 
ed the  raging  tempest  of  human  strife — 
I  strode  amid  the  huge  waves  of  party- 
malice.  The  pass  to  you  lay  in  death : 
— but  for  the  denouncement  of  Almighty 

judgment — but  for   religion,  that  pass 
« 

He  ceased,  for  the  wild  cry  of  Matilda 
1 5  noted 
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noted  the  intensity  of  her  interest ;  sob- 
bing, she  cast  herself  upon  his  neck,  as 
though  that  keenly  awakened  sympathy, 
conjured  anew,  the  past  pangs,  and  the 
past  perils. 

"  Blessed  be  God !"  continued  Le 
Brim,  soothing,  and  fondly  sustaining 
her,  "  I  am  here,  to  still  the  throes  of 
frightened  sensibility,  to  share  in  all  the 
doubts  of  anxious  love  : — ay,  and  to  pray 
grace  on  the  murmurs  of  my  late  rebel- 
lious spirit,  and  to  supplicate  submission 
in  the  changes  of  hereafter  life." 

Matilda  thought  of  the  pending  trial, 
in  the  departure  of  the  earl  to  join  the 
standard  of  the  hostile  barons,  and  she 
wept,  and  she  clung  to  him,  in  almost 
prophetic  dread. 

"  Bear  up,  dear  one,"  he  pursued : 
"  'tis-  fitting  faith  should  be  exercised 
and  patience  tried.  Remember,  our  race 
of  earth  lasts  but  a  brief  season ;  that 
unless  human  joy  were  tempered  with 
ill,  man  would  grow  in  arrogance,  and 

forget 
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forget  to  be  grateful.  God  willing,  my 
absence  will  be  short.  Should  the  just 
cause  triumph,  a  nation's  freedom  will 
be  the  issue ;  should  despotism  prevail, 
still  would  I  that  my  name  swell  the  list 
of  patriots." 

"  Surely,"  said  Matilda,  "  backed  by 
the  show  of  so  much  force  and  firmness, 
the  rightful  claim  cannot  fail.  The  royal 
John,  hailing  in  one  spontaneous  voice, 
the  universal  suffrage  of  his  people,  will 
not — cannot  withhold  the  grant." 

"  Then  shall  we  return  without  a 
blow,"  quick  resumed  Le  Brun ;  "  and 
turning  the  sword  into  the  ploughshare, 
together,  my  Matilda,  will  we  share  the 
good  and  ill  of  allotted  destiny — toge- 
ther reap  the  blessings — together  stem 
the  snares." 

"  But  not  in  England — sure,  not  in 
England,  my  lord?"  and  her  eyes  bright- 
ened in  the  dear  anticipation. 

"  Sometimes  in  Ireland ;  sometimes  in 

France — where  4uty  and  where  inclina- 

1 6  tion 
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tion  calls  us,"  answered  the  earl.  "  We 
will  strive,  my  Matilda,  to  fulfil  the  pur- 
port of  our  being.  The  humble  virtues 
are  claimed  at  the  hands  of  humble  men ; 
the  rich  and  the  powerful  must  aim  at 
more  ttian  mediocrity:  preeminence  in 
rank  ought  ever  to  be  accompanied  by 
preeminence  in  well-doing;  for  ensam- 
ple,  in  one,  emulates  to  honour,  or  toils 
in  the  witchery  of  guilt." 

"  Blessed — blessed  destiny  !"  murmur- 
ed the  grateful  Matilda — "  to  be  your 
choice— to  be  your  acknowledged  part- 
ner!" 

"  Wedded,  cherished  as  the  better 
part  of  myself,"  rejoined  Le  Brun  ;  "  the 
partner  of  my  weal  and  woe ;  the  bright 
star  to  gild  my  pilgrimage  of  earth! 
Life  now  allures  with  tenfold  promise : 
no  more  will  despair  plunge  in  peril,  or 
spur  on  to  hardihood:  fear  it  not,  my 
Matilda :  in  necessary  absence  set  your 
pure  mind  at  rest :  my  thoughts  will  fly 
back  to  the  home  of  my  hopes,  and  your 

remem- 
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remembered  love  become  as  a  shield  of 
adamant.  Holy  saints !  how  vast,  how 
mighty,  the  contrast,  betwixt  past  and 
present !  Sure,  our  feelings  and  our  ac- 
tions, are  alike  chained  down  and  in- 
fluenced by  circumstances :  rich,  and 
conscious  of  my  riches,  now  I  feel  the 
value  of  my  being;  now,  I  bless  the 
truce,  which  stays  from  war  and  blood. 
A  moody  and  a  melancholy  man,  when 
through  the  interposition  of  the  papal 
see,  that  truce  was  first  effected,  and 
England  and  France  were  alike  bound 
down  to  three  long  years  of  peace,  I 
learned  it  with  sullen  discontent,  because, 
to  my  jaundiced  fancy,  it  seemed  to 
close  up  the  quick  and  numerous  ave- 
nues leading  to  the  rest  of  the  grave. 
Dissatisfied  and  perturbed,  bearing  the 
disease  in  my  own  breast— like  spirits 
doomed  to  the  penal  fires  of  purgatory 
— I  wandered  without  aim  and  without 
interest ;  shrinking  away,  and  marvelling 
at  the  hilarity  of  my  fellow-men,  and 

murmuring 
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murmuring  at  the  judgment  which  tied 
me  down  in  sufferance.  The  long  dis- 
puted castles  and  seigniory  existing  be- 
twixt the  rival  monarchs,  savoured  some- 
thing of  war :  and  when  my  liege  lord, 
Philip  Augustus,  summoned  me  to 
court,  and  singled  me  for  the  champion- 
ship of  France,  my  heart  rallied  into 
human  feeling.  I  hailed  the  preparation 
with  a  reviving  spirit — I  attributed  the 
new  impulse,  springing  within  me,  to 
the  desire  of  conquest ;  to  the  ardent 
hope,  of  destroying,  in  one,  the  claims 
of  king  John,  and  proving  myself,  in 
mock  or  real  strife,  his  steady  foe.  But 
it  was  more,  far  more,  my  Matilda :  it 
was  the  mysterious  interposition  of  that 
all-merciful  Providence,  which,  by  secret 
passes,  and  hidden  springs,  and  supernal 
means,  worketh  out  good  in  store!  I 
came  to  England,  a  discontented  mourn- 
ing widower — I  came  to  England,  alive 
but  to  the  glory  of  my  country's  arms, 
and  panting  to  substantiate  my  coun- 
try's 
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try's  preeminence — I  came  to  England, 
with  every  spring  of  sensibility  nipped, 
with  every  hope  of  love  and  promise, 
chilled  and  dead  within  me — I  came  to 
England,  heedless,  hopeless,  of  hereafter 

fate :  here — here,  in  England — here " 

he  ceased — he  turned  to  his  blushing 
smiling  bride — he  stretched  forth  his 
arms,  his  features  glowing,  his  heart 
throbbing,  his  looks,  more  eloquent  than 
words,  expressive  of  the  mighty  con- 
trast. Matilda  spoke  not — she  met  his 
eye  of  love — and  alike  tremulous,  alike 
beamy,  alike  impelled  by  gratitude  and 
transport,  she  sunk  upon  his  bosom. 


CHAP- 


184  RUNNEMEDE. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


"  A  deed,  to  live  in  the  oldest  record 
Of  recorded  time! 

A  spot,  bless'd,  in  this  land  of  blessedness, 
Beyond  all  other !" 

To  minute  the  hidden  progress  of  dis- 
affection, which,  like  insidious  fever, 
tainting  the  pure  springs  of  life,  and 
banqueting  on  all  of  health,  raged  far 
and  wide  throughout  the  realm ;  to 
tarry  at  each  rallying  point,  and  pierce 
amid  the  midnight  councils  of  strength 
and  sapience ;  to  unfold  the  gradual 
scheme,  circumventing  the  giant  hold 
of  aristocratic  power,  and  wresting  from 
tyrant  hands  the  iron  rod  of  despotism — 
would  be  to  diverge  from  the  flower- 
bespangled  path-way  of  romance,  and 
plunge  at  once  into  the  dry  and  erudite 

track 
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track  of  historic  record.  The  pen  of 
holy  chroniclers  have  already  piloted 
through  the  rough  sea  and  heavy  break- 
ers  of  that  disastrous  period,  when  church 
and  state  combined  against  the  Lord's 
anointed,  and  the  royal  John,  deserted 
by  the  strength  and  flower  of  his  nobles, 
passing  the  Christmas-day  at  Worcester, 
hurried  from  thence  to  London,  and 
took  up  his  abode  in  the  new  Temple. 
Tarry  we  then  for  one  brief  moment 
amid  the  pompous  emblazonment  of 
arms  and  military  bearings ;  then  pass- 
ing lightly  over  the  earnest  appeal  of 
the  barons,  backed  by  the  show  of  hos« 
tile  strength,  and  glancing  at  the  king's 
dismay  at  their  warlike  assemblage,  and 
positive  promise,  at  the  close  of  the  en- 
suing Easter,  to  yield  them  ample  and 
reasonable  satisfaction ;  we  dismiss  them 
alike  to  their  separate  homes,  and  as  ac- 
tive engines  in  the  one  great  system  of 
reform,  leave  them  to  all  the  plottings 
and  counter-plottings,  and  schemes  and 

ramifications, 
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ramifications,  making  up  the  tangled 
woof  of  political  intrigue. — Ay,  and  we 
must  note,  that  our  lord  the  king,  more 
especially  to  invest  Jiimself  in  the  invul- 
nerable armour  of  righteousness,  and 
circumvent  the  designs  and  practices  of 
his  hostile  nobles — whether  from  devo- 
tion or  fear,  at  the  hands  of  the  bishop 
of  London,  took  upon  himself  the  cross, 
and  vowed  an  expedition  to  the  holy 
land — thereby  turning,  as  it  should  seem, 
his  thoughts  to  heaven,  and  exchanging 
the  turmoils  of  this  world,  for  the  hopes 
of  blessedness  in  the  next.  But  soon 
were  his  thoughts  and  hopes  alike  snatch- 
ed back  from  the  high  pinnacle  to  which 
he  had  reared  them  :  for  Matthew  Paris 
acquaints  us,  that  in  the  ensuing  Easter 
week,  armed  and  accoutred,  the  strength 
and  flower  of  the  nobles  assembled  at 
Stamford ;  that  their  next  rendezvous 
was  at  Braokley  in  Northamptonshire ; 
and  that  at  Brackley,  elated  with  their 
numbers  and  great  strength,  they  reso- 
lutely 
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lately  delivered  to  the  archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  and  William  Marshall,  earl 
of  Pembroke,  deputed  by  the  king,  the 
schedule,  containing  the  laws  of  king 
Edward,  and  the  free  customs  and  liber- 
ties of  other  preceding  monarchs,  boldly 
declaring,  that  unless  king  John  would 
grant  and  confirm  under  his  own  seal 
such  free  customs  and  liberties,  they 
would  proceed  forthwith  to  levy  war 
upon  his  towns,  castles,  and  possessions, 
and  force  him,  by  dint  of  arms,  to  un- 
qualified submission.  The  like  obsti- 
nate adhesion  of  king  and  subjects 
plunged  England  into  all  the  horrors  of 
civil  war ;  and  we  cannot  perhaps  give 
a  juster  cause  for  the  then  existing  mi- 
sery, than  by  quoting  the  words  of  one 
of  the  learned  penmen  of  the  chronicle 
of  Mailros,  the  abbot  of  Dundrainand, 
who  living  at  that  period,  and  being  by 
birth  a  Scotchman,  may  be  supposed  to 
speak  with  impartiality  and  truth.  "  Eng- 
land," he  wrote,  "  was  now  in  a  strange 

confusion, 
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confusion,  so  that  'tis  wonderful  to  re- 
late it;  and  who  hath  ever  heard  the 
like  ?  for  the  body  desired  to  rule  the 
head,  the  people  would  govern  their 
king :  yet  divers  reasons  required  it ; 
for  he  perverted  the  ancient  approved 
customs  and  laws  of  this  kingdom,  and 
did  not  govern  his  people  with  equity ; 
but  his  will  was  to  him  the  only  law  : 
he  oppressed  his  own  subjects,  and  pre- 
ferred barbarous  mercenaries  before  them; 
he  destroyed  the  lawful  heirs  that  were 
delivered  as  pledges  to  him,  and  strangers 
enjoyed  their  inheritances." 

Very  many  treaties  were  essayed  and 
failed  ere  the  first  blow  gave  signal  for 
succeeding  bloodshed  ;  and  at  Brackley, 
the  conclusive  message  of  the  king,  that 
he  would  never  grant  such  liberties  as 
would  make  himself  a  slave,  excited  the 
barons  to  renounce  all  homage,  and  blow 
at  once  the  blast  of  defiance.  At  Brack- 
ley,  the  lord  Robert  Fitz- Walter  was 
chosen  general,  by  title,  the  rnareschal 

of 
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of  the  army  of  God  and  of  holy  church ; 
and  from  Brackley — perchance,  inspired 
with  our  national  love  for  laws  and  li- 
berty, and  craving  to  taste  the  blessings 
they  laboured  out  for  posterity — like  an 
impetuous  tide,  panting  to  vindicate  the 
honour  and  independence  of  their  coun- 
try, the  high  spirited  and  gallant  hosts 
advanced  towards  Northampton,  nor 
halted  till  beneath  its  castle  walls.  But 
after  a  successless  siege  of  fifteen  days, 
for  lack  of  proper  engines  to  effect  a 
breach,  raising  the  siege,  they  passed 
forthwith  to  Bedford  Castle :  from  thence 
to  Ware :  and  on  the  twenty-fourth  of 
May,  ere  yet  the  sun  had  drank  the  dew- 
drops  from  the  new-blown  flowers — 
whilst  eye,  and  mind,  and  ear,  alike 
were  tranced  in  deep  devotion,  noiseless 
and  still,  entering  at  Aldgate,  they  rear- 
ed the  rebel  standard  in  the  heart  of 
London.  Quick  dispersing  their  guards, 
and  stationing  them  at  every  gate,  and 
furnishing  themselves  with  battering 

rams 
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rams  and  warlike  engines,  we  next  read 
of  their  besieging  the  Tower ;  and  we 
further  learn,  by  Matthew  Paris,  that 
special  notices  were  issued  to  all  those 
nobles  still  adhering  to  the  royal  cause, 
threatening  the  destruction  of  their  or- 
chards, parks,  and  warrens ;  the  firing 
and  razing  their  houses  and  castles  ;  the 
levying  instant  war,  and  the  treating 
them  as  the  one  common  enemy,  unless 
they  forthwith  joined  the  great  confede- 
racy : — and  in  the  list  of  those  nobles, 
we  find  the  name  of  William  de  Canti- 
lupe,  the  father  of  the  lord  George  and 
the  lady  Millicent,  for  the  first  time — 
perchance,  from  necessity — swelling  the 
huge  muster-roll  of  the  patriot  strength. 
But  vain  would  I  portray  the  univer- 
sal discomfiture  and  misery  ;  vain  would 
I  contrast  the  now  bland  reign  of  una- 
nimity, prosperity,  and  order,  with  the 
then  fell  horrors  of  civil  contention  and 
jarring  strife !  Such  was  the  general 
stretch  of  defection,  the  rapid  growth  of 

the 
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the  monster  Discord,  the  dire  force-of 
contaminating  example — that  through- 
out England,  scarce  a  subject  could  be 
found,  to  pay  the  king,  his  due  of  ho- 
nour, or  subsidy.  All  was  confusion, 
strife,  and  bloodshed:  the  beneficence 
of  the  Creator  turned  into  waste — the 
promised  harvest  trampled  under  foot — 
hamlets  and  fastnesses  despoiled  and 
smoking — whole  towns,  ransacked  and 
broken  down,  by  the  wanton  hand  of 
mad  intemperance  :  men,  cloaking  crime 
beneath  pretended  zeal,  craving,  like  lo- 
custs, the  honey  of  the  land  ;  and  indi- 
vidual rancour,  and  long  germinating 
hate,  and  every  sin,  classed  in  the  black 
catalogue  of  human  turpitude,  cowering 
under  the  one  prostituted  covering  of 
patriotism  !  But,  alas !  even  in  this  our 
own  day,  we  recall,  and  we  shudder  at 
the  spent  storm,  late,  so  loud,  arid  so 
death-fraught ;  at  the  crying  specimen 
of  what  man  can  be,  when  he  renounces 
order,  and  forswears  rule— when,  like 

the 
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the  untamed  and  savage  tenant  of  the 
forest,  he  yields  to  the  headlong  instinct 
of  his  passions,  thereby  confirming,  the 
sad,  the  humiliating,  the  harsh,  but  true 
lesson,  in  Nature's  mysterious  chain,  how 
slender  the  link  which  divides  him  from 
the  brute  !  But  to  return  to  the  rough 
surges,  then  sweeping  over  the  green 
pastures  of  England ;  to  return  to  the 
existing  scourge,  labouring  out  good  to 
come. 

We  find,  by  the  fathers  of  the 
church,  that  at  Odiham,  in  Hampshire, 
his  retinue  dwindled  to  the  miser- 
able remnant  of  seven  knights,  king 
John,  alone  and  lonely,  and  brooding 
over  gins  and  traps,  and  future  trains 
of  murder  and  revenge,  awed  by  the 
cold  courage  and  vigorous  perseverance 
of  the  adverse  barons,  submitted  at  dis- 
cretion. 

At  KUNNEMEDE  was  the  vital  confe- 
rence appointed :  and  on  the  fifteenth 
of  June,  one  thousand  two  hundred  and 
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fifteen,  when  the  days  are  nigh  the 
longest,  and  the  sun  shines  the  brightest 
— when  all  of*  creation,  spreads  and 
glows,  anil  ripens,  and  fructifies  to  per- 
fection— in  that  smooth  green  meadow  ! 
— that  precious  spot  of  earth,  snatched 
from  oblivious  time,  and  stamped  by  the 
iron  pen  of  truth  and  fame  on  the  im- 
mortal archives  of  our  country  I — that 
birthplace  of  our  liberty  ! — that  mead, 
so  renowned,  and  so  blessed,  assembled 
all  the  nerve,  the  vigour,  and  the  glory 
of  England !  What  though  whole  ages 
have  matured  the  record — what  though 
the  oak  and  the  sapling  have  alike  bow- 
ed 'neath  time's  mildew — what  though 
the  blast  of  the  winter,  and  the  gale  of 
the  spring,  have  felled  and  reared  earth's 
blossoms — what  though  the  warriors  are 
passed  away,  and  their  empty  halls,  and 
their  desolate  courts,  yield  shelter  to  the 
night-bird — what  though  their  tombs  are 
scarce  known,  their  birthplace  clean  for- 
gotten; their  fame  survives  the  wreck; 
VOL.  in.  K  for 
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for   k  the  song  shall  preserve  their  name ; 
future  times  shall  hear  of  them  !" 

Pitching  their  tents  in  the  one  mea- 
dow, though  apart  as  open  foes,  and  un- 
furling to  the  summer  breeze,  their 
symbols,  and  trophies,  and  triumphant 
banners,  three  successive  days  were 
yielded  to  debate  and  treaty.  On  the 
fourth,  the  nineteenth  of  June,  amidst 
an  assembled  host,  numerous  and  migh- 
ty as  the  waves  of  ocean — the  heavens 
smiling  in  auspicious  omen  ;  the  glori- 
ous sun,  chasing  every  flaky  vapour, 
and  pouring  his  liquid  fire  on  the  steel 
suits  and  nodding  plumes  of  the  war- 
riors— king  John,  instigated  by  his  own 
fears,  rather  than  by  the  entreaties  of 
his  counsellors,  signed  and  sealed  the 
GREAT  CHARTER  !  securing  to  the  cler- 
gy, to  the  nobles,  to  the  people,  to  every 
degree  and  order  of  men,  the  important 
grant  of  their  liberty  and  privileges  ! 
Loud  and  reiterated  was  the  shout 
which  burst  from  every  tongue,  as  the 

king 


RUNNEMEDE.  195 

king  committed  to  the  hands  of  the  no- 
bles, appointed  to  see  and  to  enforce  its 
faithful  observance,  the  important  sche- 
dules. It  was  a  shout  of  transport,  of 
almost  maddened  exultation ;  it  rever- 
berated like  pealing  thunder — it  seemed 
to  rend  the  vaulted  sky  :  and  when  the 
shout  died  away,  and  when  the  shrill 
blast  of  commingling  trumpets  ceased — 
when  every  eye  beamed  transport,  every 
heart  thrilled  gratitude,  an  aged  solitary 
man,  stepping  from  the  throng,  cast 
himself  impulsively  on  the  earth.  He 
lay  for  many  moments,  panting  and  la- 
bouring with  wild  and  complicated  feel- 
ing, and  looking  like  the  seers  of  an- 
cient story,  or  as  some  age-bowed  pa- 
triarch, laden  with  the  rust  and  honours 
of  time :  for  his  form,  upheld  by  a  pil- 
grim's staff,  was  thin,  and  wasted,  and 
wellnigh  shadowy  ;  his  shorn  crown, 
bent,  as  the  tempest-battered  oak ;  and 
his  beard,  bleached  to  silver  whiteness, 
swept  nearly  to  his  girdle.  Raising 
K  2  himself 
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himself  upon  his  knees,  and  elevating 
his  hands  and  his  eyes  towards  heaven 
— "  The  glory  of  the  Lord  be  upon  us !" 
he  pronounced,  in  a  voice  so  shrill  and 
deep,  that  it  pierced  mid  each  corner  of 
the  vast  concourse.  "  The  grace  of  the 
Highest !  Joy  be  in  our  hearts  !  Hal- 
lelujahs on  our  tongues !  Burst  we  forth 
in  the  te-deums  of  the  righteous !  Shout 
we  the  psalmody  of  the  blessed  !  I  have 
lived  to  see  this  day,  and  it  shall  be  hal- 
lowed amongst  men !  I  have  toiled 
o'er  the  face  of  the  deep  waters — I  have 
sojourned  in  deserts  and  in  caves — I 
have  dragged  my  wearied  limbs  back 
from  the  blessed  sepulchre  of  the  crucifi- 
ed Jesus;  and  here,  atRunnemede,  I  hail 
the  daystar  of  liberty — I  glory  in  the 
bright  dawning  of  a  nation's  freedom  ! 
Joy — joy  to  the  sons  of  earth  !  joy — 
joy  to  the  sons  of  England  !  When  our 
bones  shall  be  mouldered  into  dust — 
when  our  dust  shall  be  scattered  by  the 
winds  of  heaven — when  the  sarcophagus 

of 
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of  the  prince,  and  the  headstone  of  the 
peasant,  shall  have  crumbled  and  shrunk 
away — when  the  hillock  shall  be  tram- 
pled flat,  and  the  cradle  of  our  rest  be 
forgotten — fresh,  and  new,  and  green, 
as  spring's  verdure,  this  CHARTER  shall 
live,  shall  germinate  prosperity,  shall 
bud,  shall  blossom,  shall  thrive  through- 
out this  land !  This  CHARTER,  shall  be 
hailed,  shall  be  hallowed,  as  the  palla- 
dium of  England's  blessedness ;  and 
RUNNEMEDE,  as  the  Bethlehem  of  Eng- 
land's terrestrial  good !" 

He  rose,  and  he  leant  upon  his  staff, 
subdued  and  trembling ;  yet,  as  he  rais- 
ed his  skeleton  hand  to  wipe  from  his 
forehead  the  damp  cold  sweat,  as  he  turn- 
ed to  face  the  summer  breeze,  a  smile, 
emanating  in  piety  and  faith,  shone  as 
a  halo  around  his  countenance :  it  was 
that  effulgent  soul-beam,  which  spring- 
ing from  native  beneficence,  proclaims 
charity  and  Christian  love  to  man  ! — 
"  And  now,"  he  pursued,  moving  slow- 
K  3  ly 
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ly  forward,  his  accent  broken  by  emo- 
tion and  high- wrought  feeling — "  now 
for  the  fulfilment  of  my  last  duty  of 
earth;— now  to  seek  the  presence  of  the 
lord  Walter  de  Lacey ;  and  then,  Den- 
nis Fitzgerald,  thou  mayest  toil  back  to 
thy  convent,  and  sink  to  sleep  amid  thy 
brethren." 

"  Friar  Dennis,  of  Mellifont  Abbey, 
near  Drogheda,  in  the  county  of  Louth !" 
shouted  a  voice ;  and  spite  of  king  and 
nobles,  O'Carroll  pressed  to  the  side  of 
the  holy,  man. 

The  friar  looked  up. — "  What  era  vest 
thou  at  the  hands  of  the  monk  Dennis  ?" 
he  asked. 

"  The  confession  of  one  Symmachus 
O'Chahargy,"  quick  replied  O'Carroll, 
snatching  at  his  serge  cloak,  and  gazing 
wistfully  in  his  face.  "  By  the  powers ! 
and  I  would  be  after  serving  the  lady 
Margaret  de  Verdon.  She  is  the  foster- 
child  of  my  own  dead  master;  and  his 

confession, 


HUNNEMEDE.  199 

confession,  forsooth,  profiteth  none  like 
unto  herself !" 

"  Holy  Jesu  !"  ejaculated  the  friar ; 
then,  after  the  pause  of  a  moment — 
"  Not  into  thy  hands,  my  son,"  he  re- 
sumed, "  but  into  the  hands  of  Walter 
de  Lacey,  earl  of  Meath,  would  I  yield 
the  confession  of  Symmachus  O'Chahar- 

gy-" 

"  Arrah,  now,  and  thou  wouldst  give 
the  confession  of  my  dead  master  into 
the  hands  of  my  own  live  master !  and 
thou  wouldst " 

He  ceased,  for  De  Lacey  stood  at  the 
side  of  the  friar. — "  I  am  the  man  thou 
seekest,  holy  father,"  he  exclaimed — 
"  I  am  the  De  Lacey,  who  at  the  lips 
of  the  dying  Symmachus  O'Chahargy, 
craveth,  at  thy  hands,  his  confession." 

"  Thou — thou,  my  son  !  Mighty 
God!"  and  the  friar  tottered  back;  then 
meekly  crossing  his  breast  and  forehead 
— "  Didst  thou  comfort  the  poor  sinner 
in  his  uttermost  need  ?"  he  demanded. 
K  4  "  Didst 
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"  Didst  thou  pour  oil  into  the  bleeding 
wounds  of  his  conscience?  Didst  thou 
know  thyself  aggrieved,  and  stay  the 
curse  ?" 

"  I  stood  by  the  cold  clay  of  the  mur- 
derer of  my  father/'  solemnly  replied 
De  Lacey,  "  yet  I  remembered  my  own 
insufficiency,  and  I  prayed  mercy  on  his 
trespasses." 

The  friar  stepped  close  to  De  Lacey 
— he  placed  his  hand  upon  his  arm — he 
looked  steadfastly  in  his  face — "  Know- 
est  thou  aught  beyond?"  he  asked — 
"  Knowest  thou  aught  of  other  injury?" 

"  None,  father,"  said  De  Lacey, 
"  which  man  may  not  forgive  in  man." 

"  Nought  of  the  slow  poison  of  re- 
venge ?"  pursued  the  holy  Dennis — 
"  nought  of  the  invidious  caustic,  gen- 
dered in  hell,  and  fashioned  to  the  spur 
of  malice?" 

"  No,  father ;  aught  else  I  have  yet 
to  learn." 

"  The  ant,"  remarked  the  friar,  "  may 

sting 
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sting  the  lion  :  the  dog  may  bay  at  the 
heels  of  the  elephant." 

"  True,  father,"  quick  rejoined  De 
Lacey  :  "  but  the  lion  spurn eth  the  pig- 
my vengeance ;  the  elephant  turneth 
not  to  crush  his  life  out." 

"  Sure,  thou  art  in  thy  conclusions, 
a  philsosopher,  my  lord ;  in  thy  deeds,  a 
philanthropist." 

The  earl  bowed. — "  Adversity,"  he 
said,  "  enforces  the  lesson  which  prospe- 
rity cannot  teach.  Adversity  has  taught 
me  to  shudder  at  the  blast  which  deso- 
lates my  fellow-man  ;  for  alas !  it  has 
swept  over  my  own  head,  and  shorn  me 
of  my  honours.  But  let  us  to  the  soli- 
tude of  my  tent,  holy  sir :  the  universal 
joy  and  exultation  is  ill  fitted  to  the 
counter  emotions  of  the  soul :  peradven- 
ture — for  thy  prelude  bespeaketh  it — 
thou  mayest  draw  heavy  draughts  upon 
my  feelings ;  and  here,"  and  he  glanced 
around,  "  feeling  may  be  ycleped  weak- 
ness." 

K  5  "  Man 


202  RUNNEMEDE. 

"  Man  judgeth  by  the  fitful  start  of 
his  own  humour,"  observed  the  friar, 
moving  forward ;  "  he  kens  not  beyond 
the  eye ;  he  dives  not  beyond  the  shal- 
low stretch  of  his  own  judgment.  Ay, 
my  son,  'tis  a  tale  fitting  to  privacy ;  for 
it  savoureth  of  miracle,  and  it  needeth 
the  full  stretch  of  Christian  fortitude." 

"  Now,  father,"  said  De  Lacey,  re- 
closing  the  canvas  entrance  of  the  tent, 
and  turning,  with  a  heart,  firm,  and  a 
brow  unruffled. 

The  friar  drew  from  his  bosom,  a 
parchment,  folded,  and  carefully  pre- 
served.— "  This  is  the  copy,"  he  said ; 
"  but  'tis  a  true  copy :  the  original  lay- 
eth  in  the  hands  of  the  pious  abbot  of 
my  own  convent." 

"At  Meliifont  Abbey?"  asked  the 
earl. 

"  Ay,  my  lord,  at  Meliifont  Abbey,  in 
the  county  of  Louth,  I  deposited  it  in 
holy  keeping,  lest  mischance  should  be- 
fall me ;  for  man  is  as  grass ;  he  flourish- 

eth 
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eth  to-day,  and  he  fadeth  to-morrow! 
Had  I  died  in  distant  Palestine — had 
God  willed  that  my  bones  had  moulder- 
ed in  the  land  of  promise — this  copy, 
perchance,  had  perished  with  me.  Yet 
was  my  mind  at  rest ;  for  I  had  penned 
my  wishes,  and  together  with  the  true 
confession  of  Symmachus  O'Chahargy, 
taken  from  his  own  lips,  and  signed  by 
his  own  seal,  had  I  consigned  it  to  the 
keeping  of  the  lord  abbot,  praying  him, 
at  the  expiration  of  the  third  year  of  my 
pilgrimage,  to  open,  and  to  read,  and  to 
follow  the  pure  dictates  of  justice  and 
brotherly  love." 

De  Lacey  stretched  forth  his  hand  to 
take  the  important  document,  but  the 
friar  still  withheld  it.—"  My  son,"  he 
resumed,  "  tax  not  thy  powers  too  high- 
ly. Philosophy  may  teach  endurance, 
but  'tis  Christianity  alone  which  can  fit 
to  the  mighty  influx  of  overwhelming 
good  :  the  flower  which  buffets  the  tem- 
pest, may  be  scorched  in  the  sunbeam." 
K  6  "  Good;* 
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"  Good*"  repeated  tbe  earl,  in  an  accent 
doubtful  and  incredulous — "  say,  father, 
what  further  good  can  reach  me  in  this 
vale  of  tears  ?  Snatched  from  the  low- 
est abyss  of  despondence,  blessed  be  God, 
I  am  now  a  happy  father,  and  a  prospe- 
rous man !  Ireland,  the  precious  isle  of 
nay  birth,  holds  forth  an  abiding-place : 
and  though  affliction  has  numbed  my 
energies,  and  blighted  my  strength; 
though  I  return  to  its  green  shores,  with 
a  head  frosted  by  care  and  sorrow,  still 
will  Ireland  be  my  abiding-place,  and 
Irish  earth  cradle  my  last  rest" 

u  Answer  me,  my  son,"  said  friar  Den- 
nis, drawing  dose  beside  him,  "  and 
judge  it  not  the  prying  curiosity  of  age. 
When  expelled  by  violence  and  power, 
thoo  didst  fly  thy  rich  seigniory,  and 
crave  safety  on  foreign  shore,  didst  thou 
leave  behind  thee,  no  existing  tie  of  anx- 
iety and  hope  ?  When  thou  didst  bear 
away  thy  last  born  Matilda,  hadst  thou 
no  thought  for  thy  first  born  Margaret  ? 

—hadst 
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— liadst  thou "     He  ceased,  for  the 

wild  cry  of  De  Lacey,  alarmed  him  for 
his  safety  :  he  gasped  for  breath  ;  convul- 
sive spasms  shook  his  limbs,  and  his 
cheeks  and  his  lips  grew  bloodless.  "  I 
pray  thee,  take  comfort,  my  lord,"  pur- 
sued the  friar.  "  Alas !  in  this  world, 
man  often  lives  the  dupe  and  the  victim 
of  the  wily  and  the  hard  of  heart :  per- 
adventure,  it  be  to  impress  upon  us.  the 
shallowness  of  our  own  foresight" — and 
he  crossed  his  bosom  as  he  spoke,  and 
he  stood  watchful  and  irresolute. 

"  Go  on — go  on,"  urged  the  earl — "  I 
can  meet  the  probe — I  can  hear  all — I 
can  bear  all.  Yes,  yes,  holy  sir" — and 
he  writhed  in  the  pang  within — "  when 
we  fled  before  the  death-scourge  of  John, 
we  left  behind  us,  a  girl — a  darling  girl, 
tender,  and  young,  and  innocent,  and 
helpless.  We  left  her  to  die ;  we " 

"  Who  saw  her  die  ?"  interrupted  the 
friar.  "  Who  closed  her  eyes?  Who 
laid  her  in  earth  ?" 

"  Not 
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"  Not  her  father — not  her  mother,5' 
quick  replied  De  Lacey,  and  he  spoke 
with  bitterness  and  anguish :  "  no,  no, 
no !  her  mother,  her  blessed  mother,  sick- 
ened, and  drooped,  and  sunk  away  in 
the  consciousness.  It  was  I,  whom  nei- 
ther grief  nor  sorrow  could  kill: — ay, 
father,  it  was  I,  who  heaped  on  their 
harmless  heads,  all  this  crushing  woe; 
and  yet,  tough  and  stubborn,  I  survived 
it  all.  Oh,  God !  I  could  paint  such 
scenes — I  could  tell  of  such  misery ! 
But  I  cry  pardon,  holy  sir,"  struggling, 
and  striving  to  smile;  "  self  is  irrelevant 
— I  pray  of  the  confession  of  this  Sym- 
machus  O'Chahargy." 

**  'Tis  true,  my  son,"  said  the  friar, 
"  we  live  not  in  an  age  of  miracle :  yet 
even  in  this  our  day,  there  oft  befall 
events,  savouring  of  miracle,  and  baffling 
our  weak  computation.  Think  well,  if 
ever  thou  didst  arm  this  man,  Symma- 
chus  O'Chahargy,  to  thy  own  hindrance." 

"  Never, 
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"  Never,  so  help  me,  Heaven !"  eja- 
culated De  Lacey. 

"  Dost  thou  tax  memory  even  to  the 
stretch  of  years?"  interrogated  father 
Dennis.  "  Think,  when  thoti  didst  first 
behold  thy  own  wedded  Margaret — 
when  thou  didst  win  her  from  the  per- 
severing love  of  the  rejected  lord  of  Kil- 
barrock."  De  Lacey  shuddered ;  thought 
and  care  gathered  on  his  brow,  for  me- 
mory lighted  on  a  field  of  blood.  "  I 
would  not  wound  thee,"  pursued  the  friar 
— "  I  would  but  shed  light  on  human 
action;  for  sure,  the  heart,  however 
black,  gendereth  not  the  poison  of  re- 
venge, unless  spurred  by  real  or  imagin- 
ed injury." 

"  Still,"  said  the  earl,  mournfully,  "  I 
can  couple  O'Chahargy  with  nought  of 
the  deeds  of  my  youth." 

"  Knowest  thou  not,"  asked  the  friar, 
"  that  Symmachus  O'Chahargy  was  the 
foster-brother  of  John  de  Courson,  lord 
of  Rathenny  and  Kilbarrock  ? — that  the 

mother 
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mother  of  Symmachus  O'Chahargy,  nur- 
tured the  lord  of  Rathenny  and  Kilbar- 
rock  at  her  own  breast  ?" 

De  Lacey  pressed  his  hand  upon  his 
forehead  ;  he  yielded  for  many  moments 
to  deep  thought — then  looking  up — 
"  Thou  dost  confound  me,"  he  exclaimed. 
"  On  my  soul,  I  knew  nought  of  this 
matter;  yet  would  I  learn  all;"  and  he 
snatched  at  the  parchment  still  in  the 
hand  of  the  friar. 

"  John  de  Courson,  lord  of  Rathenny 
and  Kilbarrock,  fell  lucklessly  by  thy 
hand,"  rejoined  father  Dennis,  still  re- 
taining the  parchment :  "  no  mortal  eye 
witnessed  the  conflict ;  and  thou  wert  at- 
tainted with  the  crime  and  the  cogni- 
zance of  murder." 

"  Our  fates,"  said  the  earl,  solemnly, 
"  might  have  chanced  counter.  By  the 
heaven  we  crave  after,  no  assassin's  steel 
pierced  the  bosom  of  Kilbarrock.  We 
met,  and  he  fell  in  honourable  strife." 

"  I  do  believe  thee,"  quick  returned 

the 
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the  friar.  "  But  the  man,  Symmachus 
O'Chahargy,  on  the  blood-stained  corse 
of  his  foster-brother,  swore  reverige  : — 
revenge,  my  son,  fashioneth  its  own 
course  :  —  his,  God- wot,  was  a  subtle 
course !  When  thou  didst  fly  to  France, 
thy  babe,  thy  first-born  Margaret,  was, 
for  the  lack  of  strength  and  health,  away 
in  thy  castle  of  Killin.  She — -"  He 
fixed  his  eyes  steadfastly  on  De  Lacey 
— "  No  miracle  is  wrought,  my  good 
lord.  Thy  Margaret  is  not  risen  from 
the  grave ;  because — thy  Margaret  has 
never  yet  tenanted  the  grave. — What 
though  thy  Margaret  be  the  wedded  wife 
of  the  lord  Theobald  de  Verdon ;  what 

JJ 

"  Hold !  hold !"  implored  De  Lacey, 
and  tightly  he  pressed  his  breast,  for 
emotion  rose  almost  to  suffocation. 

"  Life  is  a  tangled  woof,"  resumed  the 
holy  Dennis;  "  thick  dotted  with  good 
and  ill:  the  ill  has  passed  away,  my 
son ;  the  good  riseth  as  a  day  star  in  the 

horizon. 
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horizon.  May  it  shine  brighter  and 
brighter  to  the  end !  Yet  is  stability  not 
of  earth  ;  for  all  of  earth  is  shadow  :  man 
sinketh  in  the  boast  of  his  strength ; — 
man  riseth  in  the  moment  of  o'er  whel- 
ming weakness !" 

De  Lacey  looked  up ;  he  spoke  not, 
but  he  smiled  through  his  deluging 
tears :  he  stretched  forth  his  hand  to  re- 
ceive the  parchment,  and  the  next  in- 
stant he  found  himself  alone: — and 
whilst,  with  a  heart  throbbing  and  la- 
bouring with  counter  feelings,  glorifying 
Heaven  for  the  rich  blessing  so  merci- 
fully vouchsafed,  and  rejoicing  and 
weeping — by  snatches  he  deciphered  the 
mad  contentions  of  bigotry  and  revenge; 
the  wild  inconsistencies  of  an  alternately 
bitter  and  stricken  spirit,  portrayed  in 
the  confession  of  Symmachus  O'Cha- 
hargy ;  be  it  for  me,  aided  by  the  rude 
documents  preserved  through  the  rust 
of  time — by  "  the  words  of  the  bards  in 
the  days  of  song" — by  "  the  tales  of 

other 
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other  times"— by  the  flights  of  a  wild 
and  sportive  fancy — to  seize  the  clue- 
string,  and  succinctly  threading  each 
ramification  of  the  complicated  labyrinth, 
to  cast  light  on  the  strangely  chequered 
destinies  of  those  "  sons  of  green  Erin," 
who  once,  in  the  days  of  their  fame, 
moved,  "  like  roaring  waves,  that  tum- 
ble round  a  rock ;  the  mariners  looked 
on  their  strife  with  fear." 


CHAPTER  IX. 


"  Be  it  the  retrospect  of  years  gone  by, 
Stol'n  from  oblivious  all  consuming  ti 
A  slight  but  faithful  annal  of  the  past." 

'HE  attentive  perusal  of  the  early  chro- 
nicles, substantiates  man,  from  the  fur- 
thest stretch  of  recorded  time,  until 
now,  to  be  the  creature  of  his  passions, 
made  up  of  inconsistency,  and  living  a 

paradox. 
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paradox,  even  to  himself.  Is  it  marvel 
then,  that  strange  and  wild  stories,  like 
monstrous  excrescences,  noting  the  sports 
of  nature,  ofttimes  disarrange  the  com- 
mon current  of  the  moral  world,  and 
turn  the  calm  and  healthful  spring,  into 
wide  and  measureless  disorder?  In 
those  elaborate  pages,  the  labour  and  the 
imperishable  monuments  of  the  fathers 
of  the  church,  we  read,  that  sir  Hugh 
de  Lacey,  a  renowned  and  valiant  war- 
rior, great  in  deeds,  and  mighty  in  arms, 
in  the  reign  of  our  second  Henry,  when 
Ireland  was  first  subdued,  and  annexed 
to  the  crown  of  England,  moved  as  a 
desolating  whirlwind;  that  striding  in 
conquest  and  in  blood,  dizzy  with  suc- 
cess and  drunk  with  victory,  he  forgot 
all  those  softer  claims  upon  the  heart, 
known  in  sympathy  and  in  fellow  feel- 
ing; that  like  other  conquerors,  embol- 
dened in  his  own  prowess,  and  glory- 
ing in  his  own  strength,  he  forgot,  that 
however  courage  stamps  the  soldier,  'tis 

mercy, 
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mercy, -and  mercy  alone,  which  radiates 
the  track  of  the  hero  ! 

It  is  not  for  us  to  wade  through  the 
seas  of  blood,  marking  the  strife  of 
party,  or  to  linger  over  the  rancour  and 
heartburnings  gendering  in  defeat  and 
overthrow ;  for  however  thousands  may 
yield  the  ready  tribute  of  admiration  to 
the  adventurous  and  the  brave,  one  dis- 
tempered and  hidden  foe,  bosoming  hate 
and  vengeance,  may  effect  more  than 
whole  thousands  can  qualify. 

The  subjugation  of  Ireland  was  as  a 
brighter  speck  in  the  bright  reign  of 
king  Henry  the  Second  :  and  we  find,  in 
the  annals  of  Ireland,  that  on  its  subju- 
gation to  the  prosperous  arms  of  that 
warlike  monarch,  sir  Hugh  de  Lacey, 
girt  with  the  sword  of  the  earldom  of 
Ulster,  received  in  fee  the  whole  coun- 
ties of  Ulster  and  of  Meath : — we  also 
find,  in  tracking  the  elaborate  wander- 
ings of  Camden's  chorographical  descrip- 
tion of  Ireland,  that  much  of  his  rich 

revenue 


RUNNEMEDE. 

revenue  must  have  been  devoted  to  the 
erection  of  castles  and  fortresses,  as 
though,  in  the  vain  glory  of  man,  to 
perpetuate  his  name  to  latest  posterity : 
and  twelve  years  afterwards,  we  find, 
that  in  superintending  the  building  of  a 
castle  at  Derwath,  he  was  treacherously 
murdered,  by  an  Irishman,  called  Sym- 
machus  O'Chahargy.  But  passing  ra- 
pidly over  the  grief  and  indignation  felt 
and  expressed  by  his  two  surviving  sons, 
Walter  and  Hugh,  the  lords  of  Meath 
and  Ulster,  and  simply  noting,  that  the 
body  of  the  murdered  warrior  was  in- 
humed in  the  monastery  of  Bectif,  his 
head  in  the  abbey  of  Thomas-court  in 
Dublin,  we  must  quickly  veer  from  the 
state  and  solemnity  of  the  dull  and 
gloomy  pageant,  to  bring  into  notice, 
the  individual  avenger  of  his  country's 
fall 

It  is  not  riches  or  nobleness  of  descent 
which  stamps  the  character  or  refines  the 
impulses  of  the  human  heart:  wild  and 

fitful 
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fitful  have  ever  been  the  caprices  of  na- 
ture :  sometimes,  like  the  gem  of  purest 
water,  cast  fathoms  deep  within  the 
mine,  she  grafts  worth  and  native  great- 
ness on  lowly  and  unlettered  mediocrity ; 
sometimes,  on  the  long  lineal  stem  of 
noble  ancestry,  the  germ  shoots  but  a 
worthless  weed. 

Symrnachus  O'Chahargy  was  the  fos- 
ter-brother of  sir  John  de  Courson,  lord 
of  Rathenny  and  Kilbarrock ;  and  Sym- 
machus  O'Chahargy,  though  but  the 
son  of  a  simple  hind,  possessed  a  mind 
cast  in  no  common  mould;  a  mind, 
writhing  beneath  the  sting  of  credited 
abasement,  and  framed  and  fashioned  to 
the  subtle  inroads  of  the  arch  enemy  of 
mankind ;  a  mind,  as  a  fallow  field,  un- 
sown, unstored,  alike  open  to  the  genial 
influence  of  culture,  or  to  the  rank  tares, 
choking  up  all  which  is  choice  and  good : 
— alternately  a  fanatic  and  a  patriot; 
now  tracing  the  scourge  of  God  in  the 
pending  mischief;  now  pining  to  sub- 
stantiate 
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stantiate  his  rights,  even  at  the  peril  of 
life !  The  sword  of  sir  Hugh  de  Lacey 
had  rendered  him  homeless  and  desti- 
tute ;  the  soldiery  of  sir  Hugh  de  Lacey, 
had  trampled  down  his  fields,  rifled  his 
little  store,  hurried  into  eternity,  the 
scared  spirit  of  his  suffering  mother,  and 
turned  him,  with  indignity  and  misery 
heaped  upon  his  head,  into  the  wide 
cold  world.  He  bosomed  revenge,  even 
to  the  total  overthrow  of  all  that  was 
kindly  in  Jus  nature;  to  the  discomfiture 
of  all  that  was  just;  and  all  that  was  hu- 
mane :  he  watched  but  the  moment  for 
action;  and  when  reduced  to  manual 
toil,  as  an  artisan,  he  aided  in  accom- 
plishing the  gigantic  plans  and  desires 
of  the  conqueror  of  his  native  province 
— in  erecting  the  trophies  of  his  great- 
ness and  his  power — when  at  Derwath, 
he  was  laying  the  foundation  of  a  future 
castle,  gloom  and  opportunity  conspiring 
against  all  of  lingering  feeling,  from 

comparative 
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comparative    innocence,    plunged    him 
headlong  into  guilt 

It  was  the  evening  hour — the  hour, 
when  man  craves  cessation  from  his  di- 
urnal toils — when  invited  to  peace  and 
rest,  he  seeks  the  blessing  of  his  humble 
home.  One  by  one  the  fellow-labourers 
of  O'Chahargy  had  retired ;  and  moody 
and  thoughtful,  with  his  axe  in  his 
hand,  he  stood,  revising  the  past,  and 
marvelling  why  his  spirit  was  fashioned 
so  counter  to  his  fortune ;  recalling  the 
happy  home  from  which  he  had  been 
driven,  and  conjuring  anew  the  voice  of 
his  long-buried  mother.  A  step,  and  a 
rustling  noise,  rallied  from  absorption: 
he  looked  up ;  he  saw,  unattended  and 
unsuspecting,  him,  whose  conquering 
arm  had  dealt  the  universal  ruin.  It 
was  the  earl  of  Ulster,  wooing  the  even- 
ing breeze,  and  inspecting  the  growing 
progress  of  his  plans.  Opportunity,  im- 
portunity, rage,  and  hell,  gathered  in 
the  breast  of  O'Chahargy :  he  bowed  his 

VOL.  in.  L  head, 
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head,  to  hide  the  demoniacal  league ;  he 
thought  of  nought,  save  the  overthrow 
of  his  country,  save  the  long-hoarded 
wrong.  He  was  alone — he  was  un- 
marked. What  was  it  that  the  eye  of 
God  was  on  him  ? — passion  smothered 
the  consciousness — and  the  devil,  like 
unto  his  instigation  of  our  first  parents, 
egged  him  to  the  precipice. 

The  earl  crossed  to  his  side ;  he  spoke 
of  the  rising  edifice  ;  he  stooped  forward 
to  examine  something  in  the  foundation- 
stones.  O'Chahargy  raised  the  axe — it 
fell — it  severed  the  head  of  his  victim. 
Like  the  fratricide  Cain,  in  one  little  in* 
stant,  he  was  steeped  in  the  blood  of  his 
fellow-man.  Remorse  arose  when  all 
power  of  reparation  was  passed  :  the 
trunk,  spouting  the  lifeblood,  lay  at  his 
feet ;  the  head,  the  features,  still  quiver- 
ed in  the  mortal  agony.  He  cast  away 
the  axe — he  stood,  statue-like,  stiffened, 
as  it  were  in  horror,  at  his  own  deed — 
he  had  snapped  the  thread  of  human  ex- 
istence— 
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istence — he  had  dismissed  a  soul,  laden 
with  error  and  with  crime,  into  the  aw- 
ful depths  of  a  measureless  eternity. 
What  though  he  were  a  stranger — 
though  he  were  an  invader — though  the 
green  fields  of  Ireland,  through  him,  had 
been  saturated  with  the  blood  of  her 
sons  !  blood  cried  up  to  the  judgment- 
seat  ;  and  the  blood  of  that  one  solitary 
man,  doomed  him  to  the  fell  purgatory 
of  an  evil  conscience.  Wild  and  disor- 
dered he  fled  away  from  human  judg- 
ment ;  and  in  craving,  and  in  receiving 
shelter  at  the  hands  of  his  foster-brother, 
the  lord  of  Kilbarrock,  that  fatal  feud, 
existing  betwixt  the  houses  of  De  Cour- 
son  and  De  Lacey,  was  sown  ;  a  feud, 
cherished  and  fed  by  combining  circum- 
stances, and  closing,  on  the  one  side,  in 
after  death,  on  the  other,  in  ruin  and 
exile. 

In  thus  unreaving  the  hidden  springs 

working  to  the  general  eclaircissement 

of  our  story,  we  next  find,  Walter  and 

L  2  Hugh 
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Hugh  de  Lacey,  the  lords  of  Meath  and 
Ulster,  tracking  the  flower-bespangled 
pathway  of  prosperous  destiny.  Young, 
and  rich,  and  well  favoured ;  buoyant, 
light,  free  from  care,  and  strangers  to 
incertitude,  we  find  them,  striding,  like 
their  warlike  sire,  through  the  plains  of 
conquest,  and  bearing  away  the  rich 
palm  of  preeminence  and  honour.  Hugh 
lived  but  for  renown  and  enterprise, 
The  heart  of  Walter  was  cast  in  a  softer 
mould. 

It  was  at  the  dedication  of  the  monas- 
tery called  De  Voto,  to  Christ  and  the 
Virgin  Mary,  built  at  Tintern,by  Wil- 
liam, earl-marshal,  and  of  Pembroke,  as  a 
grateful  offering  to  Heaven  for  having 
escaped  the  peril  of  storm  and  ship- 
wreck, that  in  the  train  of  the  countess, 
he  first  beheld  the  portionless  and  un- 
titled  Margaret  de  Lancey.  Oft  had  he 
fluttered  around  the  flame  of  beauty ; 
but  never  had  he  paid  more  than  the 
mere  tribute  of  the  eye  :  now,  he  bore 

in 
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in  his  bosom,  the  angel  form  of  thje  un- 
conscious orphan.  She  was  young — she 
was  lovely — she  was  sweet  to  look  upon! 
As  Malvina,  in  Ossian's  book  of  Temora 
— "  Like  the  bow  of  the  shower,  in  the 
secret  valley  of  streams  ;  bright,  but  the 
drops  of  heaven  rolled  on  its  blended 
light.  Fair  in  her  looks,  but  on  her 
brightness  were  the  wanderings  of  tears." 
She  was  the  last  of  a  fallen  race  ;  and 
now,  in  conformity  to  her  wrecked  and 
bankrupt  fortune,  she  wooed  the  smiles, 
and  dared  the  caprices  of  the  great  and 
the  happy. 

The  slave  of  impulse,  and  borne  on 
the  full  tide  of  prosperous  fortune,  the 
earl  of  Meath  read  sorrow  in  that  soft 
eye ;  and  such  was  the  trammel  on  his 
feelings,  that  he  followed  to  Kildare,  and 
he  bore  his  suit  even  to  Mainoth  Castle. 
The  beautiful  Margaret  smiled  upon  his 
hopes;  the  countess  of  Pembroke  too 
vouchsafed  him  favour; — but  alas!  "in 
tale  or  history  the  page  of  true  love  ne- 
L  3  ver 
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ver  doth  run  smooth."  The  lord  of  Kil- 
barrock  had  seen  the  maid — had  gazed 
with  loose  unlicensed  eye — had  blister- 
ed her  pure  ear  with  the  unhallowed  fire 
of  lawless  passion.  She  had  spurned,  she 
had  repulsed  his  ardour ;  but  fearful  of 
hereafter  reckoning,  she  had  smothered 
the  hateful  secret. 

The  night  previous  to  the  bridal  morn, 
when  all  of  transport  lived  in  the  breast 
of  the  lover,  and  all  of  timid,  bashful, 
beamy  diffidence,  glowed  on  -the  cheeks, 
and  spoke  in  the  downcast  eyes  of  the 
maid ;  wandering  amid  enamelled  lawns 
and  verdant  bowers,  they  watched  the 
farewell  glories  of  a  setting  sun,  turning, 

"  With  the  splendour  of  his  precious  ray, 
The  meagre,  cloddy  earth,  to  glittering  gold  ;" 

and  wrapt  and  entranced  in  soft  en- 
dearing intercourse,  fancying  bliss  their 
own,  and  happiness  real  and  substantial, 
It  was  the  dream  of  the  morrow,  which 
lived  in  their  hearts  and  in  their  looks  ; 

it 
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it  was  the  bland  assurance  of  reciprocal 
love,  which  tinged  their  own  hopes  with 
rays  brighter  than  the  bright  west,  now 
dappling,  the  hills,  the  rocks,  the  woods, 
and  the  waters,  in  rich  and  wellnigh  un- 
earthly splendour.  Arm  linked  in  arm, 
they  had  lost  e'en  the  outline  of  the  cas- 
tle turrets  ;  and  not  until  the  purple 
and  crimson  clouds  fast  shadowed  into 
grey,  did  they  turn  to  retrack  their  foot- 
steps. How  could  disaster  scare  in  such 
an  hour  ?  —  how  could  danger  light 
midst  such  a  field  ?  Walter  breathed 
nought,  save  the  soft  whispers  of  love; 
and  when,  in  a  shadowy  nook,  he  felt 
the  sudden  start  of  the  gentle  Margaret, 
he  smiled  at  her  conjured  terrors. 

"  Let  us  haste,  my  lord,"  she  im- 
plored. "  Sure  I  heard  more  than  the 
night  breeze." 

"  Perchance  the  nightingale  wailing 

for  its  mate,"  said  De  Lacey  :  "  nought 

else,  my  Margaret ;"  for  he  read  terror 

in  the  faded  tint  of  her  cheek.   "  Think- 

L  4  est 
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est  thou,  aught  can  harm,  when  I  am  at 
thy  side  ?"  and  bold  in  the  consciousness 
of  approval,  he  passed  his  arm  around 
her  waist,  and  hurried  onwards 

Margaret  tried  to  banish  fear ;  tried 
to  rally  back  her  smiles  ;  but  oft  as  she 
pressed  forward,  with  a  tread,  so  light, 
that  it  might 

"  Bestride  the  gossamers, 

That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air, 

And  yet  not  fall/7 

did  she  glance  around,  as  though  amidst 
the  bushes  and  underwood  she  guessed 
espial. 

They  had  passed  from  the  nook,  and 
they  had  crossed  the  angle  of  a  wild 
heath,  and  one  narrow  arm  of  a  pine  fo- 
rest alone  lay  betwixt  them  and  the  cas- 
tle. Margaret  felt  her  spirits  revive — 
felt  her  heart  beat  calmer — felt  secure  of 
home  ;  and  the  blush  glowed  anew  upon 
her  cheek,  and  the  sportive  jest  at  her  own 
terror  arose  to  her  lips.  Alas !  it  was  a 

security 
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security  vain  and  premature.  Scarce  had 
the  dark  boughs  closed  out  the  arcji  of 
heaven,  when  that  security  yielded  to 
outrage  and  horror.  A  loud  rustling 
gathered  midst  the  low  branches,  and 
De  Lacey,  in  his  turn,  paused  and  gazed 
around. 

"  It  is  more  than  the  wind — I  am  sure 
it  is  more  than  the  wind,"  exclaimed  the 
agitated  Margaret,  and  tightly  she  clung 
to  his  arm.  "  Danger  threatens  ;  trea- 
chery lurks  around.  I  saw  a  man  shrink 
deeper  into  yon  shadow" — and  then  she 
uttered  a  fearful  cry,  for  the  lord  of  Kil- 
barrock  stood  in  the  pathway. 

Sudden  almost  as  the  burst  of  electric 
fire  was  the  act  and  the  effect :  De  La- 
cey caught  at  his  sword,  but  his  arm  was 
withheld  by  the  uncourtly  followers  of 
the  ravisher :  vain  were  his  threats  and 
his  struggles :  wounded  and  disabled,  his 
betrothed  bride  was  torn  from  his  side  ; 
and  when  awakening  from  the  astound- 
ing blow,  when  reviving  to  exertion  and 
to  consciousness,  the  shades  of  night  had 
L  5  gathered 
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gathered  into  utter  darkness,  and  he 
found  himself,  alone,  and  bleeding,  on 
the  dew-steeped  grass.  Perhaps  the  pang 
of  that  hour,  was  pungent,  as  the  keen- 
est pang  of  mortal  endurance. — He  arose 
— he  tried  to  drag  himself  forward ;  but 
weakness  and  misery  had  wasted  all  his 
strength ;  the  film  of  the  grave  felt  to 
thicken  before  his  eyes ;  all  of  this  world 
to  pass  away — and  with  one  heart-pier- 
cing groan>  he  sunk  again  into  insensibi- 
lity. 

He  awoke,  not  to  sufferance,  but  to 
exultation :  he  found  himself,  not  in  a 
lone  and  dreary  wilderness,  but  recli- 
ning on  a  down  bed  in  the  castle  of  Mai- 
noth.  Was  it  reality  ? — or  was  it  the 
bliss-fraught  deceptions  of  vision  ?  Was 
it  the  fairy  hand  of  Margaret  which 
smoothed  his  pillow  ? — was  it  the  form 
of  his  brother  Hugh  who  hovered  at  his 
side  ?  Yes,  it  was  his  brother  Hugh  ! 
It  was  the  brave  earl  of  Ulster,  the  sa- 
viour of  his  betrothed  Margaret!  the 
earl  of  Ulster,  who  in  hastening  to  wit- 
ness. 
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ness  the  plighting  of  wedded  faith,  had 
crossed  the  track  of  the  lawless  ravisher, 
and  rescued  the  shrieking  bride  from 
pending  ruin. 

This  last,  this  deadly  breach  of  all  the 
rights  of  social  order,  added  fresh  fuel  to 
the  already  kindled  pile  of  party-hate; 
and  even  in  the  arms  of  his  wedded 
Margaret,  the  lord  of  Meath  swore  utter 
and  bitter  enmity  to  the  lord  of  Kilbar- 
rock.  Months  and  years  wore  away — 
for  time  stays  not  his  quick  revolving 
movements — and  happiness,  unclouded 
and  unalloyed,  beamed  o'er  the  fortunes 
of  De  Lacey.  Margaret,  his  first  born, 
already  lisped  the  endearing  name  of  fa- 
ther— Matilda  nestled  a  lovely  infant  in 
her  mother's  arms !  But  happiness,  un- 
clouded and  unalloyed,  is  not  the  lot  of 
earth :  whether  the  storm  ride  on  the 
nod  of  Omnipotence,  or  whether  it  ga- 
ther in  the  fitfulness  of  our  own  con- 
duct, it  does  gather,  and  it  does  destroy ' 
Peradventure  it  be  to  warn  us  of  the  in- 
L  6  stability 
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stability  of  human  things,  to  wean  us 
from  the  ties,  which  counterwise  might 
hold  too  tightly. 

The  sudden  and  violent  death  of  the 
lion-hearted  Richard,    had,  to  the  dis- 
paragement of  prince  Arthur,  the  lawful 
heir,  instituted  prince  John,  the  earl  of 
Mortaigne,  into  all  his  vast  possessions  ; 
and  the  luckless  opposition  of  the  house 
of  Lacey  to  some  unjust  stretch  of  arbi- 
trary prerogative,  had  cast  upon  their 
names  and  interests,  the  mildew  of  dark 
displeasure.     It  was  under  these  hapless 
auspices,  that  in  a  deep  dingle,  scarce 
five  miles  from  Dublin,  chance  encoun- 
tered, face  to  face,  the  lords  of  Meath 
and  Kilbarrock.     The  long   smothered 
hate  revived  with  tenfold  virulence ;  in^ 
vective   and   recrimination  ensued ;   no 
time  was  given  to  reflection  or  to  reason ; 
each  alike  flew  to  arms;  their  swords 
were  unsheathed — and  fortune,  in  stretch- 
ing Kilbarrock,  bleeding  and  dying  on 
the  earth,  wrought  the  total  ruin  of  De 

Lacey's 
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Lacey's  earthly  prospects.  What  was 
it,  that  all  of  rancour  flitted  with  the 
breath  of  the  dying  man — that  Walter 
knelt  beside  him,  and  pillowed  his  heavy 
head  on  his  own  bosom — that  he  shed 
over  him  the  tears  of  remorse  and  an- 
guish !  Those  bitter  tears  could  not 
expunge  the  stroke,  could  not  stay  the 
heart's-blood  ;  that  deep  and  stinging  re- 
morse, could  not  woo  back  life  into  the 
lifeless  clay.  Oh,  no,  no!  the  rage  of  a 
moment  may  blast  what  long  years  can- 
not renovate;  the  deed  of  a  moment 
may  effect,  what  repentance  and  agony 
can  never  expunge ! 

The  dead  body  of  the  lord  of  Kilbar- 
rock  was  found  by  his  foster-brother 
Symmachus  O'Chahargy,  and  the  sword, 
bearing  on  its  hilt,  the  name  and  arms 
of  De  Lacey,  gave  incontrovertible  tes- 
timony of  the  murderer.  Rage  and  hate 
usurped  every  better  feeling;  the  tale, 
with  every  aggravation  of  malice,  was 
forthwith  borne  to  the  ear  of  king  John  ; 

past 
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past  actions  were  tortured  into  treason ; 
— and  ere  Kilbarrock  was  consigned  to 
the  rest  of  all  flesh,  the  ban  of  attainture 
was  passed,  and  the  ruin  of  the  De  La- 
ceys  completed. 

Time  had  been  when  Walter  would 
have  resisted  an  injustice  so  flagrant; 
when,  at  the  head  of  his  hardy  clan,  he 
would  have  bearded  the  tyrant,  and 
maintained,  to  the  despite  of  life,  his 
born  prerogative:  but  then  his  hands 
were  clean  washed  from  the  stain  of 
blood ;  now,  the  spring  and  the  fire  of 
his  enmity  were  set  in  the  grave  of  his 
fallen  foe.  Worlds  would  he  have  given 
to  have  restored  the  life  he  had  sacrifi- 
ced. The  dying  groan,  the  last  convul- 
sion of  Kilbarrock,  was  ever  before  him : 
when  weeping  forth  his  crime  on  the 
bosom  of  his  wedded  Margaret,  it  pur- 
sued, it  pierced  his  ear — it  swam  before 
his  sight  in  a  sea  of  blood. 

With  a  great  fleet,  and  a  strong  army, 
king  John  landed  in  Ireland,  and  soon 

were 
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were  all  the  horrors  of  anticipated  ruin 
realized.  The  vengeance  was  quick  and 
sure:  it  gathered  like  the  thunder- 
storm, but  it  spread  deeper  and  wider 
desolation.  Symmachus  O'Chahargy, 
panting  with  rage  and  hate,  led  on  the 
hosts,  detached  to  scour  the  rich  posses- 
sions, and  seize  the  persons  of  the  pro- 
scribed De  Laceys. 

It  was  dark  night,  and  the  countess 
was  nurturing  the  infant  Matilda  at  her 
bosom :  suddenly  a  loud  din  of  com- 
mingling sounds  rose  from  the  nigh 
hamlet :  shrieks,  and  yells,  and  shouts, 
and  execrations,  and  all  proclaiming  the 
work  of  hell.  The  alarm-bell  rang  from 
the  warder's  tower;  the  castle  caught 
the  wild  commotion  ;  a  lurid  flame  arose 
from  the  fired  houses,  and  spread  a  red 
and  dismal  glare  around.  Stricken,  as 
it  were,  to  stone — trembling  and  gasp- 
ing for  breath — yet  still  sustaining  her 
baby  in  her  arms,  the  countess  pressed 
to  the  casement.  Brighter  and  brighter 

burned 
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burned  the  fire ;  louder  and  louder  grew 
the  roar  and  rage  of  battle :  she  saw  the 
fearful  glimmer  of  swords ;  she  heard  the 
astounding  blows  of  the  battleaxe,  the 
battering  of  walls,  the  falling  of  rafters, 
the  wide  and  wild  horror  of  war  and 
death.  She  listened — she  held  in  her 
breath — she  shuddered  at  every  fresh 
burst  which  broke  on  the  night's  still- 
ness: but  she  uttered  no  shriek,  even 
when  her  own  arm  was  grasped  sudden- 
ly and  wildly.  It  was  her  husband — it 
was  the  wretched  stricken  De  Lacey, 
upheld,  dragged  to  her  side,  by  a  man 
in  hireling  guise.' 

"  Let  wife  and  child  rally  to  exertion," 
pronounced  the  well-remembered  voice 
of  the  earl  of  Ulster.  "  Rouse  thyself, 
Walter:  fly  from  this  ravage,  or  behold 
wife  and  child  bleeding  at  thy  feet." 

The  appeal  was  resistless.  Mantled 
by  the  gloom  of  night,  and  passing  by 
a  back  postern — when  the  soldiers  of 
king  John  burst  like  an  o'erwhelming 

flood 
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flood  into  the  castle — the  lord  of  the 
castle,  with  those  who  linked  him  to 
life,  was  a  wanderer  on  the  wide  waste, 
his  bed  the  earth,  his  canopy  the  arched 
sky  !  Fearful  was  the  moment,  when, 
in  comparative  safety,  recollection  dawn- 
ed :  the  countess  glanced  around,  and 
clasping  her  baby  tighter  to  her  bosom, 
she  uttered  a  cry  of  desolate  misery. 
'Twas  then  that  all  of  the  mother  tugged 
at  her  heartstrings: — her  young,  her 
playful,  her  innocent  Margaret,  toge- 
ther with  her  nurse  and  attendants,  so- 
journing, to  woo  strength  in  the  sea- 
breeze,  in  the  distant  castle  of  Killin, 
seemed  shut  away  from  her  reach,  as 
though  by  the  bonds  of  the  grave.  All 
of  reasoning  failed  to  sooth  the  mother's 
anguish,  to  still  the  mother's  fears: 
stricken  as  if  with  frenzy,  on  her  knees 
she  besought  an  immediate  removal  to 
Killin :  and  when  Hugh,  agonized  and 
grief-struck,  glancing  at  the  existing  ill, 
pronounced  the  dire  impossibility,  she 

fell 
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fell  motionless  upon  the  earth.  The 
tears  and  the  lamentations  of  Walter, 
together  with  the  cold  waters  of  the 
spring,  restored  animation  :  and  through- 
out that  long  night  of  misery,  did  she 
lay  still  and  silent,  and  nobly  wrestling 
with  the  anguish  of  her  spirit.  Though 
her  form  was  light  as  any  fairy — her 
features,  soft  and  fair  to  look  upon — she 
possessed  a  mind  needing  but  the  quick- 
ening spur  of  necessity,  to  rally  into  al- 
most masculine  strength.  Heretofore 
she  had  basked  in  the  sunny  ray  of 
health  and  happiness;  she  had  felt 
nought  save  the  balmy  breeze  of  prospe- 
rity :  now,  winter's  iron  blast  aimed  at 
the  root  of  her  fortune,  and  scattered 
blight  on  all  her  budding  hopes !  At 
day-dawn,  all  of  weakness  had  fled  :  she 
had  prayed  for  grace,  and  she  had  ar- 
gued, and  she  had  methodized  her  feel- 
ings; and  wheii  she  looked  up,  and 
when  she  met  the  almost-maddened 
glance  of  her  husband,  she  forced  a  kind- 
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\y  smile,  as  she  stretched  her  hand  to- 
wards him. 

"  It  has  pleased  Heaven  to  visit  ns 
with  this  great  calamity,"  she  said. 
"  Dearest  Walter,  let  us  deprecate  the 
stroke,  by  submission,  not  despair.  Here, 
in  this  \vilderness,  away  from  men,  shut 
out  from  human  haunts,  let  us  erect  in 
our  own  hearts  the  fane  of  worship,  and 
bow  at  the  footstool  of  the  Eternal,  with 
contrition  and  praise.  We  have  erred 
—we " 

"  I — I,  alone,"  interrupted  the  shud- 
dering Walter — "  'tis  I  who  have  called 
down  the  judgment.  Thou,  all  angel 
as  thou  art !  thou  art  blasted  in  my  fall. 
Would  to  God  these  sinews  had  dried 
up  ! — would  to  God,  this  hand  had  wi- 
thered, ere  it  had  dealt  so  many  deaths !" 
And  as  he  thought  of  the  scene  of 
slaughter — upon  the  destruction  which 
had  fallen  upon  his  friends  and  depend- 
ants— upon  the  scathing  ruin  which  had 
involved  his  whole  race — hate  and  impa- 
tience 
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tience  of  the  summary  vengeance  of 
king  John,  arose,  and  all  his  better  feel- 
ings turned  to  rancour. 

"  Anon,  all  may  be  well,"  sighed  the 
countess,  clinging  to  that'  outstretched 
arm,  and  struggling  down  the  shudder 
at  her  heart.  "  Sure,  in  mutual  affray, 

death  cannot  be  classed  murder;  sure 

» 

De  Lacey  interrupted  her  by  a  palsied 
start. — "  He  who  sheddeth  man's  blood," 
he  pronounced,  "  by  man  shall  his  blood 
be  shed."  It  is  a  law,  old  as  the  iron 
base  of  this  earth ; — a  law,  framed  and 
issued  by  God  himself; — a  law,  not  to 
be  repealed  for  a  crawling  worm  like 
me!" 

"  Yet  is  it  a  law  admitting  wide  and 
opposite  construction,"  urged  the  coun- 
tess. "'  You  think  too  deeply.  As  well 
may  John's  avenging  fire  be  just,  as 
manslaughter  be  murder."  She  paused 
— she  turned  her  mild  eyes  upon  the 
bleached  and  quivering  features  of  her 

lord, 
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lord,  but  De  Lacey's  only  answer  was  a 
sigh. 

In  the  self-reproach  and  utter  despon- 
dency of  the  earl,  the  countess  felt  to 
gather  resolution  and  fortitude.  With- 
out a  murmur  she  endured  the  alterna- 
tions of  heat  and  cold,  of  wet  and  dry  ; 
she  cowered  amid  rocks  and  forests ;  she 
braved  all  the  privations  and  vicissitudes 
of  adventure  and  peril:  and  not  once, 
until  the  pitying  Hugh,  reading  the 
gangrene  at  her  heart,  offered  himself  to 
journey  to  Killin  Castle,  and  glean  ti- 
dings of  the  absent  Margaret,  did  her 
feelings  relax  to  womanish  softness ; 
then,  she  pressed  his  hand  in  mute  to- 
ken of  acknowledgment,  and  she  turned 
aside  her  face  to  hide  her  blinding  tears. 
Perhaps  there  can  scarcely  be  found  a 
parallel  of  heavier  woe  than  capricious 
fortune  heaped  upon  the  house  of  De 
Lacey — humbling  their  boast  and  their 
power,  and  exchanging  the  mightiness 
of  rule  for  adversity  the  most  abject ! 

Long 
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Long  and  painful  was  the  struggle 
betwixt  the  noble  brothers,  which,  on 
this  errand  of  adventure,  should  dare  the 
possibility  of  recognition.  Walter's  brave 
spirit  rallied  to  the  enterprise;  but  the 
impulsive  call  of  nature  held  him  back  : 
it  spoke  in  a  thousand  nameless  urgen- 
cies, in  the  pleading  look  of  the  coun- 
tess, in  the  helplessness  of  the  uncon- 
scious Matilda — and  the  reasonings  and 
the  perseverance  of  Hugh  prevailed.  He 
left,  when  light  scarcely  gleamed  in  the 
heavens — left  to  suspense  and  wakeful 
woe — for  they  parted,  as  though  to  meet 
no  more  on  earth.  Ah  !  little  did  they 
dream,  through  those  long — long  hours 
of  anxious  watching,  the  tragic  stride  of 
persecution !  little  did  they  guess,  the 
fell  storm,  stretching,  and  bursting,  o'er 
every  hope,  and  every  hold  !  The  eali 
of  Ulster  returned,  but  despair  lived  in 
his  eye :  he  had  escaped  recognition,  but 
he  bore  back  ruin  and  death.  Killin 
Castle,  and  Tahmelio,  and  Obowy,  and 

Norrach, 
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Norrach,  and  Donemaws,  and  every 
other  rich  possession,  in  the  king's  name, 
and  by  the  king's  arms,  had  been  seized 
and  despoiled. 

"  And  my  Margaret,"  cried  out  the 
half-frantic  mother. 

Hugh  pointed  upwards—"  An  angel 
in  yon  heaven,"  he  pronounced,  "  pray- 
ing mercy  on  us  all !"  • 

Weak  and  inefficient  is  the  force  of 
language  to  portray  the  pang  of  such 
bereavement ;  yet  beneath  the  stroke, 
the  bleeding  heart  rallies ;  for  God  "  tem- 
pereth  the  storm  to  the  shorn  lamb." 

Again  the  lord  Hugh  departed,  not  to 
seek  out  fresh  disaster,  but  to  plan,  to 
reconnoitre,  to  effect  some  mode  for  es- 
cape. Ireland  held  forth  no  single  spot 
of  security :  the  merciless  vengeance  of 
king  John,  burning  fiercer  than  even 
his  desolating  fire,  was  unsated ;  and  the 
foster-brother,  and  the  kindred  of  the 
lord  of  Kilbarrock,  thirsted  for  the  life- 
blood  of  all  and  every  De  Lacey. 

To 
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To  minute  the  scapes,  and  difficulties, 
and  hazards,  tending  to  the  water's  edge, 
would  be  to  incur  the  charge  of  prolix- 
ity, without  advancing  interest.  Dis- 
guised in  the  tattered  garb  of  beggary 
— moving  in  the  gloortKof  twilight,  or 
wooing  the  hazy  verge  of  night  and 
morning — craving  the  chance  largess  of 
charity,  or  sustaining  life  with  the  culled 
berry  and  the  mountain  brook — they 
passed  through  those  provinces  o'er 
which  their  power  late  held  sway,  and 
they  gained  the  neighbourhood  of  Wa- 
terford,  anxious  to  take  shipping,  and 
to  pass  forthwith  to  France.  But  for- 
tune had  yet  in  store  one  poisoned  ar- 
row :  the  earl  of  Ulster,  sanguine  and 
eager,  dared  the  ken  of  men  ;  and  in  the 
harbour  of  Waterford,  parleying  for 
swift  conveyance  to  the  opposite  coast, 
he  was  known — he  was  seized — and  the 
lord  of  Meath,  together  with  his  coun- 
tess and  helpless  child,  were  cast  on  the 
lagging  powers  of  their  own  exertions. 

Then 
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Then  was  it  that  heroism  rose  in  the 
breast  of  this  adventurous  lady;  that 
marvelling  at  the  prolengthened  stay  of 
Hugh,  and  scarce  daring  to  embody  the 
wild  fears  floating  in  her  brain,  at  night- 
fall, in  despite  of  the  doubts  and  opposi- 
tion of  De  Lacey,  she  stole  away  from 
her  hiding-place,  and  in  the  peopled 
streets  of  Waterford,  heard  the  appalling 
tale  of  his  detention.  She  shrieked  not, 
neither  did  she  lose  her  self-possession : 
life,  and  liberty,  and  all  that  was  dear 
and  near  on  earth,  felt  to  hang  upon  the 
instant:  she  fled  back — and  when  she 
breathed  the  sad  disclosure,  she  became, 
in  one,  the  mild  reprover  and  the  steady 
comforter.  The  feelings  and  the  pas- 
sions of  De  Lacey  were  as  wax  in  the 
mould  of  her  influence:  she  wept  with 
him — she  lamented  with  him — she  join- 
ed in  his  railings — she  barkened  to  his 
despair ;  yet  maintaining  all  her  ascen- 
dance, she  led  him  in  the  spider-line  of 
tenderness.  Dropping  many  a  tear,  and 
VOL.  in.  M  giving 
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giving  many  a  heart-pang,  to  the  luck- 
less fate  of  their  captured  brother — tra- 
cing death  in  the  arrest,  and  lacking  all 
power  to  rescue,  they  passed  swift  away 
from  Waterford — and  at  Cork,  embark- 
ing in  a  light  skiff,  they  bid  adieu  to 
their  native  Ireland  : — and  whilst  ex- 
changing a  turbulent  land  for  a  less  tur- 
bulent ocean — whilst  battling  the  strife 
of  waves  and  wind — be  it  for  us  to  take 
a  bird's-eye  scan  around,  and  to  cast 
light  on  the  movements  of  other  of  our 
characters. 

The  fall  of  the  lord  of  Kilbarrock  stir- 
red all  that  was  rancorous  in  the  heart 
of  O'Chahargy  :  on  the  blood-stained 
clay  he  vowed  hate  and  vengeance — and 
wofully  did  he  fulfil  his  vow  :  for  it  was 
he,  who  bore  the  garbled  tale  of  treason 
and  disaffection,  seasoned  with  seeming 
plausibility,  and  garnished  with  subtle 
lies,  straight  to  the  ear  of  the  jealous 
Johni  who  playing  on  the  dark  vindic- 
tive humours*  of  the  monarch,  and  teach- 
ing 
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ing  him  to  feel  danger  and  distrust  in 
the  greatness  and  power  of  the  noble 
brothers,  crushed  that  greatness,  and 
that  power,  with  the  mildew  of  his  hate. 
Already  steeped  in  the  blood  of  the  fa- 
ther, relentless  as  death,  he  thirsted  to 
quaff  his  rage  in  the  blood  of  the  son : 
but  Heaven  averted  the  annihilating 
stroke;  and  though,  with  hell  in  his 
heart,  he  vainly  sought  the  proclaimed 
murderer  of  Kilbarrock,  he  left  empti- 
ness and  waste  throughout  all  the  rich 
inheritance  of  De  Lacey.  But  where- 
fore should  the  scenes  of  that  disastrous 
persecution  be  enlarged  upon  ? — where- 
fore should  the  blood  be  measured,  and 
the  groans  be  numbered?  Many  a  life 
was  wantonly  squandered,  and  many  a 
heart  was  wofully  rent :  horror  marked 
the  flight  of  the  pursued,  and  guilt  ga- 
thered in  the  scathing  fire  of  the  pur- 
suers. Proceed  we  then  to  the  sacking 
of  the  castle  of  KilKn,  where  the  blast  in 
fits  howled  from  the  hills,  and  the  over- 
M  2  cast 
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cast  sky,  drifting  in  many  a  shower, 
wept,  as  it  were,  the  turpitude  of  man : 
for  it  was  there,  that  the  first-born  of 
De  Lacey,  sojourned,  unconscious  of  the 
death-storm,  lowering  so  fitfully  o'er  the 
fortunes  of  her  house.  Darkness,  suited 
to  violence  and  rapine,  covered  the  ad- 
vance of  the  assailants :  the  first  parley 
closed  in  blows ;  the  first  blow  forced 
the  outworks:  desolation  and  ruin 
spoke  in  the  simultaneous  rush ;  resist- 
ance died  in  the  birth,  and  all  the  hor- 
rors of  fire  and  storm  broke  on  the  in- 
stant. Wild  and  wide  was  the  carnage : 
night  closed  in  blood ;  and  ere  morning 
spoke  in  the  gloaming  of  a  dun  and 
gloomy  sky,  of  all  who  abided  in  Killin 
Castle,  not  one  soul  breathed,  save  the 
infant  Margaret.  Like  unto  Macbeth, 
the  infant  Margaret's  seemed  as  a  charm- 
ed life;  for  O'Chahargy  knew  her  a  De 
Lacey,  yet  could  he  not  slay ! — or  was  it 
the  arm  of  Heaven  which  arrested  the 
atroke  ? — or  was  it  the  grace  of  Heaven, 

which 
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tvhich  turned  and  softened  the  murde- 
rer's heart,  even  in  the  moment  of  ra- 
ging desolation  ?  Already  did  the  clench- 
ed dagger  glare  in  the  uncertain  blaze  of 
torchlight;  already  did  the  sharpened 
point  graze  the  little  throat  of  the  in- 
tended victim :  the  child  looked  up,  and 
her  look,  and  her  cry,  was  so  piteous, 
that  tears  started  to  his  eyes;  and  as 
though  to  substantiate  human  incon- 
sistency, they  fell,  and  they  mingled 
with  the  sanguine  spots,  spattering  and 
begrimming  his  stern  features. 

Quick  from  a  persecutor  do  we  be- 
hold O'Chahargy  a  protector ;  yet  care- 
fully did  he  hide  the  tale  of  deliverance, 
lest  reaching  the  ear  of  the  fugitive  lord 
of  Meath,  it  should  solace  one  heart- 
pang:  and  when,  for  a  brief  season,  he 
placed  his  new  charge  in  the  hamlet  of 
Ardbraccan,  with  the  mother  of  O'Car- 
roll,  it  was  by  the  one  solitary  name  of 
Margaret ;  and  when,  from  Ardbraccan, 
he  removed  her  into  Normandy,  and 
M  3  consigned 
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consigned  her  to  the  Ursuline  nuns  at 
Carentan,  it  was  with  none  other  than 
an  orphan's  prospect.  Years  came,  and 
thought  came  with  years ;  and  often  did 
O'Chahargy  muse  on  the  sad  tragedy, 
and  marvel  at  the  rancour  which  had 
steeped  him  so  deep  in  blood — forgetful, 
that  one  evil  propensity,  uncurbed,  lead- 
eth  to  the  annihilation  of  every  virtue. 

Fickle  and  changeable,  as  the  winds 
veering  from  the  four  quarters  of  the 
heavens,  was  the  rule  and  the  state  po- 
licy which>  in  those  years  of  darkness, 
alternately  elevated  and  depressed — la- 
vishing prodigal  favours,  or  dealing 
forth  ruin  and  woe.  In  his  turn,  Sym- 
machus  O'Chahargy  fell  under  the  power- 
ful lash  of  an  emissary  of  king  John ; 
and  whilst  writhing  in  the  misery  of  at- 
tainder— whilst  flying  from  human 
haunts,  he  sought  safety  in  woods,  and 
wilds,  and  forests — whilst  shrinking 
from  the  storm  and  the  peril,  he  knew 
no  bed  save  the  green  moss,  no  shelter 

save 
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save  the  mountain  cavern — all  the  deeds 
of  the  past  crowded  in  review:— -the 
headless  trunk  of  the  father,  floated  on 
a  sea  of  blood ;  the  wrongs  and  persecu- 
tions of  the  sons,  gaped,  as  a  hell,  to 
catch,  and  hold,  his  scared  and  trembling 
spirit.  It  was  then,  that  first  strickened 
with  fast  growing  contrition,  all  the 
sternness  of  his  nature,  relaxing  and 
changing  to  remorse,  the  dream  of  repa- 
ration arose;  but  the  tangled  yarn  of 
De  Lacey's  knotted  and  complicated 
destiny,  baffled  the  rising  and  strength- 
ening impulse.  If  on  earth,  whither 
could  he  seek  him?  He  had  driven 
him  from  Ireland — he  had  barred  the 
chance  of  his  return  :  and  now,  sick,  and 
labouring  with  many  ills,  when  he 
would  have  claimed  that  pity  he  had  ne- 
ver shewn,  all  possibility  of  trace  was 
lost.  In  this  heavy  stress,  conscience 
pricking  and  goading  in  the  foul  taint 
of  past  actions,  and  enervating  fear,  the 
twin  partner  of  guilt,  steeping  the  future 
M  4  in 
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in  sable  die,  fanaticism,  instilled  with 
mother's  milk,  turned  to  the  absolving 
powers  of  the  church;  and  disguised, 
and  drooping  with  disease  and  misery, 
though  under  sentence  of  forfeiture,  a 
proclaimed  traitor,  and  a  fugitive,  he 
sought  the  confession-chair  in  the  church 
of  Mellifont  Abbey.  The  monk,  Den- 
nis Fitzgerald,  a  pious  brother  of  the  or- 
der, and  self-bound,  by  voluntary  vow, 
to  the  distant  sepulchre  of  our  crucified 
Lord,  shrived  the  death-sick  spirit ;  and 
from  the  confession-chair  in  the  church 
of  Mellifont  Abbey,  Symmachus  O'Cha- 
hargy  returned,  a  conscience-stricken 
and  bleeding  penitent. 

Passing  over  the  faithful  and  tried 
services  of  the  honest  O'Carroll,  who 
having  shared  the  sunshine  of  his  for- 
tune, scorned  to  scud  and  shrink  away 
in  the  shower — escaping  into  Normandy, 
at  Carentan,  as  we  have  already  related, 
he  claimed,  at  the  hands  of  the  mother 
superior,  the  immediate  guardianship  of 

the 
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the  supposed  orphan  Margaret:  and 
locking  the  tale  of  her  birth  and  her 
wrongs  deep  within  his  own  breast,  from 
Carentan  he  speeded  to  Angers,  to  crave 
of  a  friend  and  tried  colleague,  succour 
and  counsel.  But  the  iron  hand  of  ad- 
versity, in  every  form,  pressed  hard  upon 
him :  on  the  journey,  he  fell  into  the 
toil  of  a  fierce  brigand ;  and  when  des- 
poiled, and  borne  down,  in  spirit  and  in 
means,  he  reached  Angers,  it  was  to  find 
the  friend  he  sought  beneath  the  turf. 
The  man  he  had  most  injured,  upon 
whom  he  had  poured  out  the  full  vial 
of  rage  and  hate,  through  the  all- myste- 
rious and  all-merciful  interposition  of 
Providence,  was  the  man,  that  in  the 
hour  of  heaviest  emergency,  stretched 
forth  the  arm  to  succour.  De  Lacey,  as 
we  have  already  shewn,  sustained  him 
in  the  death-pang ;  forgiving  and  forget- 
ting, saw  him  laid  in  hallowed  earth ; 
and  ignorant  of  the  fond  tie,  so  hidden, 
and  so  roughly  severed,  received  into 
M  5  his 
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his  own  peculiar  guardianship,  the  child, 
whose  tragic  destiny,  he  had  often 
mourned  with  tears  of  blood !  And 
now,  tarrying  but  a  brief  moment  within 
the  dungeon,  which,  at  Waterford,  clo- 
sed upon  the  earl  of  Ulster,  and  narra- 
ting, in  few  words,  his  escape  from  the 
trammel  of  his  foes — his  immediate 
flight  from  Ireland  into  France — his 
long  and  vain  search  for  his  pro- 
scribed and  unhappy  brother — his  bo- 
somed rancour  against  king  John — his 
zealous  espousal  of  the  disputes  and  wars 
of  Philip  Augustus — his  arrival  in  Eng- 
land— his  leaguing  with  the  hostile  ba- 
rons— and  his  starting  up,  in  conscious 
but  despoiled  greatness,  amid  the  coun- 
cil assembled  in  the  church  of  the  mo- 
nastery at  St.  Edmund's-bury — we  will 
hasten  to  rejoin,  and  further  to  shed 
light,  on  the  exiled  lord  of  Meath  and 
his  heroic  Margaret. 

The  necessity  for  exertion  passed,  and 
that  heroism  faded;  or  rather,  not  the 

heroism 
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heroism  of  the  spirit,  but  the  body's 
strength.  The  countess  had  borne  up 
against  sorrow,  against  persecution,  a- 
gainst  adversity  in  its  darkest  hue;  she 
had  been  the  active  and  adventurous 
help-mate  of  her  afflicted  lord ; — she  had 
smothered  the  anguish  of  the  mother  in 
the  duties  of  the  wife; — she  had  tried, 
in  the  crying  calls  upon  her  exertion 
and  her  fortitude,  to  expunge  the  car- 
nage at  Killin  Castle :  but  when  beyond 
the  reach  of  king  John's  desolating 
power — when  in  the  security  of  her  own 
humble  home — when  in  the  cottage  on 
the  banks  of  the  Gartampe,  she  existed 
on  the  daily  toil  of  the  disguised  Wai- 
ter — when  left  alone  to  reflection  and  to 
care,  all  the  appalling  terrors  of  the  past 
revived,  all  the  conjured  horrors  of  de- 
spoliation and  murder;  and  often,  steep- 
ing the  little  Matilda  in  her  tears,  would 
she  start  away  in  wild  frenzy,  as  fancy 
pointed  the  reeking  steel  at  the  innocent 
throat  of  her  slaughtered  Margaret. 
M  6  The 
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The  bow,  too  tightly  stretched,  will 
snap  ;  the  heart,  too  heavily  taxed,  will 
break!  The  countess  faded  almost  im- 
perceptibly away,  until  little,  save  a 
light  and  beautiful  shadow,  remained, 
bending,  tottering,  and  smiling,  on  the 
confines  of  the  grave.  Alas  !  that  grave 
was  opening  fast — that  inevitable  des- 
tiny of  man  was  hastening  to  fulfilment! 
The  countess  felt  the  gangrene  at  her 
heart,  felt  the  deep  sure  intimation  ;  yet 
the  bright  glow  upon  her  cheek,  and  the 
brighter  fire  in  her  eye,  deceived  _the 
anxious  watchfulness  of  De  Lacey.  He 
pictured  not  the  storm  until  it  broke ; 
he  anticipated  not  the  bereavement,  un- 
til the  life-despoiled  clay,  lay  uncon- 
scious of  his  lamentations  and  his  agony. 
It  was  then,  that  the  white  monks  of 
Cisteaux  saved  his  brain  from  madden- 
ing ;  that  descanting  on  our  perishable 
hold  on  all  of  happiness  below,  they 
gradually  taught  him  to  look  to  a  firmer 
union  beyond  the  sky.  That  all  of 

earth 
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earth  was  imperfect  and  prone  to  change, 
his  own  chequered  fortune  could  bear 
him  woful  witness; — that  from  the  fall, 
our  sins  and  our  back  si  i  dings  wage  dire- 
ful war  against  our  peace,  he  had  learned 
in  many  festering  recollections; — and  that 
life  was  a  tangled  brake,  thick  set  with 
thorns,  and  duly  and  faithfully  trodden, 
would  lead  to  a  brighter  future,  all  of 
religion  loudly  taught !  That  future  then 
became  the  goal  and  the  resting-place  of 
his  hopes; — the  desire  of  that  future, 
stilled  the  tide  of  angry  passions,  and 
found  him,  if  not  patient,  at  least,  un- 
complaining at  his  lot.  In  the  gradual 
growth  of  his  young  and  lovely  Matilda, 
a  new,  an  irresistible  candidate,  assailed 
at  once  the  laboured-for  blank  of  stoi- 
cism :  all  of  coldness,  all  of  indifference, 
yielded  to  nature's  sway : — and  when 
returning  from  his  daily  toil  in  the  con- 
vent gardens,  she  ever  hailed  and  ever 
cheered  him  with  sweetest  smiles  of 
gratitude  and  thankfulness,  he  felt,  that 

though 
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though  poor  to  what  he  had  been,  still 
was  he  rich  in  the  treasures  of  the  heart ; 
he  felt,  that  however  debased  in  fortune, 
however  depressed  by  man,  the  daughter 
of  his  enskied  Margaret,  would  tend 
him  to  the  end — would  solace  him  in 
the  heavy  season  of  sickness,  sooth  the 
struggles  of  his  parting  spirit,  and  close 
his  eyes,  ere  he  descended  to  the  tomb ! 


CHAPTER  X. 


"  Time  bringeth  all  things  to  fruition ; 

Time  perfects  and  destroys: 

Time  rings  the  marriage-peal,  then  knolls  the  death - 

knell: 

Time  parcels  out  the  bridal  vesture — 
And  Time  weaves  the  shroud  !" 

To  advance  one  step  beyond  RUNNE- 
MEDE, beyond  the  signature  of  the  great 
charter,  ensuring  to  all  classes  of  society 
the  important  grant  of  their  liberties, 

would 


RUNNEMEDE.  255 

would  be  to  plunge  into  all  the  subtilty, 
and  deceit,  and  narrow-minded  chica- 
nery, marking  the  actions  and  character 
of  king  John — would  be  to  entangle 
ourselves  in"  the  state  policy  and  dark 
intrigues  of  that  fitful  and  complicated 
period ;  for  truly  was  it  a  period,  when 
the  wild  and  turbulent  passions  of  men 
submitted  not  to  the  curb-rein  of  order ; 
when  civil  discord  arose  out  of  party- 
hate  and  nonconformity,  and  blind  and 
stubborn  self-will,  swept  from  the  king 
even  to  the  peasant.  Diverge  we  then 
from  the  iron  line  of  history,  to  visit  and 
to  dispose  of  the  lighter  characters  in 
our  drama,  that  in  grafting  fiction  on 
the  firmer  basis  of  truth,  we  may — in 
humble  conformity  to  the  bounden  rule 
of  romance — expound  every  subtle  rami- 
fication, and  dismiss  our  readers  quietly 
to  bed,  without  leaving  on  their  minds, 
the  haze  of  wild  conjecture,  or  incurring 
to  ourselves  the  time-consuming  tax  of 
prolixity.  Joy,  as  we  have  alreaay  writ- 
ten, 
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ten,  lacketh  few  words  in  its  exposition ; 
— and  such  joy,  as  gladdened  the  long- 
tried  hearts  of  De  Lacey,  and  De  La- 
cey's  daughters,  needeth  words,  more 
nervous,  than  can  be  found  in  aught  of 
language.  It  was  a  joy,  to  expunge  all 
the  tears  of  the  past ! — a  joy,  like  that 
sunbeam  in  nature,  which  darts,  so  fresh, 
and  so  bright,  when  the  tempest  has 
rolled  away,  and  from  ink  the  pure  sky 
assumes  anew  all  its  azure ! — a  joy,  which 
none  can  appreciate,  save  those,  who 
have  sustained  the  mighty  transition 
from  misery  to  rapture — from  utter  de- 
spondence into  all  the  bewilderment  of 
hope  ;  whose  lives,  from  blank  and  mor- 
bid dejection,  have  brightened  into  those 
rainbow-tints  known  in  anticipation  ! 

Wild  and  complicated  were  the  feelings 
of  the  earl  of  Meath,  as  he  perused  the 
candid  and  self- debasing  confession  of 
Symmachus  O'Chahargy ;  as  alternately, 
he  marvelled  at  the  subtilty  of  his  re- 
venge, and  blessed  the  gracious  amende, 

existing, 
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existing,  in  the  preservation  of  his  first 
born  Margaret.  Again  and  again  did 
he  read  the  clear  and  concise  narrative, 
beginning  in  the  murder  of  his  father, 
and  ending  in  the  secretion  of  his  child : 
and  often  did  he  pause,  and  raise  his 
tearful  eyes  in  pious  gratitude  to  Heaven ; 
and  often  did  he  ask  if  it  were  indeed 
true? — if  he  were  still  a  sojourner  in 
that  same  world,  which  had  awarded  to 
him,  and  to  his,  so  many  heart-pangs — 
which  had  wrecked  the  fond  hopes  of 
his  early  life,  and  for  so  many,  many 
long  years,  had  presented  nought,  save 
a  rough  and  sterile  desert  ? 

From  Runnemede,  accompanied  by 
the  earl  de  la  Marche,  and  the  lord  Theo- 
bald de  Verdon — and  leaving  the  ab- 
struse and  complicated  woof  of  state 
policy  in  the  hands  of  the  appointed 
nobles — De  Lacey  proceeded  forthwith 
to  Holmes  Castle,  anxious  to  entwine  in 
a  closer  link,  the  already  knit  hearts  of 
Margaret  and  Matilda:  and  when  at 

Holmes 
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Holmes  Castle — when  clasping  to  his 
paternal  breast,  his  first  born — last  found 
Margaret ;  when  yielding  her,  but  to  re- 
turn the  fond  caresses  of  his  scarce  more 
dear  Matilda,  rich,  almost  to  overflow- 
ing, was  his  cup  of  blessings : — it  seemed, 
as  though  relenting  and  all-capricious 
Fortune,  strove  at  reparation  for  the 
past ! 

"  Never — never  more,"  he  exclaimed, 
gazing  alternately  upon  each,  "  will  I 
murmur  at  my  lot.  Heaven,  in  this 
gracious  behest,  deals  forth  mercy,  not 
justice !" 

From  Holmes  Castle,  friendship  and 
gratitude  led  to  Heringworth ;  for  Ma- 
tilda pined  to  pour  into  the  bosom  of 
the  lady  Millicent,  the  rich  acknowledg- 
ment of  her  felicity  ;  and  De  Lacey,  and 
Le  Brun,  to  offer  the  heartfelt  tribute  of 
thanks,  for  the  hospitality,  and  almost 
paternal  kindness,  of  the  baron  de  Can- 
tilupe.  At  Heringworth,  did  the  first 
cast  of  care,  pass,  like  a  scudding  cloud, 

o'er 
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o'er  the  lovely  features  of  Matilda ;  for 
there  did  she  hear,  that  the  blight  of  ill 
requited  love,  still  pressed  upon  the 
mind  and  spirits  of  the  lord  George ; 
that  away  from  home  and  from  country, 
self-banished  from  the  haunts  of  his 
happier  youth,  in  the  court  of  the  king 
of  France,  he  was  toiling  for  that  quie- 
tude he  had  so  lucklessly  forfeited.  Ay, 
and  through  life,  may  we  venture  to 
aver,  that  same  blight,  shedding  ice  up- 
on his  prospects,  led  to  joyless  celibacy : 
for  we  trace  in  the  genealogy  of  the 
house  of  Can tilu pe,  that  the  lord  George 
de  Cantilupe  died,  and  "  left  no  copy ;" 
and  that  the  possessions  of  William,  ba- 
ron de  Cantilupe,  by  marriage,  passed 
with  the  lady  Millicent,  into  the  hands 
of  the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch. 

"  Grant,  Heaven,  he  meet  with  a 
kinder,  gentler  heart !"  sighed  Matilda  ; 
"  a  heart,  free  to  feel,  and  to  sympathize 
in  all  his  hopes !"  and  she  yielded  pity, 

and 
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and  she  shed  a  tear,  at  the  recital  of  his 
disappointment. 

"  Alack !"  said  Millicent,  "  it  was  a 
mischievous  chance,  to  smile  in  seeming 
freedom,  when  the  tie  of  holy  church 
fettered  all  power  to  change.  God  fore- 
fend  us  !  so  little  did  I  guess  you  bride, 
that  oft  have  I  shed  the  subtle  oil  of 
prophesied  encouragement  upon  his  ill- 
starred  flame.  Marry !  had  I  known 
the  adamantine  bar,  I  had  crushed  the 
embryo  passion." 

"  A  wife,  without  a  name,"  observed 
Matilda,  eager  to  refute  the  charge  of 
cold  reserve ;  "  a  captive  in  a  land  of 
strangers  ;  living  within  the  rule  of  king 
John,  and  knowing  king  John  the  in- 
veterate foe  of  husband  and  of  father — 
how  could  I  frame  a  tale,  so  wild  and 
complicated  ?  Beside,  how  guess  the 
dire  necessity,  till  the  theme  of  generous 
friendship  changed  to  fearful  love? 
Then,  Heaven  can  bear  me  witness, 
with  many  a  heart-pang,  I  disclosed  all 

to 
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to  my  uncle  Hugh.  I  told  of  the  past, 
even  from  the  farthest  stretch  of  me- 
mory— I " 

"  We  will  sift  none  further,"  inter- 
rupted Millicent.  "  I  know  it  all,  dear- 
est Matilda.  I  heard  it  from  the  lips  of 
my  poor  George.  He  deplored,  but  he 
impeached  not  a  single  action.  Would 
it  had  been  counter  !"  She  pressed  the 
hand  of  Matilda  as  she  spoke,  and  ten^ 
derly  she  kissed  her  cheek,  as  she  play- 
fully concluded — "  We  had  been  such 
affectionate  sisters  !" 

The  marriage  of  the  lady  Millicent 
with  the  lord  Eudo  de  la  Zouch  spoke 
in  more  than  silver  favours  :  it  brought 
to  the  halls  of  Heringworth,  an  influx 
of  gay  company ;  and  for  many  days, 
did  the  buttery  teem  with  smoking 
cheer,  and  the  wassail-cup  smile  welcome 
to  the  peasantry.  In  the  lower  hall 
'twas  Adam  Morley  led  the  revel :  he 
forgot  the  infirmities  of  age ;  he  set  at 
nought  the  rust  of  time  :  together  with 

his 
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his  happy  Mabel,  did  he  join  in  the 
sportive  merriment ;  did  he  pile  huge 
branches  on  the  flaming  bonfire,  and 
baptize  in  flagons  of  sparkling  ale,  the 
all-auspicious  festival.  From  Hering- 
worth,  the  blessed  and  blessing  pair, 
journeyed  into  Derbyshire :  and  from 
Heringworth,  the  earl  of  Meath,  and  his 
happy  family,  repaired  to  Ireland.  The 
heavens,  bright  and  gilded,  smiled  on 
the  voyage  ;  for  the  sun  shed  millions 
of  gems  on  the  dancing  wave,  and  the 
sky  reflected  nought  save  azure.  Brisk 
and  favouring  was  the  breeze  which  fill- 
ed the  sails ;  and  when  the  vessel  an- 
chored in  the  bay  of  Dublin,  varied  and 
wild  was  the  rush  of  individual  feeling. 
Matilda  clung  to  the  arm  of  her 
lord,  her  heart  swelling,  her  eyes  blind- 
ing with  tears  of  gratitude  and  trans- 
port ;  now  striving  to  speak ;  and  now, 
smothering  down  the  sob,  rising  well- 
nigh  to  suffocation.  And  Margaret  too 
bosomed  all  the  struggling  conflicts  of 

such 
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such  a  season  :  her  hands  were  clasped, 
and  her  cheeks  and  her  lips  were  so 
colourless,  that  she  looked,  as  her  dark 
hair  floated  on  the  wind,  like  some  chi- 
selled statue.  But  De  Lacey — who  can 
paint  the  feelings  of  De  Lacey — the 
wild,  the  almost  maddening  contrarieties 
of  his  grief  and  his  joy  !  For  a  brief 
moment  the  grave  yielded  up  its  buried 
treasure  :  heritage,  friends,  country, 
crowded  in  rapid  succession  :  his  home, 
his  Margaret,  glowed  in  the  day-dream 
of  his  fancy,  and  all  the  trials  of  the  past 
were  lost.  Alas  !  it  was  a  brief  mo- 
ment:  with  the  next,  his  Margaret, 
wrapt  in  the  mort-cloth,  mocked  all  the 
cheating  promises  of  terrestrial  felicity. 
"  In  the  grave— in  the  grave  alone,"  be 
articulated ;  then  glancing  on  his  sym- 
pathizing daughters,  he  burst  into  a 
flood  of  tears. 

The  boats  were  lowered,  and  the  busy 
action  of  the  crew,  the  buzz  of  voices, 
and  the  hasty  tread  of  preparation,  ral- 
lied 
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lied  to  exertion.  De  Lacy  raised  his 
hand  to  dash  away  the  tears  :  he  looked 
up  ; — he  ventured  a  glance  towards  the 
shore ; — he  saw  the  hills,  the  green  plains, 
and  the  waving  trees  of  his  native  isle, 
burnished  in  setting  sunshine  ; — he  saw 
a  thousand  varying  hues,  dappling  in 
richness  the  distant  city  :  again  a  dizzi- 
ness stole  over  him,  yet  he  turned  to 
look  at  the  being  who  stood  sobbing  at 
his  side.  It  was  O'Carroll,  gazing  with 
outstretched  arms  towards  Dublin,  and 
greeting  it,  as  fond  mother  would  greet 
a  returning  child. 

"  I  have  travelled  far,"  he  sobbed  out ; 
"  but,  by  the  powers,  never  have  I  light- 
ed among  fields  so  green,  or  woods  so 
blithe !  Marry,  but  the  glance  gives 
me  new  life  !  If  ever  I  turn  tail  upon 
thee,  oh  blessed  Ireland !  may  I  be 
burned  for  a  heretic,  and  may  my  bones 
lack  Christian  burial !" 

The  landing,  and  the  retracing  scenes 
and  haunts  endeared  to  recollection,  fol- 
lowed 
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lowed  so  quick  upon  each  other,  that 
De  Lacey  gathered  strength  in  the  fre- 
quency.    But  though  his  tears  flowed 
less  freely — though  he  stifled  down  the 
sighs  of  his  care-fraught  bosom — though 
he  smiled  upon  the  endearments  of  his 
family — often   would   the   past   revive, 
and  rob  him  of  his  quietude.     Yes,  it 
was  the  contrast  'twixt  past  and  present; 
it  was  that  bereavement  of  the  heart, 
known  in  the  death  of  his  idolized  Mar- 
garet, that  fashioned  the   tedious   and 
fearful   void.      Often   would    he    steal 
away  from  the  happier  presence  of  his 
children,  and  linked  in.  the  arm  of  his 
brother  Hugh,  shrink  into  shades  ob- 
scure, where 

"  Rocks,  and  streams,  aud  sweeping  woods, 
Were  lost  in  a  wild  horizon," 

misering  his  own  griefs ;  yet  unwilling 
to  graft  his  griefs,  on  their  lighter  years, 
and  brighter  prospects.  But  though  him- 
self bigoted  to  moody  thought ;  though 
VOL.  in.  N  lacking 
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lacking  but  the  shorn  crown  and  scapu- 
lar to  shape  him  to  the  priesthood,  he 
joyed  in  the  happiness  of  those  around 
him  :  and  quick  on  his  resumption  of 
authority,  and  investiture  in  the  rights 
of  his  seigniory,  did  he  speed  O'Carroll 
to  the  home,  he  had  so  often  and  so  ar- 
dently pined  for.  But  at  Ardbraccan, 
O'Carroll  met  with  blight  on  his  warm 
hopes ;  for  he  saw  but  the  cold  and  nar- 
row bed  of  his  mother's  rest :  the  cottage 
had  passed  into  other  hands,  and  strange 
faces  shed  ice  upon  his  greetings.  Yet 
was  there  one  in  the  hamlet  who  felt 
love-begetting  pity  ;  who  mingled  tears 
with  his  tears,  and  wooed  back  the  sun- 
shine of  smiles.  It  was  the  little  Norah, 
as  pretty,  as  gentle,  and  as  kind,  as  when, 
faithful  to  the  interests  of  his  master,  he 
had  fled  away  to  France :  and  soon  did 
the  lady  Margaret  de  Verdon  yield  the 
marriage  portion  ;  and  soon,  wellnigh 
within  the  shadow  of  the  castle  walls, 
did  a  new  cottage  smile,  and  offer  a 

blithe 


RUNNEMEDE.  267 

blithe  shelter  to  the  summer  and  the 
winter  of  his  life  : — for  time  speedeth  on 
in  joy  or  in  grief,  in  peril  or  in  safety ;  and 
spring,  and  summer,  and  autumn,  and 
winter,  marketh  but  the  stages  of  man  ! 
Perhaps  it  were  unwitting — know- 
ing the  chances  and  vicissitudes  of  the 
world — to  linger  longer  with  beings  so 
comparatively  blessed,  lest  we  be  com- 
pelled to  note,  the  gathering  of  tempest, 
and  of  change  :  yet  would  we  say,  that 
gratitude  for  past  and  signal  mercies, 
lived  in  the  hearts  of  the  lords  of  Meath 
and  Ulster ;  for  we  find  in  the  annals  of 
olden  time,  that  monasteries,  and  pre- 
ceptories,  and  hospitals,  were  erected, 
and  dedicated  by  them,  to  worship  and 
to  holiness. — That  the  lord  of  Meath, 
gave  the  seigniory  of  Dengle,  to  John 
Fitz-Acory,  nephew  to  the  abbot  of  the 
white  monks  of  Cisteaux  :  and  that  he 
invited  into  Ireland,  many  brothers  of 
the  aforesaid  monastery,  and  bestowed 
upon  them,  lands  and  riches,  together 
N  2  with 
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with  the  cell  called  Fonry,  as  a  lasting 
acknowledgment  of  their  charity  and 
good  counsel.  In  the  county  of  Louth, 
the  priory  of  St.  John  Baptist,  of  the 
order  of  cross-bearers,  owns  the  lord  of 
Meath  as  their  first  benefactor.  The 
friary  of  Beaubec,  in  the  county  of  Meath, 
was  the  donation  of  Walter  de  Lacey  : 
and  at  Kilmainam,  a  preceptory  of  the 
knights  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem,  was 
founded  by  Walter  de  Lacey !  The 
Benedictine  priory  of  St.  Andrew,  in  the 
territory  of  Ardes,  was  founded  by  Hugh 
lord  of  Ulster :  and  in  the  same  territory, 
a  preceptory  for  knights  of  the  Hospi- 
tal !  And  close  knit  in  fellowship  with 
Christ  and  with  men,  hand  in  hand,  at 
Clonard,  the  noble  brothers  founded  a 
monastery  "of  Augustin  canons,  and  de- 
dicated it  to  the  memory  of  St.  Peter  ! 
And  St.  Mary's  Abbey  of  Plary,  where- 
in the  monks  and  the  nuns  lived  in  se- 
parate houses,  the  one  of  the  order  of 
Premonstratenses,  the  other  of  Cister- 
cians, 
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cians,  bear  incontestible  record  of  their 
devout  and  holy  practices  ! — And  in 
1240,  we  find  the  fate  of  Walter  de 
Lacy,  earl  of  Meath,  finally  accomplish- 
ed ;  his  toil  of  earth  over ;  his  hopes  of 
recompence  began : — and  two  years  after, 
Hugh  de  Lacey,  earl  of  Ulster,  paying 
the  like  debt  of  flesh,  was  buried  in  the 
church  of  his  own  founding,  belonging 
to  the  convent  of  Friars  Minors  at  Car- 
rickfurgus !  And  the  ladies  Margaret 
and  Matilda,  and  their  lords,  and  their 
children,  and  their  children's  children, 
have  passed  away !  Yes,  they  have 
sunk  to  sleep,  them  and  their  race ;  they 
have  fallen,  "  like  the  thistle's  head,  be- 
neath autumnal  winds."  What  though 
"  they  were  clouds  of  hail,  with  squally 
winds  in  their  skirts  !  shadowy  death 
flees  over  whole  hosts !  Over  them, 
swells  dark-rolling  Time !" 


N  3  NOTE. 


NOTE. 


To  suit  more  immediately  my  own  peculiar  pur. 
pose,  and  availing  myself  of  the  laws  and  liberties 
of  romance — from  the  flight  of  the  earls  of  Meath 
and  Ulster,  after  the  fall  of  John  de  Courson  lord 
of  Rathenny  and  Kilbarrock,  and  when  the  pros- 
perous arms  of  king  John  drove  them  from  Ire- 
land — I  have  divorced  the  fate  of  the  brothers,  and 
I  have  borne  the  lord  Walter  de  Lacey,  forthwith 
into  the  province  of  Marche,  and  in  a  lone  cottage 
on  the  picturesque  banks  of  the  Gartampe,  in  dis- 
guise, and  in  servitude,  I  have  fixed  him  in  the 
sole  occupation  of  gardener  to  an  abbey  of  Cis- 
teaux  monks.  Whereas  it  was  in  the  monastery 
of  St.  Taurin,  at  Evreux  in  Normandy,  that  la- 
bouring from  sunrise  to  sunset,  employed  in  clay, 
and  brick  work,  and  sometimes  in  gardening,  the 
two  noble  brothers,  concealing  their  wrongs  and 
their  rank,  shared  the  hard  crust  of  penury,  until 
discovered  by  the  abbot,  they  were,  at  his  earnest 
and  humble  intercession,  restored  to  their  former 
degree  and  lordships,  upon  paying,  each,  to  king 
John,  the  sum  of  two  thousand  five  hundred  marks. 

And 


272  NOTE. 

And  I  would  further  note,  that  in  the  joust  in 
Smithfield,  I  have,  to  accommodate  my  own  story, 
substituted  the  said  Walter  de  Lacey  earl  of 
Meath,  in  the  place  of  John  de  Courcy,  first  lord 
of  Conaught ;  who  having  been  deposed  and  cast 
into  prison,  tradition  tells  us,  was,  by  king  John 
— well  knowing  his  might  and  courage — summon- 
ed, to  fight  as  champion  of  England,  for  the  deci- 
sion of  a  seigniory  and  certain  castles,  long  in  con. 
troversy  between  the  two  courts  of  England  and 
France.  That  the  said  John  de  Courcy,  boldly 
told  king  John,  he  would  not  fight  for  him,  but 
that  he  would  fight  to  the  death  for  the  right  of 
England  ;  and  forthwith  a  day  was  appointed  for 
the  engagement :  but  when  the  champion  of 
France — whom  I  have  ventured  to  personify  in 
Hugh  le  Brun,  earl  de  la  Marche — heard  of  his 
giant  strength,  and  more  than  mortal  prowess,  he 
declined  the  combat,  and  the  seigniory  was  yield- 
ed  to  king  John. 

In  the  life  of  the  earl  de  la  Marche,  too,  I  have 
ventured  wild  and  wide  deviation : — for  after 
whole  years  of  contention  and  strife,  gendering  in 
the  violence  and  injustice  of  king  John,  for  hav- 
ing filched  from  him  his  betrothed  bride,  the  young 
and  beautiful  Isabel,  daughter  of  Aymer  count  of 
Angoulesme  : — after  the  death  of  king  John,  we 
find  that  nobleman  wedded  to  the  royal  widow, 

and 
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and  urging  and  instigating  her  son,  king  Henry 
the  Third,  to  levy  war  with  France,  for  the  reco- 
very of  those  provinces,  once  annexed  to  the 
crown  of  England. — And  the  lady  Maud  or  Ma- 
tilda de  Lacey,  was  in.  reality  married  to  the  lord 
Geoffry  de  GeneviJle,  who  in  1273  was  made 
justiciary  of  Ireland.  It  remains  alone  now  to 
speak  of  the  lord  Savary  de  Mauleon  :  and  I  find 
the  name  of  the  lord  Savary  de  Mauleon,  a  trouba- 
dour, and  a  rich  baron  of  Poitou,  in  the  succes- 
sive reigns  of  king  Richard  the  First,  John,  and 
Henry  the  Third.  Some  of  his  poetry  is  still 
extant ;  and  as  in  the  vicissitudes  of  his  long  and 
turbulent  life,  I  find  him  bearing  arms,  first  in  the 
service  of  France,  and  then  of  England,  I  have  se- 
lected him  as  a  fit  abettor  in  the  denouement  of  my 
pages.  That  he  was  capable  of  all  the  romance 
of  love  common  to  the  chivalrous  age  in  which  he 
lived,  an  extant  fragment,  addressed  to  the  lady  of 
his  heart,  will  bear  ample  testimony.  "  Lady, 
you  have  conquered  all  the  world.  It  is  the  height 
of  my  ambition  to  conquer  you.  I  have  collected 
Basques,  and  Brabai^ons  (auxiliary  troops)  ;  and 
thanks  to  my  care,  we  are  five  hundred  of  us, 
who  will  punctually  execute  your  orders.  Ex- 
plain  your  wishes  ;  give  us  your  commands.  Our 
coursers  are  ready  bridled.  We  will  mount  them 
instantly  in  your  cause." 

High 
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High  in  the  confidence  of  king  John,  Savary  de 
Mauleon  was  made  commander  of  all  the  places 
that  prince  Detained  in  Gascony  ;  and  he  served 
him  faithfully,  through  the  whole  of  his  turbulent 
reign ;  and  during  the  civil  war,  raging  so  fierce- 
ly, one  year  after  the  signing  of  the  great  charter 
at  Runnemede,  falling  into  an  ambuscade  of  the 
Londoners,  he  lost  most  of  his  men,  and  being 
himself  grievously  wounded,  he  narrowly  escaped 
with  life.  In  the  reign  of  king  Henry  the  Third, 
Savary  de  Mauleon  was  governor  of  the  town  and 
castle  of  Rochelle,  and  long  and  gallantly  did  he 
defend  them,  against  the  close  siege  of  Louis  the 
Eighth,  son  of  Philip  Augustus :  but  being,  as 
tradition  hands  down,  basely  deceived  in  expected 
succours  from  England — he  having  received  chests, 
laden  with  iron,  instead  of  silver,  wherewith  to 
pay  the  garrison — he  surrendered  the  town  and 
fortress,  and  during  the  remainder  of  his 
attached  himself  to  the  service  of  France. 
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